The Portable 


CONRAD 

1 UITtD, AND WITH AN INTRODUCTION AND NOItS, BY 

MORTON DAUWEN ZABEL 


Published by The Viking Press 


1896, 1898, 1902, 1903. 1908, 1910, 1912, 1913, 1914, 
1915', 1916, 1917, 1920. 1921, 1925, 1926, 1927 

EipmiifWijgiijjg^JUNE 1961 



Contents 


Editor s Introduction 1 

Note and Acknowledgments 48 

A Conrad Chronology, with a Bibliography of His 
Principal Works 50 

POLAND AND THE PAST 

Editor s Note 56 

Prince Roman 58 

The Warrior's Soul 85 

ENGLAND AND THE WORLD 
Editor s Note 112 

Youth 115 

Amy Foster 155 

Typhoon 192 

A TALE OF THE SEA 

Editor s Note 290 

The Nigger of the ‘‘Narcissus” 292 

AFRICA AND THE CONGO 
Editor's Note 456 

An Outpost of Progress 459 

Heart of Darkness 490 


V 



vi 


CONTENTS 


EUROPE, ASIA, AND THE EAST 
Editor’s Note 606 

II Conde 609 

The Lagoon 630 

The Secret Sharer 648 

ON LIFE AND LETTERS 

Editor’s Note 702 

The Condition of Art 705 

The Condition of Life 717 

Letters 

To Mme. Marguerite Poradowska 729 

To Mme. Marguerite Poradowska 730 

To Mme. Marguerite Poradowska 730 

To Edward Noble 731 

To Edward Garnclt 733 

To R. B. Cunninghame Graham 733 

To John Galsworthy 735 

To E. L. Sanderson 736 

To John Galsworthy 739 

To (Sir) Edmund Gosse 740 

To John Galsworthy 741 

To Arthur Symons 743 

To Arthur Symons 745 

To Henry James 747 

To Norman Douglas 747 

To Barrett H. Clark 748 

To George T. Keating 751 

To Mrs. Joseph Conrad 753 

To Richard Curie 754 

Bibliographical Note 758 



Editor's Introduction 


O N AUGUST 3, 1924, Joseph Conrad died at his 
last English home, Oswalds, Bishopsbourne, near 
Canterbury, in the sixty-seventh year of his life. On the 
title-page of his last completed novel, The Rover, in 
1923, he had set two lines from Spenser: 

Sleep after toyle, port after stormie seas^ 

Ease after warre, death after life, does greatly please. 

The same words were later cut in the stone that was 
raised on his grave in the cemetery at Canterbury. 

The man who reached his final port in a quiet English 
country graveyard had weathered, before he reached it, 
stormier seas than figure in the careers of most literary 
artists. They were not only the perils of the oceans he 
had sailed for almost twenty years of his life; they were 
the storms of a spirit whose toil and warfare had been 
harsh and unrelenting. They had begun in another land, 
the Poland of his boyhood where, as Jozef Teodor Kon- 
rad Nalecz Korzeniowski, he was bom in 1857, and 
where his people had fought and suffered in the cause 
of rebellion against a hated occupation. Fifty years 
before his death he had left that country to turn west- 
)vard, leaving behind him a family decimated by death 
and exile, and boarding the Vienna express in Cracow 
for France “as a man might get into a dream.” The 
dream took him to the ends of the earth: to Marseilles, 
1 



2 EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION 

to the coasts of Spain as a gun-runner for the Carlists, 
to the West Indies, to England, to Asia and the East, 
across seas he sailed as a common seaman, mate, and 
master for nearly twenty years. In 1894 he left his last 
ship in London to enter on a voyage even more haz- 
ardous to a man of his tense, unconfident nature. ‘‘Alone 
in the world,” and armed only with the unfinished man- 
uscript of a story he had been writing for five years in 
the ports and ships of his travels, he had dared to be- 
come a writer in a language foreign to him. From that 
moment his life was to be a long uncompromising labor 
on the books that slowly, after another twenty years of 
severe endurances and discouragements, brought him 
to a position of pre-eminence in the English-speaking 
world and beyond it. And at the height of that fame he 
died. 

Only Conrad himself, and those closest to him, knew 
the full irony of that tardy recognition. When the value 
and lesson of his books might have been most useful to 
the literature of his era, they were — except by a band of 
faithful admirers and fellow-artists — ^largely ignored in 
favor of the slacker fiction and dull prose preferred by 
the popular taste of late-Victorian and Edwardian Eng- 
land. An apotheosis — ^romantic, fabulous, always uneasy 
and somehow incredible to him — attended his last years 
and lingered for some time beyond his death. Then a re- 
action, the inevitable probationary reaction of literary 
reputation, set in as the violence and cynicism of con- 
temporary events and attitudes in a disrupted time — the 
two decades entre deux guerres: 1918-39 — disputed the 
note of heroic idealism Conrad had sounded. Today, al- 
most a quarter-century after his death, when the world 
in which his tales are set has receded to historic distance 
and become, with its standards of honor and fidelity, a 
dimming memory in men’s minds, his work may appear 
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to take on the quality of an elegiac memorial to a van- 
ished and simpler order of life. So it would be in fact 
had Conrad been nothing more than the romantic fab- 
ulist, the yarn-spinner of maritime tradition, his belated 
public too glibly credited him with being. 

But he was more than that — ^more by his own inten- 
tion and harassed protestation; more by the achieved 
insight and artistry of his finest work; more by the recog- 
nition that came to him early and late from his greatest 
contemporaries in England and Europe — Henry James, 
H. G. Wells, Thomas Mann, Andre Gide, Paul Valery; 
more by comparison with the greater part of the English 
literature of an era whose hazards he, as much as any 
man of his time, helped to define and to redeem. His- 
torically considered alone, he now appears an English 
writer of European and world stature in an age too 
readily given to the easy rewards of sentimental pro- 
vincialism and complacent nationalisms. There will 
probably always adhere to his name some of the distinc- 
tion that comes from contemporary comparison; but the 
fact now reappears that a distinction bekmgs to him 
which confines him to no given period but demands a 
larger reference, bringing him into the highest company 
the English, and the European, novel provides. It is a 
distinction that entails certain firm discriminations in his 
own production, but it also reveals an honor in crafts- 
manship and purpose which only a few novelists of his 
age can as justly claim. 


ii 

Conrad’s first book, Almayers Folly, was published in 
1895, the year in which Hardy retired from fiction un- 
der the blast of censure directed against Jude the Ob^ 
scure. The Victorian masters of the novel were gone or 
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aging; it was a low point in the fortunes of English fic- 
tion, and a sense of crisis possessed the survivors in that 
art. Hardy ^s retreat was symptomatic of the situation. 
Meredith had driven the new values of intellection and 
sensibility to the desperate brink of what Henley rightly 
called ‘spiritual suicide.’" The great claims for the novel 
that had been advanced in France and elsewhere in 
Europe were met — ^at that moment even by Henry 
James, their greatest defender in the English-speaking 
world — with uneasiness and doubt. The Victorian novel 
had expanded, explored, digressed, moralized, and con- 
quered. It had created, like the age that fathered it, 
a new world of matter and experience. But then, as re- 
currently in the history of fiction, the vagaries and in- 
stability of the art seemed bent on confounding its priv- 
ileges. No other art is so treacherously empirical in its 
conditions, so insecure in tradition, so much the vehicle 
and the victim of specialized and limiting principles. It 
becomes alternately obsessed by documentation and re- 
form, or recklessly indulgent of wayward impulses and 
the selective techniques of innovation — ^naturalism, im- 
pressionism, psychological method, symbolic impulse. 
Whatever the reason, the novel appears to exhaust its 
larger force and energy and to arrive at an impasse 
of demoralization every quarter-century or so. We 
have seen such crises in our own century. Another 
was apparent fifty years ago when Conrad began to 
write. 

Such moments redeem themselves by the challenge 
and test they offer, and their heroes are the men capable 
of surviving these. It was the fortune of English litera- 
ture at that final hour of the nineteenth century that it 
was not, despite the prevalent abdication from artistic 
authority of many gifted talents, lacking in defenders. 
Of the vers^of that decade T. S. Eliot has remarked: 
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"Whatever may be said of the poetry of the nineties, it 
oannot be accused of inbreeding.” The same plea may 
be argued for the fiction of the nineties. What the ex- 
ample of France was giving to the poetry of the mo- 
ment through the services of Symons, Dowson, and the 
Rhymers, what Ireland was giving it through Yeats, and 
what the classics were giving it through Lionel Johnson, 
a new growth in curiosity and invention was giving to 
fiction in its gropings toward renovation and a reviving 
discipline. The ferment of a new spirit was in the air. 
Kipling burst upon the scene with the lore of Empire 
and Orient. George Moore advanced the claims of 
French naturalism. Wells offered the zest of the scien- 
tific fable and a new social comedy. French and Russian 
masters appeared in multiplying translations. Stephen 
Crane — ^it is notable how much of the genuine talent of 
the decade came from outside England — ^presently came 
from America to contribute his accurate eye land phrase 
to story-telling. Another American, Henry James, was 
continuing his labors, not only by carrying the art of 
fiction to constantly greater refinements and insights, 
but by defending their necessity in his critical writings. 
Ford Madox Hueffer mingled the foreign sympathies of 
Germany and Pre-Raphaelitism in his promising talent. 
All, or almost all, of these men considered innovations 
in subject matter suspect without an accompanying dis- 
cipline in form and technique. It was the moment for 
curiosity, novelty, exoticism, but it was the moment of 
aestheticism too; of form, style, and the mot juste; and 
Flaubert, Stendhal, and Turgenev had as much to say to 
English novelists as Symbolism and Parnassianism had 
to give to poets. Only one thing was lacking in the Eng- 
lish scene of 1895 to make these stirrings of the anti- 
provincial conscience complete and that was someone 
to bring into English writing the tragic vision, the 



6 EDITOR'S INTRODUCTION 

tenacious endurances, and the fathoming probity that 
seemed at that moment to belong to Eastern and Slavic 
Europe, out of which the great books of Turgenev, 
Tolstoy, and Dostoevsky had come. Almayers Folly, 
which combined exotic material with a passionate emo- 
tion unlike anything else then perceptible in English 
story-telling, announced an arresting talent. Men con- 
cerned with watching the weather of art were soon con- 
scious of a new force in the air. 

Conrad thus entered the scene at a crucial and— in 
spite of the neglect he suflFered for almost twenty years— 
a strategic moment. It is difficult to think of him in an 
earlier phase of Victorian literature. His talent was 
joined with a historic opportunity, one whose advan- 
tages he is now seen to share with James, Crane, and 
only a few other men of that hour. He already had be- 
hind him a fair lifetime of ordeal and adventure: he was 
thirty-eight when his first book was published. He ofiFers 
the rare example of a man who was middle-aged before 
he took up the profession of literature. He presents, of 
course, an even rarer case, something George Gissing 
early announced as ‘‘one of the miracles of literature” 
and for which Thomas Mann was later to find a single 
European comparison in Chamisso— a novelist who chal- 
lenged the public and its critics, and arrived at mastery, 
in a language not natively his own. Conrad was to con- 
vert both these liabilities into assets. His distinction 
originates as much in the maturity of vision he brought 
to his task as in the tests a mastered language imposed 
on his conscience and sensibility. It attaches also — 
doubtless by reason of his being beyond the age for 
youthful partisanships and literary politics — to the non- 
sectarian, unspecialized, untactical view he took of the 
aesthetic vogues and tactics around him. 

The assertive dignity — solitary, willful, askance — of 
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his nature was soon apparent. In a preface he wrote for 
his first book in 1895, he wryly rejected a lady critics 
description of his tale and characters as “decivilized.*' 
judgment that has nothing to do with justice," he 
called it. “I am speaking here of men and women — ^not 
of the charming and graceful phantoms that move about 
in our mud and smoke and are softly luminous with the 
radiance of all our virtues; that are possessed of all re- 
finements, of all sensibilities, of all wisdom — ^but, being 
only phantoms, possess no heart ... I am content to 
sympathize with common mortals, no matter where 
they live." Amateur in literature though he was, he 
sensed the predicament of his art at the outset, and his 
instinct soon became articulate. Though early enlisted 
by his first literary friends — ^James, Crane, and others — 
in the search for “form" and the mot juste, he had an 
extreme aversion to the specialized theories that were 
encouraging the novel of arbitrary limits and sche- 
matized content. His youthful devotion to Marryat, 
Cooper, and the Dickens of Bleak House, whom he 
had read as a boy in Poland, now balanced his ad- 
miration of Flaubert, Turgenev, and James. He con- 
sidered aestheticism as much “a treacherous ideal” as 
James did. He disliked Stendhals conception of the 
novel as “wn miroir quon promine le long (Tun chemiri* 
(“a mirror dawdling down a lane") as much as Yeats 
did. The great problem of modern art he saw unmistak- 
ably. Having revolted against the older conventions of 
omniscience, dramatic artifice, and moral didacticism, 
its makers were now falling prey to new formulations — 
aesthetic, scientific, sociological, technical. They were 
satisfied with fragments. They objectified their prob- 
lems in arguments ungrounded in character or action. 
They evaded their responsibilities by specialized and 
arbitrary techniques. They were failing, in a new way. 
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to unify principle with substance. They wrote, most of 

them, under the infirmity of an ideal. 

Conrad, as much as Ibsen, more austerely than Butler 
or Shaw, was by instinct and conviction — ^and despite his 
declared purpose ‘‘to get at, to bring forth les valeurs 
ideates * — a critic of the ideal in matters of art or moral- 
ity. He joined the attack — ^it extends from Blake to 
Yeats, Proust, and Eliot among modem writers — ^upon 
the nineteenth century’s seduction by abstractions, by 
the resounding appeal of moral terms or shibboleths 
that had lost their basis in conduct or sincerity. Out of 
his struggle with “illusion,” that persistent term of his 
prose which usually means with him the illusion of un- 
tested and self-flattering hopes or impostures, he made 
the basic principle of his craft. He wrote it down in a 
few pages of “Preface” when he finished The Nigger of 
the **Narcissus** in 1897, a manifesto whose consciously 
noble accents and appeals should not disguise its im- 
portance as a document in the aesthetics of modern fic- 
tion. To the genuine artist “the temporary formulas of 
his craft” must always appear deceptive. “The endur- 
ing part of them — ^the truth which each only imper- 
fectly veils — ^should abide with him as the most precious 
of his possessions, but they all— Realism, Romanticism, 
Naturalism, even the unofficial Sentimentalism . . , — 
all these gods must, after a short period of fellowship, 
abandon him — even on the very threshold of the temple 
^to the stammerings of his conscience and to the out- 
spoken consciousness of the difficulties of his work.” “A 
work that aspires, however humbly, to the condition of 
art should carry its justification in very line.” “The ai tist 
descends within Itself, and in that lonely region of 
stress and strife, if he be deserving and fortunate, he 
finds the terms of his appeal.” “Temperament, whether 
individual or collective, is not amenable to persua- 
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sion.” The artist must reveal “the stress and passion 
within the core of each convincing moment/’ He must 
stir in men a “feeling of unavoidable solidarity/’ “Fic- 
tio n . . . must be. like painting, like music, like all art,^ 
the appeal of one the other innumer- *^ 

^le t emperaments whose subtle and r esistless p ower 
endo ws passing e vents., with their true mea ning, a nd 
creates the moral the emotional atmosphere of the plac e 
ahd time. Such an appeal, to be efiFective, must be an 
impression conveyed through the senses.” All art “ap- 
peals primarily to the senses ... if its high desire is 
to reach the secret spring of responsive emotions.” By 
thus assuming a “complete, imswerving devotion to the 
perfect blending of form and substance,” and by dedi- 
cating his talent to achieving the “plasticity” which ar- 
rives when form is animated by the living reality of 
experience and intelligence, Conrad arrived at his decla- 
ration of aims: “ Mv task which I am t rying to achieyfiLiSr- 
hy the power of the written word, to'mai^ youhe ar, to 
make you feel — ^it is. before al l, t o m a ke you see. That 
— and no more, a nd iHs everything.” 

These sentences havelSecome familiar through repeti- 
tion; they obviously belong to a well-defined line of 
modern aesthetics. But their bearing on Conrads own 
work, and on the whole craft of words in our time, is 
easily misjudged. They have caused him to be set down 
as an “impressionist,” some kind of literary equivalent 
of Monet or Renoir, perhaps a forerunner of Virginia 
Woolf’s art of subjective reverie, a classification which 
some of his slacker or more exotic prose, early and late, 
encourages. They may appear to connect with the moral 
ambiguity of Conrad’s ideas which caused E. M. Forster 
to assert that “he is misty at the center as well as at the 
edges, that the secret casket of his genius contains a 
vapour rather than a jewel, and that we needn’t try to 
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write him down philosophically, because there is, in this 
direction, nothing to write. No creed, in fact. Only 
opinions, and the right to throw them overboard when 
facts make them look absurd. Opinions held under the 
semblance of eternity, girt with the sea, crowned with 
stars, and therefore easily mistaken for a creed.” 

This criticism is radical; and it is not without its par* 
tial justice. (It should be said for Forster that it was 
made of Conrads essays rather than of his novels.) 
There is little reason to suppose that, had Conrad ex- 
pounded his ideas as a moralist, they would not have 
retained the enigmatic stoicism, somber, suspicious, in- 
scnitable, that appears in his personal writings and be- 
yond which his stubbornly defensive, abruptly secretive 
nature did not, there, permit him to go. His critical sense 
of both heroic and personal values in his essays and 
autobiographical books is constrained and masked. It 
assumes the diffidence of a moral confessor who offers a 
flattering brand of the muscular stoicism that has been 
capitalized by Conrad’s more conventional admirers and 
that has promoted him, in their hands, to the rank of a 
somber yea-sayer for the stolider manly virtues and 
moral complacency that readily pass as substitutes for 
serious thought, tragic insight, and humane virtue in 
modern writing. But Conrad, though consciously moral 
in his utterances and standards, was hardly an explicit 
moralist. He was a novelist, a dramatic artist in human 
character. His best work is always more than the sum of 
his conscious motives and critical faculties. He never 
(apart from his private letters) spoke with his full voice 
except as an imaginative writer. And even there his 
voice broke through his scruples, his severe self-scru- 
tiny, and his language with no smooth facility or self- 
assurance. It was checked by the doubts, uncertainties, 
and exactions of a brutally rigorous sincerity. He com* 
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mitted himself to his task with none of the excitement 
and exhilaration of more freely inspired artists. 

His creative impulse, declaring itself comparatively 
late in life, was resolved for him during the years of 
crisis that followed his return from the desperate journey 
to Africa and the Congo in 1800 — a crisis that tested to 
the utmost the latent irresolution, excitement, and self- 
absorption of his temper. His veerings between indo- 
lence and despair, his indecision, his lurking sense of 
guilt in having abandoned the sacred trust of his family's 
Polish allegiances, his fretting suspicions and trussed-up 
sense of honor, his tranced compulsion to write in the 
face of stupendous handicaps of scruple, language, and 
mental insecurity — these define the state of soul out of 
which, by an appalling exertion of will power, his books 
were shaped, their style determined, their characters 
and method wrought, their actual themes and substance 
evoked. His tales, with their repeated patterns of con- 
duct, ordeal, and conscience, their tenacious fixity of 
purpose, their deviously incremental sincerity and ex- 
haustive analysis of static or trance-bound situations, 
their centripetal mode of moral and dramatic analysis, 
had their source in a creative necessity of a peculiar 
kind. Conrad's talent was not instinctively dramatic, not 
natively inventive, not naturally precocious or boldly 
inspired. When he said that “the sustained invention of 
a really telling lie demands a talent which I do not pos- 
sess,” he was indicating one of the hardest conditions of 
his art. 

Writing is, of course, done in many ways. It is done 
by some happy writers in a state of sustained excite- 
ment, those who, like Gustave von Aschenbach, are 
possessed by “the onward sweep of the productive 
mechanism . . . that motus animi continuus in which, ac- 
cording to Cicero, eloquence resides.” Some, like the 
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Abb4 Morellet, find “the quill dashing over the paper 
with a heavenly speed.” Still others, like Flaubert, may 
wrestle for days on end to find a single exact word or 
turn over the pages of four weighty volumes from the 
Colonial Ministry to locate the right name of an African 
mineral for a sentence in Salammbd. The happiest are 
probably those who coolly dominate and control their 
material. For Conrad none of these privileges was pos- 
sible. Neither the daily requirements of bread-winning 
nor the nature of his imagination permitted them. He 
was condemned to a compulsion that drove and baffled 
him. He consciously likened himself to a criminal 
dragging “the ball and chain of one’s selfhood to the 
end . . . the price one pays for the devilish and divine 
privilege of thought.” He was never free from Baude- 
laire s *sterilites des ecrivains nerveux . . . that an- 
guished suspension of all power of thought that comes 
to one often in the midst of a very revel of production, 
like the slave with his memento mori at a feast.” The un- 
written page never lost for him its terrifying blankness. 
“Inspiration comes to me in looking at the paper,” he 
wrote in 1894. “Then there are soaring flights; my 
thought goes wandering through vast spaces filled with 
shadowy forms. All is yet chaos, but, slowly, the appari- 
tions change into living flesh, the shimmering mists take 
shape, and— who knows?— something may be born of 
the clash of nebulous ideas. He was repeatedly tortured 
by exhausted energy and morbid crises. Every new book 
was likely to be begun as if he had never written a book 
before. When he had finished Typhoon and not yet be- 
gun Nostromo he felt that “there was nothing more in 
the world to write about,” and could only do again what 
he had done already: “Once the general idea is settled 
on, you must let yourself be led by the inspiration of the 
moment. Yet it was out of these crises of desperation 
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that Conrad made powerful fiction, dramatizing the 
idees fixes of the obsessed conscience, devising a per- 
sonal method and style out of a condition of profound 
introversion, draining the classic moral situations and 
the pathos of modern skepticism of the last drop of their 
blood, and so adding to English fiction, during a period 
of triumphant journalism and commercialized banalities, 
an exotic force of language and a passion of moral in- 
sight that now appear as two of its few redeeming assets. 

He did something more. He corrected the failure of his 
contemporaries to become morally implicated in what 
they were doing. The facts of human action and con- 
science which most of them were content to record pas- 
sively, detachedly, critically, theoretically, he brought 
all his forces to the task of penetrating. hiyiself be- 
came invol ved in his stor y. So, when we read it, do we. 
The action, the emotion, the state of mind of the char- 
acters, enclose and surround us. We enter a reality of 
three dimensions. We begin, as Conrad intended, to 
hear, to feel, to see. We also begin to understand why 
Conrad held theory at arm's length — scientific theory 
no less than aesthetic — and why he always held the 
visionary or philosophic tendencies of fiction under sus- 
picion. His dislike of Dostoevsky, whom he considered 
inferior to Turgenev, has often been taken as a symptom 
of his Polish hostility to Russia or as a refusal to recog- 
nize his true father in art. It may have another import, 
one on which we get some light in a report of the French 
dramatist Lenormand, who tells that once when he lent 
Conrad two books of Freud s, Conrad regarded them 
**avec une ironie mSprisante** took them to his room, 
and later returned Aem unopened. The tendency of 
Dostoevsky toward mystical illuminism seems to have 
been for him as great a danger to the creative will and 
responsibility as the scientific or rational objectification 
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of the artist s material. Even the ideal of consciousness 
espoused by James and Mann he considered inimical to 
aesthetic vitality. For an artist, the retreat of the crea- 
tive intelligence into science or aestheticism was as 
great a presumption on the moral imperatives of his art 
as the mystic’s refuge in vision. “All these gods must, 
after a short period of fellowship, abandon him — even 
on the very threshold of the temple — to the stammerings 
of his conscience and to the outspoken consciousness of 
the difficulties of his work.” The snatching of the hurry- 
ing moment, the scrutiny of the selected fragment of 
life, is “only the beginning of the task.” To suspend ex- 
istence in sensation or in idealism is to invite moral im- 
potence and the nihilism of temperament. Conrad knew 
these evils because they haunted him all his life; he made 
his art the battleground of his resistance to them. In his 
greater work he exonerates the tormenting ambivalence 
of his temperament by a dynamic drama of forces: of 
sensibility against action, of analysis against plot, of the 
isolated self with its illusions and fixations against the 
imperatives of human honor and sacrifice. In this ten- 
sion of elements exists the secret of his power. He found ^ 
a dramatic equivalent for the law that operates in both 
society and psyche — that “supreme law” by which the 
soul is compelled out of isolation and personal illusion 
into the whole organism of life, into a “solidarity with 
mankind,” into that moral teleology of humanity which 
must be the novels supreme theme and problem. “With- 
out mankind,” he wrote at the end of his life, “my art, 
an infinitesimal thing, could not exist.” 

m 

It was inevitable, especially in England, that Conrad 
should have become celebrated as a sea-writer and 
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there can be little question that he brought; the sea-tale 
to its finest point of artistry in English literature. But his 
relegation by public and critics to that category came 
more and more to distress him. As late as 1923 he hoped 
"to get freed from that infernal tail of ships and that 
obsession of my sea life. ... I may have been a sea- 
man, but I am a writer of prose. Indeed, the nature of 
my writing runs the risk of being obscured by the nature 
of my material. I admit it is natural; but only the ap- 
preciation of a special personal intelligence can counter- 
act the superficial appreciation of the inferior intelli- 
gence of the mass of readers and critics.” The general 
public still, however, tends to associate him with Marr- 
yat (whom, incidentally, he admired) ; if another classi- 
fication is wanted, it is likely to be that of oriental ex- 
oticism. That the sea was Conrad's most deeply felt 
poetic element, and that the enchantment of the East 
left its permanent mark on his imagination, is testified 
to by the recurrence of these scenes in his fiction, all the 
way from The Nigger of the ^'Narcissus**^ to The Rover, 
and from Almayers Folly to The Rescue; but that the 
poetry and mystery they afforded his imagination were 
corrected by a realistic instinct is unmistakable. It be- 
comes more unmistakable when we turn to the books 
in which both sea-life and Orient disappear from the 
page and we find ourselves in an element that resists the 
indulgences of heroic or exotic mystery. 

Critical terminology has applied another adjective to 
Conrad s talent; he is invariably classified in some way 
as a romantic. And that his temperament, as well as his 
style and concepts, have a romantic cast was not to be 
denied, even by himself, ‘The romantic feeling of re- 
ality was in me an inborn faculty,” he admitted. “This 
in itself may be a curse, but, when disciplined by a 
sense of personal responsibility and a recognition of the 
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hard facts of existence shared with the rest of mankind, 
becomes but a point of view from which the very shad- 
ows of life appear endowed with an internal glow. And 
such romanticism is not a sin. It is none the worse for 
the knowledge of truth. It only tries to make the best of 
it, hard as it may be; and in this hardness discovers a 
certain aspect of beauty.” 

Romanticism and reality; beauty and hardness — ^he 
was capable of both, yet the pitch at which he held their 
opposing claims always threatened and sometimes be- 
trayed him. As in all artists of a certain intensity, he felt 
the conflict of his members, the collision of the ele- 
ments that formed his nature. He was never at his best 
when writing too close to himself — his private history, 
his secret emotions, the self behind the mask. To write 
his best he needed the distance of irony, as in The 
Sectet Agent; of history, as in Nostfomo; of dramatic 
structure and objectification, as in Victory; or of that in- 
termediary voice — Marlow s or another's — ^which seems 
to have set his sensibility responding to its rhythm and 
persuasion during his days at sea, and which he had to 
hear sounding in the ear of his imagination before he 
could fall under the spell of narrative and allow the 
words and the events to flow from his pen. No modern 
writer has used the voice of a narrator as often or as 
complexly as Conrad, but the usage— in “Heart of Dark- 
ness,” Under Western Eyes, or Chance— becomes more 
than a device of oral verisimilitude or a means of virtu- 
osity in wielding the “point of view.” It becomes an in- 
strument of consciousness, a mode of sympathy, a means 
—especially in Chance, where the narrator is sometimes 
five times removed from the event he is detailing— of 
presenting experience and intelligence in their fullest 
possible complex of handicaps, prejudices, distortion 
and human obstacles. ^ 
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That he needed such modes of objectifying and form- 
ing his material is seen especially in The Arrow of Gold, 
based directly on his youthful years in Marseilles and 
among the Carlists; it is the poorest of his books, col- 
lapsing into a worried, over-insistent abstraction of an 
idea too much a part of himself to admit its necessary 
projection as drama. So also the memory preserved in 
“Youth” shows the strain of a cloying lyric verbalism, 
and even in “Heart of Darkness” there appears what 
F. R. Leavis has called an “adjectival insistence upon 
inexpressible and incomprehensible mystery,” a “thrilled 
sense of the unspeakable potentialities of the human 
soul,” which betrays the eflFort Conrad exerted on induc- 
ing the required excitement into his tale, leading him tc 
employ the excessive emphasis that fatigues the style of 
Poe. His treatment of the sea, of life, of chance, and of 
woman as inscrutable entities can pall with an insistence 
that is a prevalent threat to his realism, his sincerity, 
and his truth. The struggle of twenty years he put into 
completing The Rescue shows in the lassitude that over- 
took that noble narrative and leaves it marked, like 
other work of his final years, with the scars of a labor 
too protracted. But these are defects that come from an 
intense and passionate siege of the citadel of human 
vanity and delusion, and Conrad knew where that sinis- 
ter fortress exists in the make-up of man. 

His clues thread the pages of his dramas, but they 
also appear on his title pages, in those epigraphs which, 
as Mrs. Conrad has said, * liad always a close and direc t 
r elation to the contents of the book itself .” expressing 
“the mood in which the work was written.” The quota- 
tion below the title of Lord Jim hints not only of the 
narrative method which, in his long recitatives and mon- 
ologues, Conrad made his special instrument of realism 
and form, but of the psychological compulsion under 
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which his characters, caught in the moral or circum- 
stantial prisons of their lives, are forced to speak and by 
which Conrad himself was compelled toward his special 
kind of art and revelation: "It is certain my Conviction 
gains infinitely, the moment another soul will believe in 
it.” Novalis’ sentence is the key to the method and ne- 
cessity that are the source both of Conrad s originality 
and of his appeal to psychological realists. Sometimes 
the complex of fate requires solution by something more 
violent than an ordeal of individual sublimation. Shake- 
speare’s “So foul a sky clears not without a storm” at the 
head of Nostromo suggests a prevailing symbol. A phrase 
from Boethius — . . for this miracle or this wonder 
troubleth me right gretly” — stands at the head of The 
Mirror of the Sea. The quotation on Almayers Folly is 
from Amiel: **Qui de nous na eu sa terre promise, son 
jour dextase, et sa fin en exilF* Baudelaire’s ""D'autres 
fois, calme plat, grand miroir/De mon desespoi/* serves 
as motto to The Shadow Line. An aphorism from La 
Briiyere acts as a clue to The Arrow of Gold: *Velui qui 
n a vu que des hommes polis et taisonnahles, ou ne con- 
nait pas Vhomme, ou ne le connait qua demC The 
motto for The Rescue is from Chaucer’s Frankeleuris 
Tale: ^ 

Aliisl qu(/fl she, “that ever this sholde happe! 

For wendc I never, by possibilitee, 

That swich a nionstre or merveille mighte bel” 

Most specific of all, the quotation below the title of 
Chance is from Sir Thomas Browne: “Those that hold 
thiit all things are governed by Fortune had not erred, 
had they not persisted there.” 

The meaning of these passages is clear; they give 
what is perhaps the basic theme of Conrad’s fiction. His 
work dramatizes a hostility of forces that exists both in 
the conditions of practical life and in the constitution of 
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man himself. Men who show any fundamental vitality of 
nature, will, or imagination are not initially men of 
caution, tact, or prudence, *'polis et raisonnahles/* They 
are possessed by an enthusiasm that makes them ap- 
proach life as an adventure. They attack the struggle 
with all the impulsive force of their illusion, their pride, 
their idealism, their desire for fame and power, their 
confidence that Chance is a friend and Fortune a guide 
who will lead them to a promised goal of happiness or 
success, wealth or authority. Chance, under this aspect 
of youthful illusion, is the ideal of expectation and gen- 
erosity. She takes the color of her benevolence from 
youth s impetuosity and ardor before those qualities 
have revealed their full cost in experience and disillu- 
sionment. Sometimes the illusion we impose on our lives 
is not enthusiastic but cynical or pessimistic. The cost 
then proves all the greater. The hero of “Youth,” Lord 
Jim, The Shadow Line, and The Arrow of Gold is at 
times supplanted by a man like Heyst in Victory or 
Razumov in Under Western Eyes, whose untested mis- 
anthropy is as fatally romantic a presumption on the 
conditions of the responsible life or the obligations of 
character as an untested optimism (“Woe to the man 
whose heart has not learned while young to hope, to 
love — and to put its trust in life!”) . An equal enemy lies 
in wait for both — “our common enemy,” leaping from 
unknown coverts, sometimes from the hiding places that 
fate has prepared, but more often and seriously, like 
James's beast in the jungle, from the unfathomed depths 
of our secret natures, our ignorance, our unconscious 
and untested selves. 

When the moment comes, the victim must commit 
himself to it. It is the signal of his destiny, and there is 
no escape for the man who meets it unprepared. The 
terms of life are reversed by it. It is the stroke by which 
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fate compels recognition— of one's self, of reality, of 
error or mistaken expectation or defeat. At that moment, 
if he can measure up to it, a man’s conscious moral ex- 
istence begins: ‘‘We begin to live when we have con- 
ceived life as tragedy.” Such living may destroy, but it 
is a certainty that only such living can save; and those 
capable of salvation are those who can say, in another 
sentence of Yeats’s which is an explicit phrasing of Con- 
rad’s idea: “When I think of life as a struggle with the 
Daemon who would ever set us to the hardest work 
among those not impossible, I understand why there is 
a deep enmity between a man and his destiny, and why 
a man loves nothing but his destiny.” There are other 
men who never meet the test, men who sail “over the 
surface of the oceans as some men go skimming over 
the years of existence to sink gently into a placid grave, 
ignorant of life to the last, without ever having been 
made to see all it may contain of perfidy, of violence, 
and of terror.” Yes, says Conrad of Captain MacWhirr 
in Typhoon, ‘there are on sea and land such men thus 
fortunate— or thus disdained by destiny or by the sea.” 

The sentence expresses the severest judgment he ever 
uttered ^his judgment on a world evasive of personal 
responsibility and so committed to a morality of casuistry 
and opportunism. It was not only in political and com- 
mercial society that he saw the results of such cynicism, 
depicted in varying degrees of brutality in The Secret 
Agent, Under Western Eyes, and Chance— novels 
whose wholly European settings gave little occasion for 
an occluding exoticism and so brought out the full force 
of Conrad’s critical powers. He saw it in the crisis of 
civilization he witnessed in Europe, and he saw it there 
in terms of a question whose import he felt with per- 
sonal intensity and even with guilt— the question of 
Poland. 
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Conrad’s temperament, like that of his characteristic 
heroes, was rooted in an impulse, an impetuosity, diat 
involves the poet, as much as the man of action, in a 
presumption on the laws of moral responsibility. He was 
initially an idealist whose passions were early set at a 
pitch of heroic resolution, committed to a struggle that 
called on the utmost determination of will and spirit. 
The fiery hopes of Polish nationalism and the cause of 
Polish freedom had exacted the fullest share of bravery, 
suffering, and ignominy from Conrads people. His 
father was a nationalist of Shelleyan vision, translator 
of Shakespeare, Vigny, and Hugo, whose own poetry 
was passionate in its defiance of misfortune. 

May cowards tremble at lofty waves, 

To you they bring good fortune! 

You know the hidden reefs, 

And are familiar with the tempests! 

Conrad once protested that his father should not be 
called a revolutionist, since "‘no epithet could be more 
inapplicable to a man with such a strong sense of re- 
sponsibility in the region of ideas and action and so in- 
different to the promptings of personal ambition”; rather 
he was “simply a patriot in the sense of a man who, be- 
lieving in the spirituality of a national existence, could 
not bear to see that spirit enslaved.” But Danilowski, the 
Polish historian, described this father as “an honorable 
but too ardent patriot” who was known to the Czarist 
police as an “agitator” and author of the seditious man- 
date which caused his arrest in October, 1861, his im- 
prisonment in Warsaw, and his subsequent deportation 
to Russia for a four-year exile, his wife and son accom- 
panying him, which brought on the death of his wife 
and eventually his own death as well. This “Korzeniow- 
ski strain,” as his wife’s relatives called it, with its devo- 
tion to Utopian ideals and revolutionary hazards — ^im- 
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pulsive, sarcastic, impatient — ^made him appear to the 
Bobrowski family “an undesirable pretender” when he 
courted their daughter. The Bobrowskis were, like the 
Korzeniowskis, of the land-tilling gentry, with a brilliant 
record as soldiers and patriots, but they were of more 
conservative, reformist leanings: agricultural, closely de- 
voted as a family, apparently more realistic and cautious 
in their attitude toward the nationalist cause than the 
young poet whom they knew as a “Red” and who, de- 
spite his sensitive character, was famed for his reckless- 
ness and scurrilous impatience with temporizers. The 
hazardous conditions of Conrad’s youth (he was only 
five when his father was deported), the unsettled for- 
tunes of the family, and his knowledge of his father’s 
courage, must have fostered his early ambitions about 
his own career. When, at seventeen, with both parents 
dead, he turned from the East which he always feared 
and disliked, since it represented the national enemy 
Russia, he looked toward countries that promised a ca- 
reer of greater opportunity and security. He looked to- 
ward France, where, at Marseilles, he found his first 
adventures in love, maritime service, and gun-running 
for the Carlists. Conrad’s celebrations of the hope and 
illusion of youth, of innocence, courage, and the bravery 
they support in the untested nature of the immature 
nian, and of the sincerity which blesses this primitive 
kind of emotion— these cannot be doubted as revivals, 
in his later memory, of the excitement with which he 
launched himself on life when he left Poland in 1874 . 

Once Conrad had embarked on that adventure, how- 
ever a rival strain of his inheritance asserted itself. Af- 
ter three years in France, his aflFairs there arrived at a 
crisis. His friendships in the conservative Ugitimiste 
circle of Ae banker Delestang disintegrated; his ro- 
mantic episode of gun-running for the Carlists on the 
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tartane TremoUno was short-lived; his love afiFair with 
the prototype of Rita de Lastaola and his duel with the 
American adventurer Blunt (later to be told in The Ar- 
row of Gold) ended in fiasco and caused so much alarm 
among his relatives in Poland that his guardian uncle 
Tadeusz Bobrowski threatened to stop his allowance 
and compel him to come home. Wounded in the duel, 
Conrad was barely on his legs when his alarmed uncle 
arrived from Kiev to find his nephew deserted by his 
Carlist friends, embittered, ready to throw up all ad- 
venturous escapades in favor of a job on an English 
freighter, the Mavis, carrying coal and linseed-oil car- 
goes between Lowestoft and Constantinople. When 
Conrad arrived at Lowestoft on June 18, 1878, he 
stepped on English soil for the first time, practically 
without money, without acquaintances in England, 
^‘alone in the world.'’ The moment was decisive for him. 
Poland, Marseilles, Carlism, and youth were behind him. 
Poverty and the rigorous routine of a merchant vessel 
descended on him and fixed his life for the next seven- 
teen years. 

What now rose in Conrad's personality was a force 
more familiar to us in his books than the ecstatic emo- 
tion of youth. Troubled, in the early eighties, by the 
growing melancholy and introspection induced by long 
sea-watches, by solitary duties, by a lonely life, and by 
the racking boredom he confessed in later life to be the 
one sensation he remembered from his sailing days, he 
found confirmed in his nature the tragic inheritance of 
his race and family. His life had begun in disturbance, 
danger, and a great ascendant hope. It had become 
vividly adventurous in France, Spain, and the West 
Indies. Now, abruptly, it became confined, vigilant, cur- 
tailed to the most tyrannous necessities. His voyages to 
the Atlantic and Pacific, the Americas, and the coasts 



24 EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION 

and seas of the East brought contrasts of novelty and 
exotic discovery; but by the time Conrad took his har- 
rowing journey to the Congo in 1890, reality had be- 
come unconditional. The African venture figured as his 
descent into Hell. He returned ravaged by the illness 
and mental disruption which undermined his health for 
the remaining years of his life. Back home — and home- 
less — in London, ill with fever and dysentery, he had 
only his distant cousin-by-marriage, the Belgian novelist 
Marguerite Poradowska, as his confidante in western 
Europe. His uncle Tadeusz, now growing old in Poland, 
remained his last link with his immediate family there, 
and he was to die in 1894. In 1891 Conrad received a 
letter from him from Poland, sagely counseling him 
in fortitude and realism. ‘1 cannot say that I am pleased 
by your state of mind,” he wrote his “dear pessimist”: 
“or that I am without apprehension about your future 
. . . Thinking over the causes of your melancholy most 
carefully I cannot attribute it either to youth or to age.” 
No, it came from ill-health, from the wretched sufferings 
in Africa, but also from something more: “the habit of 
reverie which 1 have observed to be part of your char- 
acter. It is inherited; it has always been there, in spite 
of your active life. ' He counseled his nephew to “avoid 
all meditations, which lead to pessimistic conclusions” 
and to lead a more active life than ever and to cultivate 
cheerful habits.” “Our country,” he added, “is the pan 
of the nations, which, in plain prose, means that we are 
a nation who consider ourselves great and misunder- 
stood, the possessors of a greatness which others do not 
recognize and will never recognize. If individuals and 
nations would set duty before themselves as an aim in- 
stead of grandiose ideals, the world would be a happier 
place. . . . Perhaps you will reply that these are the 
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sentiments of one who has always had ‘a place in the 
sun/ Not at all. I have endured many ups and downs; I 
have suflEered in my private life, in my family life, and 
as a Pole; and it is thanks to these mortifications that I 
have arrived at a calm and modest estimate of life and 
its duties, and that I have taken as my motto *usque ad 
finern; as my guide, the love of the duty which circum- 
stances define.” 

recognition in which the individual mee ^g hig firgf full 
test of character is repeatedly emphasized in his nove ls. 
Even by 1891 that sense — ^implied in his uncle’s letter 
— ^had become inescapable to him. For three more years 
he worked on ships. In 1894 his last vessel, the Adowa, 
docked at London, and Conrad — ^though he did not yet 
know it; indeed he tried for another six years to return 
to the sea, even after his first five books were published 
— ^had finished his career in the Merchant Service. Then 
it was that he took up the manuscript he had begun im- 
pulsively in 1889, the story of a defeated Dutchman, 
Almayer, living lost to the world of his futile dreams on 
a jungle river in Borneo. He had worked on the manu- 
script desultorily on land and sea during the following 
five years. Now, in dismal London lodgings, he set him- 
self to finish it. It was his sole stake in a new life. Thus 
began the long, lonely, agonized labor of writing, an 
‘‘imprisonment” that was to last for thirty years. By bru- 
tal application he sweated out its last pages. To his own 
astonishment Almayer s Folly was published in 1895 in 
London, and the die was cast. The stone of Sisyphus be- 
came his acknowledged burden. His commitment be- 
came irrevocable in 1896 when he married an English 
wife. To his old fears and uncertainties was now added 
a career of maddening risk and uncertainty in art, with 
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the world of literary professionalism to conquer and a 
public to court that promised even less security than the 
berths and ships of his seafaring days. 

The j^ghtof tbe.inan on whom lif e closes down in . 
exorably, divesting him of the supports and i llusory, pro- 
tection of friendship, so3ar]pnvilege, or, Jove, now 
emerged as the characteristic theme of his baok& It is a 
subject that has become familiar to us in modem litera- 
ture. Ibsen, James, Mann, Gide, and Kafka have suc- 
cessively employed it. It appears in Joyce, in Heming- 
way, in Dos Passes, and other novelists of our time. Its 
latest appearance is among the French Existentialists, 
who have given heroism a new setting in the absurdity 
of society and the universe. But it is doubtful if any of 
these writers, possibly excepting Kafka, has achieved a 
more successful dramatic version of the problem than 
Conrad did — a more complete coincidence of the proc- 
esses of psychic recognition and recovery with the dra- 
matic necessities of the plot; and this for the reason 
which distinguishes Conrad’s contribution to modern fic- 
tional method: his imposition of the processes and stme- 
tures of the moral experience (particularly the experi- 
ence of recognition) on the form of the plot. Obviously 
this theme has a classic ancestry; it is the oldest mode of 
trapdy. Conrad was taxed with giving it its fullest pos- 
sible analysis, for it virtually constitutes the whole and 
central matter of his work. Even in James, whose genius 
also took this direction-and who was an artist of so 
much greater resource and invention, as of a freer im- 
aginative rang^the ratiodnative element and stme- 
tural manipulation of the drama did not permit an equal 
coincid^re of sensibility with form or an equal immer- 
sion m the destructive element” of reality— that ele- 
ment into whi^ a man that is bom falls “like a man 
who falls into the sea,” and of which Stein, in Lord Jim, 
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was to say: ‘"The way is to the destructive element sub- 
mit yourself, and with the exertions of your hands and 
feet in the water make the deep, deep sea keep you npr 
The conditions that mark the plight of a Conrad char- 
acter who is caught in the grip of circumstances that en- 
force self-discovery and its cognate, t h e discovery of 
reality or truth, are consistent throughout his books> 
The condition of moral isolation is the first of them — 
the isolation of Razumov in Under Western Eyes, of 
Heyst in Victory, of Flora de Barral in Chance, of Lord 
Jim in his disgrace, and of a long series of other out- 
casts, exiles, or estranged souls — Willems, Mrs. Travers^ 
Mrs. Verloc, Peyrol; even men whom age or fame has 
suddenly bereft of the solid ground of security or con- 
fidence: Captain Whalley, Captain MacWhirr, the 
young captain on his first command in The Shadow 
Line, or Kurtz of ‘‘Heart of Darkness” in his last aban- 
donment of soul. Ajaan^iuay alone .because he is-R.. 
banished wastrel who. has made life a Jaw -taJumself, 
like Willems* because he. isL^Oun^ and i rrespo nsible, like 
Mr. George;, because .fate, has estranged him from the 
.ties of a normal hfe, like Lingard and Captain Whalley; 
because he has b ecome disgraced in t he eyes o f society 
or betraye d by a false ennfjdence nr i derfib^m^ like. Jim- 
and Flora; because he has be trayed a trust like R azu- 
mov; because he fosters the intolerance and arrogance of 
self-willed pride, like Nostromo; or bec¥us^like Heyst, 
a fatal vein of skept i cism in h is nature hnd ^nrlnegirl-ii 
jnihilism.Q.LalL vajufi^^ leaves no doubt of the ex- 

treme to which he pushed this condition. Of Heyst we 
hear that “Not a single soul belonging to him lived any- 
where on earth ... he was alone on the bank of the 
stream. In his pride he determined not to enter it.” And 
of Razumov; “He was as lonely in the world as a man 
swimming in the deep sea . . . He had nothing. He 
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had not even a moral refuge — the refuge of confidence.” 

But nature abhors that solitude as much as its vic- 
tims (depending on their characters) woo or dread it. 
“Who knows what true loneliness is — not the conven- 
tional word but the naked terror? To the lonely them- 
selves it wears a mask. The most miserable outcast hugs 
some memory or some illusion ... No human being 
could bear a steady view of moral solitude without go- 
ing mad.” “I am being crushed — and I can’t even run 
away,” cries Razumov. The solitary may take to self-law 
like Willems: even that does not permit him to escape. 
He may rise to power or fame like Kurtz: that permits 
escape least of all. He may believe he has formed a 
world of his own like Heyst: “It was the essence of his 
life to be a solitary achievement ... In this scheme he 
had perceived the means of passing through life with- 
out suffering and almost without care in the world — ^in- 
vulnerable because elusive!” But life permits no such 
independence. The man who is alone in the world can 
never escape, for he is always with himself. Unless he is 
morally abandoned beyond the point of significance, he 
lives in the company of a ruthless inquisitor, a watcher 
who never sleeps, an eternally vigilant judge. The alter 
ego of the conscience demands its justice; the DoppeU 
ganger becomes part of the drama of character and self- 
determination. “No decent feeling was ever scorned by 
Heyst,” and that fact proves his undoing and finally his 
salvation. When Jim delivers his long monologues to 
Marlow; when Flora bares her soul to Marlow, Mrs. 
Fyne, or Captain Anthony; when Razumov disburdens 
his heart in his diary, to the old professor, or finally to 
Nathalie Haldin herself; when Decoud or Mrs. Gould 
ruminate their secret selves, these people are really 
carrying out the drama of dieir divided natures, objecti- 
fying under a compulsion which psychologists accept as 



EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION 29 

a therapeutic necessity their souls’ dilemmas, and thus 
saving themselves from the madness or violence that 
afflict men when they refuse to face such recognition. 
The divided man — ^the face and its mask, the soul and 
its shadow — ^is never, in Conrad, an individual and noth- 
ing more. He becomes — especially in novels of historical 
scope or parabolic implications like Nostromo, Under 
Western Eyes, and Victory — a. metaphor of society and 
of humanity. 

Thus love, or the nr f he obligation of 

duty, or nnv^lg 

as a means whereby the individual is foropd nnt of. Jus 
isolation f ^pd morhid siirrp.ndftr. The inward-driving, 
center-fathoming obsession of the tale becomes reversed 
toward external standards of value. It is finally the world 
that saves us — the world of human necessities and 
duty. It may be the world of a ship and its crew, as in 
The Nigger of the *'Narcissus*^ or The Shadow Line; it 
may be the world of an island and a single fellow-soul, 
as in Victory; it may be that wider world of social and 
political facts which appears in solid form m Nostromo, 
The Secret Agent, Under Western Eyes, and Chance. In 
one of his most perfect tales, “The Secret Sharer,” we 
have, as Miss M. C, Bradbrook has recently observed, the 
microcosm of Conrad’s fiction. Leggatt, the swimmer, 
has committed murder and so, by a moment’s action, has 
ruined his life. He escapes, but finds refuge under cover 
of night on a strange ship— “a fugitive and a vagabond 
on the earth, with no brand of the curse on his sane 
forehead to stay a slaying hand.” The captain hides him, 
guesses his guilt, and so becomes allied to that guilt, the 
refugee’s secret becoming a projection of the captain’s 
own secret and unacknowledged life. The hidden self 
of the captain is “ ‘exactly the same’ as the other, but 
guilty, and always of necessity concealed from the eyes 
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of the world; dressed in a sleeping suit, the garb of the 
unconscious life, appearing and disappearing out of, 
and into, the infinite sea.” But before Leggatt disap- 
pears at last, the captain has come to know the secret 
soul he lives with. His life is changed, A new vision of 
humanity has broken in upon the masked and imper- 
sonal regimen of his days. His existence, like every 
man's, has come to include the larger workings of the 
moral law, of society, of justice. “A train of thought is 
never false,” said Conrad. '*The falsehood lies deep in 
the necessities of existence, in secret fears and half- 
formed ambitions, in the secret confidence combined 
with a secret mistrust of ourselves, in the love of hope 
and the dread of uncertain days.” And Razumov, faced 
by the first horror of his self-betrayal, knows another 
truth: ‘‘All a man can betray is his conscience.*' 

IV 

It was Henry James, one of Conrad's first admirers 
and a novelist whom Conrad took as an almost solitary 
master in the England of his literary beginnings, who 
gave the classic description of Conrad's way of writing. 
It is, he said in one of the last essays of his life, “The 
New Novel' in 1914, “an extraordinary exhibition of 
method by the fact that the method is, we venture to 
say, without a precedent in any like work. It places Mr. 
Conrad absolutely alone as a votary of the way to do a 
thing that shall make it undergo most doing. The way 
to do it that shall make it undergo least is the line on 
which we are mostly now used to see prizes carried off; 
so that the author of Chance gathers up on this showing 
all sorts of comparative distinction.” 

The attraction of Conrad's novels for students of 
craftsmanship is strong; and the art he perfected re- 
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mains permanently stamped by the impress not only 
of his aesthetic principles but of the temperament that 
conceived and shaped his dramas. He belongs with 
Flaubert, James, Joyce, and Gide, among his contem- 
poraries, in the conscious share he took in the renova- 
tion of the form and craft of fiction. What he gave the 
modern novel may be seen in any of his major works. 
Under Western Eyes presents his method in archetype. 

When Conrad first began the writing of this book, he 
called it Razumov and described its plot in a letter to 
Galsworthy on January 6, 1908. (See page 741.) “Listen 
to the theme,” he said. “The Student Razumov (a nat- 
ural son of a Prince K.) gives up secretly to the police 
his fellow student, Haldin, who seeks refuge in his 
rooms after committing a political crime (aipposed to 
be the murder of de Plehve). First movement in St. 
Petersburg. (Haldin is hanged, of course*) Second in 
Geneve. The Student Razumov meeting abroad the 
mother and sister of Haldin falls in love with that last, 
marries her and, after a time, confesses to her the part 
he played in the arrest of her brother. The psychological 
developments leading to Razumov’s betrayal of Haldin, 
to the confession of the fact to his wife and to the death 
of these people (brought about mainly by the resem- 
blance of their child to the late Haldin), form the real 
subject of the story.” 

It was almost four years before the novel was com- 
pleted and published on October 5, 1911; but when it 
appeared, it was not only its title that had been changed. 
The plot was also transformed. Razumov and Natalie 
Haldin never marry; they never have a child who re- 
sembles her dead brother and thus “brings about” the 
deaths of these people. The book had become radically 
altered in composition. Its new title indicates a shift in 
the post of observation from the hero to a disinterested 
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spectator (the old English teacher of languages in Ge- 
neva who tells the story) through whom, and through 
Razumov’s diary which he transcribes, the story comes 
to us. Conrad, if we follow the word of friends like 
Ford Madox Ford and Richard Curie or of his own 
letters, seldom outlined or schematized a book in ad- 
vance. He pondered, brooded, lived and slept with it, 
immersed himself in its mood and movement, began 
writing, and so moved, sensibly, forcibly, almost physi- 
cally, into the impulse and element of the tale word by 
word. The devices he employed — the time-shift, the 
plot-inversion and dislocation, the repetition of motifs, 
the use of interlocutors and other agencies for realistic 
and analytical observation, his highly specialized use 
of indirection — originated in something different from 
the conscious reform and manipulation of fictional 
method among experimental writers from Flaubert and 
James onward. They seem to have originated in pro- 
foundly habitual, deeply ingrained, almost incurably 
obsessional tendences of his character. His letter to 
Galsworthy shows that he conceived the story of Under 
Western Eyes in strongly dramatic terms. But the more 
he pondered it, the more he came to grips with the 
writing of it, the less he was able to adhere to an ob- 
jective dramatization of his idea. His ponderous imagi- 
nation was forced from its inertia by a haphazard, pre- 
cipitous mode of composition. We sense the prolonged 
ordeal of immersion in a story’s theme and mood that 
preceded the setting of words to paper, and the almost 
frenzied compulsion he found necessary to transfer that 
modal saturation to the sheet before him. He was 
obliged to submit to an almost purely empirical mode 
of imaginative realization. When he took up a new 
theme, he often did so because he hit upon it acciden- 
tally-found it in a suggestion of apparently minute 
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inadequacy as compared with the complex book that 
finally resulted, yet illustrating what James called “that 
odd law which somehow always makes the minimum 
of valid suggestion serve the man of imagination better 
than the maximum.” 

To that suggestion he submitted himself for long 
periods of gestation that seem, from his own accounts 
of them, to have been of an almost will-less and trance- 
like passivity. He made himself the registering medium 
of what, in Chance, he calls “the irresistible pressure of 
imaginary griefs, crushing conscience, scruples, pru- 
dence, under their ever expanding volume,” and of “the 
somber and venomous irony in the obsession.” He gave 
himself up to ‘‘that complete mastery of one fixed idea, 
not a reasonable but an emotional mastery, a sort of 
concentrated exaltation. Under its empire men rush 
blindly through fire and water and opposing violence, 
and nothing can stop them — ^unless, sometimes, a grain 
of sand.” At one point in Chance Marlow pauses to ask 
his listener: “You understand?” and the listener says: 
“Perfectly. . . . You are the expert in the psychological 
wilderness. This is like one of those Redskin stories 
where the noble savages carry off a girl and the honest 
backwoodsman with his incomparable knowledge fol- 
lows the track and reads the signs of her fate in a foot- 
print here, a broken twig there, a trinket dropped by 
the way. I have always liked such stories. Go onl” 

So the tale began. It might, when it lacked a suflfi- 
ciently strong impulse, show the marks of the struggle 
that went to make it. In a good many of Conrad’s tales, 
from Almayers Folly to The Rescue, one senses a hud- 
dled, torpid, sluggishly regressive quality in the action 
for chapters on end. The narrative motion is struggling 
to emerge and free itself from its roots and hindrances; 
it may not be until late that the movement leaps free 
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and carries the plot forward to its climax. The act of 
creation in Conrad apparently took place between two 
contradictory impulses — the one instinctive, casual, ten- 
tative, unmethodical, and yet intensely and passionately 
absorbed; the other analytical, cautious, scrupulously 
calculating, with checkings and delayings of action, re- 
gressions of impulse, retracing and testing of motives, 
and with a complicated exercise of the mode of averted 
suspense which the Renaissance rhetoricians called oc- 
cupatio. Elizabeth Bowen has said that Conrad s way 
of projecting a dramatic concept was not through a 
development but by means of a soaking. No attentive 
reader can overlook the verbal, modal, and atmospheric 
saturation to which he subjected his themes, or the 
equally exhaustive wringing out or draining out of them 
of their whole content of motive and consciousness. 
Conrad*s state of mind seems to have combined the in- 
exhaustible impressionability of his seamen with their 
canny disillusionment. "A turn of mind composed of 
innocence and skepticism is common to them all,” he 
once said, 'with the addition of an unexpected insight 
into motives, as of disinterested lookers-on at a game.” 

As a novelist he submitted to the passive fascination 
of his conjurings at the same moment that he was tor- 
mented by the labor of reconciling them to the reality 
of words. He repeatedly shared with young PoweU 
(again in Chance) that moment of increduhty as to 
the truth of his own conviction because it had failed to 
affect the safe aspect of familiar things. He doubted 
his eyes too. He must have dreamt it all! 1 am dream- 
ing now, he said. And very likely for a few seconds he 
must have looked like a man in a trance or profoundly 
asleep on his feet, and with a glass of brandy-and-water 
in his hand.” Conrad was constantly fascinated by the 
dreamlike unreality of experience, by the terror of the 
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awakenings which personal crises bring about in a man’s 
life, by the power of the dream to appall and defeat a 
man’s conscious efforts to control or understand it. His 
nature was poised between the world of fantasies and 
impossible desires and the world of brutal facts. Three 
proverbs haunted him all his life. One was "Life is a 
dream”; another, “All things belong to the young”; a 
third, **Tout passe, tout lasse** 

As fantasy was challenged by reality, so the devious, 
peripheral, inquisitive exploration of a situation in Con- 
rad was challenged by his sense of form. But unlike 
many modem innovators, he would not permit the form 
to falsify the situation or the psychic and moral condi- 
tions it entailed. As he himself, in his letters and per- 
sonal writings, presents an unmistakable case of intro- 
verted sensibility impelled toward manic-depressive 
tendencies from which only an appalling exercise of 
will power could rescue him for the writing of his 
books, so it is the obedience of his characters to some 
law of action or honor that saves them from the nihilism 
of their private worlds of solitude or negation. He de- 
tested the crude chronological machinery of the con- 
ventional novel; his friend Galsworthy’s books, which 
he admired and praised on occasion, always left him 
unsatisfied. His prodigious curiosity about the sources 
of action in the moral nature, the buried psychic forces, 
and the expiatory or recriminative processes of the hu- 
man conscience, demanded satisfaction in a form of 
fiction that should dissect and analyze as well as narrate 
or entertain. Conrad has told us too much about him- 
self in his letters to keep us from ascribing this curiosity 
to the agonized ordeal of his own conscience — a con- 
science profoundly susceptible, intensified and made 
luminous by the events of his own history. His con- 
genital impulsiveness and enthusiasm was repeatedly 
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and brutally checked by acute principles of honor and 
sincerity. We may not wholly agree with Gustav Morf 
when he credits the motif of guilt, exile, and expiation 
in the novels to Conrads sense of guilt in deserting 
Poland and his family’s part in the revolutionary cause 
there. By the time those novels were written more than 
personal history had gone into their making. But that 
some such instinct of guilt and moral recrimination 
operates continuously in his work, from An Outcast of 
the Islands through Lord Jim, Nostromo, Under West- 
ern Eyes, and Chance to Victory, is clear. It is the 
deepest animus of their pages; and the heroism — ex- 
pressed in acts of expiation, self-vindication, or secret 
moral victory — ^which he confers on his heroes gives 
them their distinguishing mark in modern fiction. 

They are, all of them, men who enact Conrad s cen- 
tral faith: that the personal illusion of values in men 
must be compelled out of vanity, negation, or despair 
by the human necessity of action and sacrifice. By that 
law they meet the crisis of their lives. Once the crisis is 
established there are certain conditions necessary to 
render it dramatic, so bringing a man to the abrupt 
realization of his destiny, his responsibility, his con- 
scious selfhood. These may vary from the taking of 
one’s first command on a ship to the falling upon life 
of a mortal blow to security or reputation; from the 
making of an unpremeditated but inescapable mistake 
to the secret or public violation of one’s good name. 
And there must exist in that character and in the world 
in which he lives a recognized principle of honor. It is 
the principle of honor — Conrad is one of its most per- 
sistent defenders among modern writers — ^that binds the 
private agony of a Conrad hero to the outer world of 
values and proofs. It brings into the unity of a single 
life and of an individual focus the ramifications of 
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truth and ethical justice in a world of treachery and 
violence. The idea of honor, operating within the acute 
confines of a morbid conflict, a psychic trance or a 
trapped sensibility, thus provides the moral and dra- 
matic leverage of Conrads plots. And what it illumi- 
nates widens as his stories succeed one another: the 
history of a ship, of a Malay tribe, of an island, of 
South American politics, of modern commerce and 
finance, of Russia, of Europe, of “international evil” and 
the crisis in the modern world itself. 

James M. Cline, a modern student of John Donne, 
has said of certain of his elaborately rhetorical sermons: 
“There is no advance in thought, only a refinement of 
it, a deepening and gathering intensity of realization; 
until finally the great period crashes to a close, still 
reiterating, still sustaining an incremental movement 
of passion and of mind.” This admirable remark may 
be applied to Conrads art and the principles) on which 
it is founded. Once the rationale of his method is seized 
and its relevance to his personal history is reasonably 
allowed, the famous technical devices in his books take 
on a fresh importance, as do also his defects and man- 
nerisms. We see how the time-shift, the use of narrators, 
the repeated motif or incident, the exhaustive analysis 
of events, became in his hands instruments of con- 
sciousness, a mode of sympathy, a method of exploring 
sensibility and instinct. The recurring incident (Jim's 
jump from the boat. Flora's suicidal appearance at the 
cliflF's edge, Mrs. Schomberg's shawl) goes beyond the 
ordinary uses of the leit-motif by making each of its 
repetitions serve to mark an expanding realization, an 
advancing penetration, of the event. The event thus be- 
comes deepened in oar consciousness and vision. The 
fact has gained a wider periphery of relevance. What 
seems to be a tied plot, gyrating aimlessly around a 
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Static point of obsession, is actually growing in meaning 
and moral import, taking on a wider increment of value. 
Conrad worked at a time when musical devices were 
appealing to novelists; I think we must agree with 
Edward Crankshaw that Conrad's reference to music 
as the “art of arts” in his artistic credo indicates his 
belief in the musical possibilities of the novel and thus 
anticipates the experiments of Proust and Mann; and 
that his exhaustive treatment of themes and motifs is 
comparable to the principle of nuclear analysis that ap- 
pears in such high examples of the variation form as 
the last piano sonata and the Diabelli Variations of 
Beethoven. 

We are, in any case, concerned in Conrad with a 
novelist in whom the devices of arrested action, the- 
matic repetition, and incremental veracity were driven 
to the limits of their utility. By the analysis thus induced 
the nature of illusion is probed, the residue of truth is 
sublimated, the operations of intelligence and conscious- 
ness are tested, until finally, out of that vaporous haze 
of skepticism and desperate imposture of values which 
were threats to Conrad's personal and artistic security, 
a hard irreducible center of moral certitude and human 
conviction is arrived at. When Conrad, through Stein 
in Lord Jinn, counsels men to submit to the destructive 
element, and with the exertions of your hands and 
feet in the water make the deep, deep sea keep you up,” 
he was not talking about the loss or surrender of per- 
sonality, as some of his modern readers seem to think. 
He was talking about the salvation of personality by the 
test of experience and the recognition of selfhood. He 
was perhaps talking also about the rescue of his own 
character from its defeats and confusions by the ordeal 
of his art; and he was certainly making unmistakable 
the means of redemption allowed to modern man as he 
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finds it necessary to rescue himself from the willing 
impersonality, the irresponsibly abstract faiths, and the 
moral nihilism to which the modern world encourages 
him to surrender himself. Like Baudelaire, whom he 
salutes in the epigraph to The Shadow Line, Conrad 
believed it is as impossible as it is futile for a man to 
know or save mankind before he has first learned to 
know and save himself. “Those who read me,” he said, 
‘Icnow my conviction that the world, the temporal 
world, rests on a few very simple ideas; so simple that 
they must be as old as the hills. It rests notably, amongst 
others, on the idea of Fidelity. At a time when nothing 
which is not revolutionary in some way or other can 
expect to attract much attention, I have not been revo- 
lutionary in my writings. The revolutionary spirit is 
mighty convenient in this, that it frees one from all 
scruples as regards ideas. Its hard, absolute optimism is 
repulsive to my mind by the menace of fanaticism and 
intolerance it contains. No doubt one should smile at 
these things; but, imperfect Esthete, I am no better 
Philosopher. All claim to special righteousness awakens 
in me diat scorn and anger from which a philosophical 
mind should be free . . .” 


v 

It was a strange destiny that brought the Polish exile 
into English literature to leave on it the mark of his 
tragic history, his proud and troubled vision, his long 
conquest of the art in which he worked. But it was not 
merely English fiction that Conrad enriched. It was 
the moral stamina of his craft in the twentieth century. 

Scott Fitzgerald, in whom Conrad's influence worked, 
once wrote in a letter: “So many writers, Conrad for 
instance, have been aided by being brought up in a 
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mStier utterly unrelated to literature. It gives an abun- 
dance of material and, more important, an attitude 
from which to view the world. So much writing nowa- 
days suffers both from lack of an attitude and from 
sheer lack of any material, save what is accumulated 
in a purely social life. The world, as a rule, does not 
live on beaches and in country clubs.” And Thomas 
Mann noted in Conrad the “refusal of a very much 
engaged intelligence to hang miserably in the air be- 
tween contraries.” Something stronger than division 
worked in him: “a passion for freedom” which knew 
what freedom cost its defender. Once it was possible 
to look for literary masters in men who had the security 
of a stable tradition behind them. Today, with that 
stability broken and the whole human condition in 
crisis, we are more likely to find masters in artists who 
are put to the test of recovering certitude and courage 
in their own persons. The hero of modern fiction — ^in 
James, Mann, Joyce, Kafka, but no less in Conrad — ^is 
the man marked by apartness and alienation. It is he 
who must serve as a focus of worth and honor when 
the world forgets what these things mean. 

It will be argued: what of Conrad's aristocratic tem- 
per, his intemperate self-regard, his reverence for cere- 
mony, his respect for rank, his respect above all — ^vex- 
ing to iconoclastic admirers like Wells, Norman Douglas, 
and Liam O'Flaherty — for “the God of the British Em- 
pire as something that must not be surpassed” and that 
keeps his heroes “standing on tiptoe striving to be like 
that God, who is a good honest trader, a man brave in 
adversity, a home-lover, a man who keeps his word to 
his friend and robs those who are not of his kin”? These 
too were part of his make-up. They made themselves 
felt in those men of strength in his novels— —Lingard, 
Captain Anthony, Captain Vincent — ^whose touch of 
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inscrutable sanctimony makes them at times the bores 
of his pages. But it should be remembered that many 
men irreverent of authority would never risk their lives 
to defy it; that iconoclasts can be bigots; and that the 
most facile rebel is he who sits secure in the protection 
of law and order. A man who never knew such au- 
thority, whose life was a matter of risk and uncertainty 
from youth to old age, had learned from his own history 
how easy it is to lose what we once possess and how 
hard the regaining of it can be. “The unequivocal, the 
even tendentious Western bias” which Mann first saw 
in Conrad betrayed the craving of a deracinated Pole 
for the tribal impregnability, the warm domestic com- 
forts, and the mental ease from which he was excluded. 
But any reader who takes servility to prestige as the 
essential quality of Conrad had best look to the art he 
produced. There the essential Conrad is found— one 
who knew the humiliations of the spirit at their cruelest 
and who spared neither himself nor his heroes the 
humility of standing alone with fate, in mortal enmity 
and embrace with the Self that commits us to the one 
destiny that is inescapable. 

When Paul Claudel first introduced the name of Con- 
rad to Andre Gide, Gide asked him what books of 
Conrad s he should read. “All of them,” answered Clau- 
del. The advice is still valuable, if only to disprove that 
futile kind of criticism which argues that we can have 
the virtues of an artist without having also his defects. 
The world is too poor, at the present moment, in writers 
who show us how it takes the whole strength and dedi- 
cation of a lifetime to acliieve literary endurance, to 
permit us to minimize Conrad’s example. This is not to 
say that his achievement is consistent. It was rightly 
said by Galsworthy — ^perhaps it must be said of every 
serious artist — that “it does disservice to Conrad to be 
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indiscriminate in praise of his work” and “imperils a 
just estimate of his greatness.” When he is weak it can 
be, in the writer of Under Western Eyes and Victory^ 
a weakness of astonishing ineptitude. Some of the 
stories in A Set of Six or Within the Tides are as incred- 
ible, with their lip-service to popular standards in ro- 
mance, as the bad plays in James's Theatricals, His 
early work — Almayers Folly, An Outcast of the Islands, 
three of the Tales of Unrest — is, for all its virtuosity, 
heavily shackled by sensuous luxuriance and spasmodic 
contrivance. He never completely freed himself of such 
handicaps. Even some of his serious works — Lord Jim, 
Nostromo, the long-delayed Rescue — show the strain, 
attenuation, the all-but-baffled jugglery of their ele- 
ments, that Conrad, given his laboriously inductive, 
trial-and-error workmanship, met in their making. The 
Arrow of Gold is a significant failure. But it is Nostromo 
that remains the distinct test case for critics. 

Conrad called it “the most anxiously meditated” of 
his longer ncn^els, “an intense creative effort on what, 
I suppose, will always remain my largest canvas.” None 
of his books has elicited a greater division of opinion. 
Two recent judgments, Leavis' and Miss Bradbrook's, 
place it among his highest achievements, “one of the 
great novels of the language,” in which “Conrad is openly 
and triumphantly the artist by metier,** and which, de- 
spite ‘something hollow about it,” shows an Elizabethan 
richness and reverberation. Another critic, J. W. Beach, 
finds that its excessive complexity and congested im- 
pressionism produce “very dubious results,” with no 
real center of interest to guide the reader “through the 
tangled underbrush of this well-nigh pathless forest.” 
It is a book incomparably rich among English novels in 
conception and material, but equally incomparable in 
dramatic impenetrability. For the present writer, the 
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reading of it has been a matter of years, never found 
genuinely sympathetic until he too came to know some- 
thing of the riddled scene of South American history 
it explores and by whose confusions it is almost de- 
feated. Yet seen as a matrix and medium of Conrad's 
historical sensibility, the book grows in fascination, 
rings with the resonance of a profound if elusive drama 
of moralities, races, and creeds of conduct. 

Only when, however, that drama becomes genuinely 
focused in an individual destiny is Conrad in his fullest 
powers. Lord Jim, paradigm of his central theme, is too 
dilated to be a masterpiece. It is when its subject comes 
under the full control of his irony, his racial and social 
insights, or his superb skill in parabolic drama, that he 
wrote with his surest hand and produced The Secret 
Agent, Under Western Eyes, Chance, Victory. Within 
fifteen years he wrote seven novels and five tales that 
are second to nothing in English fiction, a rare example 
of powers in concentrated fruition. 

The end was epilogue. He turned to memories — of 
his first command in The Shadow Line, of his French 
adventure in youth in The Arrow of Gold, of what the 
East had taught him in The Rescue, finished now after 
having been started twenty years earlier, and showing 
the noble fatigue and resigned fortitude of age. He be- 
gan working up Napoleonic history for Suspense and 
talked of writing a novel about a modern politician. The 
Rover, also below his best work, came in 1923 as a by- 
product of Suspense, yet it shows better than any of 
these last books the final release of his spirit into recon- 
ciliation. Gustav Morf calls it “the first of his books in 
which the outcast gets back to his own country, and, 
what is still more significative, in which he proves that 
he is, in spite of everything, a good patriot.” In the old 
French seaman Peyrol we have, as Miss Bradbrook 
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rightly observes, ‘'the supreme case of the simple com- 
ing to the rescue of the complex.” Peyrol has come home 
to France as Conrad’s memory returned to Poland. He 
is alone and old, but seeing the tragic plight of those 
time-caught lovers, orphans of the Revolution, Real 
and Arlette (“she, whose little feet had run ankle deep 
through the terror of death, had brought to him the 
sense of triumphant life”), he can still sacrifice his life 
to their happiness and to what it promises for the future 
of their homeland. “Doesn’t it seem funny to you,” Pey- 
rol asks his old boatman Michel, “to think that you have 
left nothing and nobody behind?” And Michel, who 
like his master has a “sense of his own insignificant 
position at the tail of mankind,” says “in the funda- 
mental axiom of his philosophy: ‘Somebody must be 
last in this world.’ ” 

It was not only the novel itself which Conrad charged 
with a new energy; it was the language in which he 
wrote. He protested that English had always been the 
language of his imagination. He repudiated the notion 
that he might have become a French writer. “I began 
to think in English long before I mastered, I won’t say 
the style (I haven’t done that yet), but the mere uttered 
speech,” he wrote in a letter in 1918. “Is it thinkable 
that anybody possessed of some effective inspiration 
should contemplate for a moment such a frantic thing 
as translating it into another tongue? . . . You may 
take it from me that if I had not known English I 
wouldn’t have written a line for print, in my life.” It 
was “the sheer appeal of the language, my quickly 
awakened love for its prose cadences, a subtle and un- 
foreseen accord of my emotional nature with its genius,” 
that impelled him to it. But a foreigner can never use 
a speech with the tacit familiarity of a native. Whatever 
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we may believe about the genius of language — ^whether 
it comes most profoundly from unconscious instinct or 
takes its strength from some creative ordeal of utter- 
ance- r-we know that it assiimfis likfi any mftdiiim of 
art, its force through the resistance or obduracy bv 
which it challenges its wielder. Such obduracy ConraJs 
language offered him no less than his subfect-matter . 
His mastery of the one coincided with his conquest of 
the other. T. S. Eliot once grouped Conrad s work with 
Joyce's in speaking of a language that is important to 
us because it “is struggling to digest and express new 
objects, new groups of objects, new feelings, new as- 
pects" in art. That struggle gave Conrad's words, as 
they advanced out of their earlier opulence, their keen- 
ness, their firmness in specification and aphorism. His 
words, like his plots, fell short of the conscious control 
of James's, but at their best they breathe with immedi- 
acy, strike with a physical impact. His mastery of sen- 
sibility was coeval with the personal and structural 
growth his books required. He had no choice in the 
matter. What he had to say was indissociable from his 
way of learning to say it. The conventional division of 
form and content could not exist for him. Words them- 
selves — and in no arbitrary aesthetic sense — made the 
artist and the man. 

So we come to know him in his books; not as a man 
who merely tells a tale but as a poet in fiction. The man 
who suffers and the mind which creates may be, ideally, 
separate and apart. But after their ordeal is finished, 
they merge once more. The mind has created more than 
a book. It has created the man who wrote the book, in 
the only sense in which we can genuinely know him. 
It is not the Conrad who left Poland, sailed seas, saw 
strange men and places, who finally concerns us. It is 
the man who used those experiences as an artist, and 
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who re-created himself in his mastery of them. When 
Conrad takes us on occasion into what Forster calls 
"the severe little apartment that must, for want of a 
better word, be called his confidence,” and from which 
he can so curtly dismiss us, he is virtually a stranger to 
us. Terse, courtly, or embarrassed, he soon bows us out 
and shuts the door. But when he comes to us as Single- 
ton, Jim, Decoud, Razumov, or Heyst, we know a man 
who has escaped the confines of his single person and 
perpetuated his mind and emotion in the human spirit. 
On none of his truest work can the current literary 
judgment be passed: "It isn’t written.” Conrad’s pages 
are so deeply scored, so passionately inscribed, that 
he can become for us a classic instance of the reality — 
single, wholly absorbed, all-consuming — of the life in 
art. Few writers take us so deeply into the agony of the 
creative process as he does; few illustrate so clearly 
what the artist’s quarrel vwth himself and his destiny 
can give to literature. He tried to be other things but 
his fate claimed him. He pushed the stone. He dragged 
"the ball and chain of one’s selfhood to the end.” It 
was the price of “the devilish and divine privilege of 
thought; so that in this life it is only the elect who 
are convicts — a glorious band which comprehends and 
groans but which treads the earth amidst a multitude 
of phantoms with maniacal gestures, with idiotic grim- 
aces. Which would you be: idiot or convict?” His mind 
broke free only in the things it created. He was com- 
pelled to his bondage and he was liberated by it too, 
but not before he had descended “within himself, and 
in that lonely region of stress and strife” found "the 
terms of his appeal.” 

Of the work of the artist in words Henry Adams once 
said that it “may be a stimulant more exhausting than 
alcohol, and as morbid as morphine. The fascination of 
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the silent midnight, the veiled lamp, the smoldering 
fire, the white paper asking to be covered with elusive 
words, the thoughts grouping themselves into architec- 
tural forms, and slowly rising into dreamy structures, 
constantly changing, shifting, beautifying their outlines 
— this is the subtlest of solitary temptations, and the 
loftiest of the intoxications of genius.” For Conrad the 
fascination was less alluring than brutal, but it was a 
fascination none the less. He put comfort and peace 
away to pursue it. It made him a stranger to his family 
and friends for months on end. The black fit besieged 
him; disgust and desperation shattered him. But he 
knew in his deepest need that only one liberty was per- 
mitted him — the liberation that would come when the 
page was written, the book finished, the story told. No 
novelist has ever known harsher conditions in his art, 
and few a more eloquent triumph. It enabled him to 
become — like the man he saw in the East.* "appealing 
— significant — ^under a cloud” — permanently and se- 
curely "one of us.” 


Morton Dauwin Zabel 



Note and Acknowledgments 


T he present collection of Conrads work attempts 
to show the range of his art early and late. It in- 
cludes one of his novels, The Nigger of the "^Narcissus,'' 
written in 1896-97, described by him as “the tale by 
which I am willing to stand or fall as a writer*'; a shorter 
novel, Typhoon, of 1900-1901; three of his finest 
long stories, “Youth" (1898), “Heart of Darkness” 
(1898-99), and “The Secret Sharer" (1909); and six 
shorter stories ranging from “The Lagoon” of 1896 to 
“The Warrior’s Soul" of 1916. A selection is also given 
of passages by Conrad on “The Condition of Art,” ex- 
tending from the “Preface” to The Nigger of the *'Nar- 
cissus** in 1897 to the end of his life; a similar short 
anthology of passages on “The Condition of Life”; and 
finally a selection from Conrad’s letters, his most inti- 
mate personal record, dating from 1891 to 1923. All 
together, tales and passages from twenty-three of Con- 
rad’s books are here printed, including excerpts from his 
long novels — ^not only the better-known Lord Jim and 
Victory, but such masterpieces of non-maritime fiction 
as Nostromo, Under Western Eyes, and Chance — ^which, 
impossible to present here in uncut form, are perhaps 
indicated in their essential themes and motives, and will 
reveal Conrad to the reader on his largest scale and in 
his fullest powers. 

For permission to use the texts of Conrad, acknowl- 
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edgment is gratefully made to his American publishers, 
Doubleday & Co., and to the administrators of the 
author s estate. The texts from editions published by 
Doubleday are: ‘The Lagoon” and “An Outpost of 
Progress” from Tales of Unrest; The Nigger of the 
''Narcissus** from the volume so titled; “Youth” and 
“Heart of Darkness” from Youth: A Narrative and Two 
Other Stories; “Typhoon” and “Amy Foster” from Ty- 
phoon and Other Stories (“Amy Foster” also appearing 
in some editions in the volume titled Falk and Other 
Stories); “II Conde” from A Set of Six; “The Secret 
Sharer” from *Twixt Land and Sea; “Prince Roman” and 
“The Warrior s Soul” from Tales of Hearsay; the letters, 
with the exception of the three to Mme. Poradowska, 
from Joseph Conrad: Life and Letters by G. Jean- 
Aubry; and the shorter passages in the final sections of 
this volume from the books by Conrad named at the 
end of individual passages. 

Permission to quote the three letters to Mme. Pora- 
dowska has been generously given by the Yale Uni- 
versity Press, publishers of Letters of Joseph Conrad to 
Marguerite Poradowska: 1890-1920, translated from the 
French and edited by John A. Gee and Paul T. Sturm 
(1940). 

Certain portions of the material in the editor s “In- 
troduction” have appeared in another form in The New 
Republic, The Nation, and The Sewanee Review. A 
Conrad Chronology, including his principal works with 
the dates of their book appearance, follows this page, 
and a bibliographical note will be found at the end of 
the volume. 


M. D. z. 



A Conrad Chronology 


WITH A BIBLIOGRAPHY OF HIS PIUNCIPAL BOOKS 

1857. December 3. Jozef Teodor Konrad Nalecz Kor- 
zeniowski born at Berdyezew in Poland (under 
Russian rule ) to Apollo Nalecz Korzeniowski ( born 
1820) and his wife Ewelina Bobrowska, aged 26. 

1862. Parents move to Warsaw. Father condemned to 
exile in Russia for his part in the secret Polish Na- 
tional Committee, his wife and son accompanying 
him. 

1865. April 6. Conrad’s mother dies as a result of hard- 
ships in exile. 

1866. Conrad sent to his uncle, Tadeusz Bobrowski, at 
Nowofastow, Polish Ukraine. Then to Kiev. 

1868. Father permitted to live in Lemberg, Galicia. Con- 
rad in high school there. 

1869. They move to Cracow. Conrad in preparatory 
school there. Father dies, May 23. Conrad at St. 
Anne High School, Cracow. In summer to Warten- 
berg, Bohemia, with grandmother. 

1870-74. Studies under tutor, Mr. Pulman, a student in the 
University of Cracow. 

1872. Conrad given freedom of Cracow, exempt from tax, 
in honor of his father. Fails to secure Austrian citi- 
zenship. Tells uncle Tadeusz of his desire to be a 
seaman. 

1873. On vacation with Mr. Pulman in Germany, Switzer- 
land, Italy. Sees the sea for the first time at Venice. 
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1874-75. October 14, to Marseilles. Employed by Delestang 
and Sons, bankers and shippers. Enters French 
marine service. Apprenticeship on Mont’Blanc on 
voyage from Marseilles to Martinique to Le Havre 
( June-December 1875). 

1876-77. In Marseilles in the legitimiste circle of the banker 
Delestang. Then on schooner St.-Antoine to West 
Indies (July 1876-February 1877). 

1877. Buys share in the tartane TremoUno carrying arms 
illegally from Marseilles to Spain for the Carlist 
rising in support of the Spanish pretender Don 
Carlos. 

1878. After unhappy ending of love affair ( cf. The Arrow 
of Gold) and duel with the American J. M. K. 
Blunt, leaves Marseilles, April 24, on British 
steamer Mavis for Constantinople. On June 18 
reaches England for the first time, on the Mavis 
at Lowestoft. 

1878-79. Sails as ordinary seaman on The Skimmer of the 
Seas, English east coast; Duke of Sutherland, Lon- 
don- Australia; Europa, London-Mediterranean. 

1880-90. Career as Merchant Service officer (third mate pa- 
pers, 1880; first mate, 1883; master, 1886) on ships 
Loch-Etive, London-Australia; Anna Frost; Pales- 
tine, London-Indian Ocean; Riversdale, London- 
Madras; Narcissus, Bombay-Dunkirk; Tilkhurst, 
Hull-Cardiff-Singapore; Highland Forest, Amster- 
dam-Java; Vidar, Singapore-Borneo; Melita, Singa- 
pore-Bangkok; Otago, Bangkok-Sydney-Mauritius- 
Port Adelaide (first command, 1888-89). Etc. 

1886. August 19. Naturalized as British subject. 

1890. On the Ville de Maceio, in the employ of the 
Societe Anonyme Beige pour le Commerce du 
Haut-Congo, from France to the Belgian Congo. 
On the SS Roi des Beiges up the Congo River. Ill 
with dysentery, fever, and gout. 

1891. Manages Thames-side warehouses of Barr, Moer- 
ing and Co., London. 
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1891-93. First mate on Torrens, Plymouth-Adelaide-Cape 
Town-St. Helena-London. 

1893-94. Second mate on Adowa, London-Rouen-London. 
Ends seaman's career January 14, 1894. 

1895. Almayers Folly published in London (begun in 
London, 1889, and written on voyages and in ports, 
1889-95). Lives in London, 17 Gillingham St., 
S. W. 

1896. An Outcast of the Islands. Marries Jessie George, 
March 24. Honeymoon in Brittany. Begin house- 
keeping at Ivy Walls, Stanford-le-Hope, Essex. 

1897. The Nigger of the ‘^Narcissus.** 

1898. Tales of Unrest (‘‘Karain: A Memory," “The 
Idiots,” “An Outpost of Progress,” “The Return,” 
“The Lagoon”). Son Borys born. Moves to Pent 
Farm, Kent. 

1899. Shares The Academy prize of 150 guineas for Tales 
of Unrest ( with Maurice Hewlett and Sydney 
Lee). 

1900. Lord Jim. 

1901. The Inheritors (written with Ford Madox Hueffer 
[Ford]). 

1902. Typhoon. 

1902. Youth: A Narrative, and Two Other Stories (“Heart 
of Darkness,” “The End of the Tetlier” ) . 

1903. Typhoon and Other Stories (“Amy Foster,” “Falk,” 
“Tomorrow” ) . 

1903. Romance (with Ford Madox Hueffer [Ford]). 

1904. Nostromo. 

1905. Granted a Civil List pension, at instigation of Wil- 
liam Rothenstein and Edmund Gosse. Travels on 
continent for 4 months. 

1906. The Mirror of the Sea. Spends two months in 
Montpellier, France. Son John Alexander born. 

1907. The Secret Agent. Moves to Someries, near Luton, 
Bedfordshire. 

1908. A Set of Six ( “The Informer,” “Gaspar Ruiz,” “The 
Brute,” “An Anarchist,” “The Duel,” “H Conde”). 
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1909. Moves to Aldington, near Hythe, Kent. 

1910. Moves to Capel House, Orlestone, near Ashford, 
Kent. 

1911. Under Western Eyes. 

1912. Some Reminiscences (A Personal Record). 

*Twixt Land and Sea ("A Smile of Fortune,” ‘*The 
Secret Sharer,” “Freya of the Seven Isles”). 

1914. Chance (first issues dated 1913). Revisits Poland 
with his family; caught there by the war in Au- 
gust; their escape aided by Frederic Courtland 
Penfield, American ambassador to Austria; return 
to England in November. 

1915. Within the Tides (“The Planter of Malata,” “The 
Partner,” “The Inn of the Two Witches,” “Because 
of the Dollars”). Victory. 

1916. Visits naval stations in North Sea on invitation of 
Admiralty. 

1917. The Shadow-Line. Writes prefaces for collected 
edition of works, 1917-20. 

1919. The Arrow of Gold. Moves to Oswalds* Bishops- 
bourne, near Canterbury. 

1920. The Rescue. Writes dramatization of The Secret 
Agent. 

1921. Notes on Life and Letters. Visits Corsica with Mrs. 
Conrad. 

1922. The Secret Agent presented as play for short run 
in London, November 3. 

1923. The Rover. Visits the United States, April-June. 
Last sea voyage. Gives one reading from his books 
(Victory) at house of Mrs. Arthur Curtiss James, 
New York, May 10. 

1924. Declines knighthood. Dies suddenly of heart attack 
on August 3, at Oswalds. Buried at Canterbury. 

1925. Suspense ( unfinished ) . 

1925. Tales of Hearsay (“The Warrior's Soul,” “Prince 
Roman,” “The Tale,” “The Black Mate”). 

1926. Last Essays. 




Poland and the Past 


PRINCE ROMAN 

THE WARRIOR S SOUL 


Qui de nous n*a eu sa terre promise, son jour d’extase, et sa fin 
en cxil? 

— Amiel [on the title-page of Almay^s Folly] 

would take liberty from any hand as a hungry |^an would 
snatch a piece of bread.” 

— Miss Haldin [on the title-page of Under Weft^m Eyes] 

That country which demands to be loved as no pAer country 
has ever been loved, with the mournful affection one bears to 
the unforgotten dead and with the unextinguishable fire of a 
hopeless passion which only a living, breathing, warm ideal 
can kindle in our breasts for our pride, for our weariness, for 
our exultation, for our undoing. 

— Conrad: Tales of Hearsay 

One*s literary life must turn frequently for sustenance to mem- 
ories and seek discourse with the shades. ... I would not like 
to be left standing as a mere spectator on the bank of the great 
stream carrying onward so many lives. I would fain claim for 
myself the faculty of so much insight as can be expressed in a 
voice of sympathy and compassion. 

— Conrad: A Personal Record 


editor's note 


Conrad was born in Berdyczew, Poland, then under Rus- 
sian rule, on December 3, 1857. The two families of his 
parents — the Korzeniowskis and the Bobrowskis — ^were Poles 
of the ‘land-tilling gentry” with connections in the Almanach 
de Gotha, and they were also zealous patriots. His uncle 
Stefan Bobrowski was in the Provisional Polish Government 
and died in a duel with a political enemy in 1862. His uncle 
Robert Korzeniowski was killed in the Polish rising against 
Russia in 1863. Another uncle, Hilary Korzeniowski, was 
exiled to Siberia in 1863 and died there ten years later. Con- 
rad's father, Apollo Nalecz Korzeniowski, an ardent patriot 
and rebel as well as a gifted poet and translator, was de- 
ported to the Government Vologda in Russia for his part in 
the secret Polish National Committee in 1862, his wife and 
young son accompanying him. Both parents died as a result 
of the hardships of exile, the mother in 1865 and the father 
in 1869. Conrad remained in Poland with his mother's people 
until he was almost seventeen years old. By that time his in- 
clination toward western Europe and a career as seaman had 
asserted itself, and he took the Vienna express that brought 
him to Marseilles in October 1874. Then followed his four 
years in Marseilles and in the French merchant marine serv- 
ice; his trips in 1875 and 1876-77 on French ships to the 
West Indies; his adventure in 1877 carrying illegal arms on 
the tartane Tremolino to the Carlists in Spain; his first trip 
on an English boat, the Mavis, and his landing on English 
soil for the first time at Lowestoft on June 18, 1878; his six- 
teen years of service as seaman and marine officer that took 
him over the oceans of the world, to Asia, the Pacific, and 
the Congo; and eventually his career as a writer which began 
with the publication of Almayers Folly in 1895. He visited 
his guardian uncle Tadeusz Bobrowski in Poland in 1890 
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and in 1893, but did not return again until he went there 
with his wife and sons in the summer of 1914, when they 
were caught by the mobilization and aided in their return to 
England by the American ambassador in Vienna, Frederic 
Courtland Penfield, to whom The Rescue was dedicated in 
gratitude in 1920. Before leaving on that journey Conrad 
wrote to Galsworthy: “In 1874 I got into a train in Cracow 
( Vienna Express ) on my way to tlie sea, as a man might get 
into a dream. And here is the dream going on still. Only now 
it is peopled by ghosts and the moment of awakening draws 
near.” 

Polish loyalty and feeling remained deep in Conrad. One 
interpreter of his work, Gustav Morf, has gone so far as to 
charge the essential animus and motivation of Conrad*s art 
to the Polish heritage of his family and to his own sense of 
deserting a sacred patriotic trust. His return in 1914 awak- 
ened memories and ties that had him dormant over forty 
years. His story “Amy Foster” of 1901 had already told the 
tale of a Pole exiled in England, and both The Secret Agent 
(1907) and Under Western Eyes (1911) dealt with char- 
acters of the enemy country of Russia. A Persond Record 
(1912) revived the scenes of his childhood and youth. Con- 
rad returned to Slavic themes in “Prince Roman^' (1911), 
based on the career in Polish patriotism and Siberian exile of 
his grandfather Korzeniowski’s old comrade-in-arms Prince 
Roman Sanguszko, and in “The Warrior's Soul*' (1916), 
both of which were included in the posthumous Tales of 
Hearsay (1925). During these years Conrad also wrote the 
five Polish and political essays included in Notes on Life and 
Letters ( 1921), in one of which, “Poland Revisited” ( 1915), 
be gave a moving account of his return to Poland in 1914: 
‘this journey of ours, which for me was essentially not a 
progress, but a retracing of footsteps on the road of life. . . . 
[t seemed to me that if I remained longer there ... I should 
become the helpless prey of the shadows I had called up. 
They were crowding upon me, enigmatic and insistent, in 
their clinging air of the grave that tasted of dust and of the 
bitter vanity of old hopes.” 



Prince Roman 


VENTS which happened seventy years ago are 
jLJ perhaps rather too far off to be dragged aptly 
into a mere conversation. Of course the year 1831 is for 
us an historical date, one of these fatal years when in 
the presence of the world*s passive indignation and elo- 
quent sympathies we had once more to murmur 
Victis* and count the cost in sorrow. Not that we were 
ever very good at calculating, either, in prosperity or in 
adversity. That s a lesson we could never learn, to the 
great exasperation of our enemies who have bestowed 
upon us the epithet of Incorrigible. . . 

The speaker was of Polish nationality, that nationality 
not so much alive as surviving, which persists in think- 
ing, breathing, speaking, hoping, and suffering in its 
grave, railed in by a million bayonets and triple-sealed 
with the seals of three great empires. 

The conversation was about aristocracy. How did. 
this, nowadays discredited, subject come up? It is some 
years ago now and the precise recollection has faded. 
But I remember that it was not considered practically 
as an ingredient in the social mixture; and I truly 
believed that we arrived at that subject through some 
exchange of ideas about patriotism— a somewhat dis- 
credited sentiment, because the delicacy of our human- 
itarians regards it as a relic of barbarism. Yet neither the 
great Florentine painter who closed his eyes in death 
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thinking of his city, nor St. Francis blessing with his last 
breath the town of Assisi, were barbarians. It requires 
a certain greatness of soul to interpret patriotism 
worthily — or else a sincerity of feeling denied to the 
vulgar refinement of modern thought which cannot un- 
derstand the august simplicity of a sentiment proceed- 
ing from the very nature of things and men. 

The aristocracy we were talking about was the very 
highest, the great families of Europe, not impoverished, 
not converted, not liberalized, the most distinctive and 
specialized class of all classes, for which even ambition 
itself does not exist among the usual incentives to ac- 
tivity and regulators of conduct. 

The undisputed right of leadership having passed 
away from them, we judged that their great fortunes, 
their cosmopolitanism brought about by wide alliances, 
their elevated station, in which there is so little to gain 
and so much to lose, must make their position di£Bcult 
in times of political commotion or national upheaval 
No longer born to command — which is the very essence 
of aristocracy — ^it becomes diflBcult for than to do any- 
thing else but hold aloof from the great movements of 
popular passion. 

We had reached that conclusion when the remark 
about far-off events was made and the date of 1831 
mentioned. And the speaker continued: 

“I don't mean to say that I knew Prince Roman at 
that remote time. I begin to feel pretty ancient, but I 
am not so ancient as that. In fact Prince Roman was 
married the very year my father was born. It was in 
1828; the nineteenth century was young yet and the 
Prince was even younger than the century, but I don't 
know exactly by how much. In any case his was an early 
marriage. It was an ideal alliance from every point of 
view. The girl was young and beautiful an orphan heir- 
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ess of a great name and of a great fortune. The Prince, 
then an officer in the Guards and distinguished amongst 
his fellows by something reserved and reflective in his 
character, had fallen headlong in love with her beauty, 
her charm, and the serious qualities of her mind and 
heart. He was a rather silent young man; but his glances, 
his bearing, his whole person expressed his absolute de- 
votion to the woman of his choice, a devotion which she 
returned in her own frank and fascinating manner. 

‘‘The flame of this pure young passion promised to 
burn for ever; and for a season it lit up the dry, cynical 
atmosphere of the great world of St. Petersburg. The 
Emperor Nicholas himself, the grandfather of the pres- 
ent man, the one who died from the Crimean War, the 
last perhaps of the autocrats with a mystical belief in the 
divine character of his mission, showed some interest 
in this pair of married lovers. It is true that Nicholas 
kept a watchful eye on all the doings of the great Polish 
nobles. The young people leading a life appropriate to 
their station were obviously wrapped up in each other; 
and society, fascinated by the sincerity of a feeling mov- 
ing serenely among the artificialities of its anxious and 
fastidious agitation, watched them with benevolent in- 
dulgence and an amused tenderness. 

“The marriage was the social event of 1828, in the 
capital. Just forty years afterwards I was staying in the 
country house of my mother s brother in our southern 
provinces. 

“It was the dead of winter. The great lawn in front 
was as pure and smooth as an alpine snowfield, a white 
and feathery level sparkling under the sun as if sprinkled 
A^ith diamond-dust, declining gently to the lake — a long, 
sinuous piece of frozen water looking bluish and more 
solid than the earth. A cold brilliant sun glided low 
above an undulating horizon of great folds of snow in 
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which the villages of Ukrainian peasants remained out 
of sight, like clusters of boats hidden in the hollows of a 
running sea. And everything was very still. 

‘1 don’t know now how I had managed to escape at 
eleven o'clock in the morning from the schoolroom. I 
was a boy of eight, the little girl, my cousin, a few 
months younger than myself, though hereditarily more 
quick-tempered, was less adventurous. So I had escaped 
alone; and presently I found myself in the great stone- 
paved hall, warmed by a monumental stove of white 
tiles, a much more pleasant locality than the school- 
room, which for some reason or other, perhaps hygienic, 
was always kept at a low temperature. 

‘We children were aware that there was a guest stay- 
ing in the house. He had arrived the night before just 
as we were being driven oflF to bed. We broke back 
through the line of beaters to rush and flatten our noses 
against the dark windowpanes; but we wete too late to 
see him alight. We had only watched in a ruddy glare 
the big traveling carriage on sleigh-runners harnessed 
with six horses, a black mass against the snow, going 
off to the stables, preceded by a horseman carrying a 
blazing ball of tow and resin in an iron basket at the end 
of a long stick swung from his saddle bow. Two stable 
boys had been sent out early in the afternoon along the 
snow-tracks to meet the expected guest at dusk and 
light his way with these road torches. At that time, you 
must remember, there was not a single mile of railways 
in our southern provinces. My little cousin and I had 
no knowledge of trains and engines, except from picture 
books, as of things rather vague, extremely remote, and 
not particularly interesting unless to grownups who 
traveled abroad. 

"Our notion of princes, perhaps a little more precise, 
was mainly literary and had a glamor reflected from 
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the light of fairy tales, in which princes always appear 
young, charming, heroic, and fortunate. Yet, as well as 
any other children, we could draw a firm line between 
the real and the ideal. We knew that princes were his- 
torical personages. And tibere was some glamor in that 
fact, too. But what had driven me to roam cautiously 
over the house like an escaped prisoner was the hope of 
snatching an interview with a special friend of mine, 
the head forester, who generally came to make his re- 
port at that time of the day. I yearned for news of a 
certain wolf. You know, in a country where wolves are 
to be found, every winter almost brings forward an in- 
dividual eminent by the audacity of his misdeeds, by 
his more perfect wolfishness — so to speak. I wanted to 
hear some new thrilling tale of that wolf — ^perhaps the 
dramatic story of his death. . . . 

“But there was no one in the hall. 

“Deceived in my hopes, I became suddenly very 
much depressed. Unable to slip back in triumph to my 
studies I elected to stroll spiritlessly into the billiard 
room where certainly I had no business. There was no 
one there either, and I felt very lost and desolate under 
its high ceiling, all alone with the massive English bil- 
liard table which seemed, in heavy, rectilinear silence, 
to disapprove of that small boy’s intrusion. 

“As I began to think of retreat I heard footsteps in 
the adjoining drawing room; and, before I could turn 
tail and flee, my uncle and his guest appeared in the 
doorway. To run away after having been seen would 
have been highly improper, so I stood my ground. My 
uncle looked surprised to see me; the guest by his side 
was a spare man, of average stature, buttoned up in a 
black frock coat and holding himself very erect with a 
stiflly soldier-like carriage. From the folds of a soft white 
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cambric neck-cloth peeped the points of a collar close 
against each shaven cheek. A few wisps of thin gray hair 
were brushed smoothly across the top of his bald head. 
His face, which must have been beautiful in its day, 
had preserved in age the harmonious simplicity of its 
lines. What amazed me was its even, almost deathlike 
pallor. He seemed to me to be prodigiously old. A faint 
smile, a mere momentary alteration in the set of his thin 
lips acknowledged my blushing confusion; and I be- 
came greatly interested to see him reach into the inside 
breastpocket of his coat. He extracted therefrom a lead 
pencil and a block of detachable pages, which he 
handed to my uncle with an almost imperceptible bow. 

“I was very much astonished, but my uncle received 
it as a matter of course. He wrote something at which 
the other glanced and nodded slightly. A thin wrinkled 
hand — the hand was older than the face — patted my 
cheek and then rested on my head lightly. An unringing 
voice, a voice as colorless as the face itself, issued from 
his sunken lips, while the eyes, dark and still, looked 
down at me kindly. 

“ ‘And how old is this shy little boy?* ** 

"Before I could answer my uncle wrote down my age 
on the pad. I was deeply impressed. What was this 
ceremony? Was this personage too great to be spoken 
to? Again he glanced at the pad, and again gave a nod, 
and again that impersonal, mechanical voice was heard: 
‘He resembles his grandfather.' 

‘‘I remembered my paternal grandfather. He had died 
not long before. He, too, was prodigiously old. And to 
me it seemed perfectly natural that two such ancient 
and venerable persons should have known each other in 
the dim ages of creation before my birth. But my uncle 
obviously had not been aware of the fact. So obviously 
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that the mechanical voice explained; ‘Yes, yes. Com'* 
Fades in '31. He was one of those who knew. Old times, 
my dear sir, old times. . . 

“He made a gesture as if to put aside an importunate 
ghost. And now they were both looking down at me. 
I wondered whether anything was expected from me. 
To my round, questioning eyes my uncle remarked: 
‘He's completely deaf.' And the unrelated, inexpressive 
voice said: ‘Give me your hand.* 

“Acutely conscious of inky fingers I put it out timidly. 
I had never seen a deaf person before and was rather 
startled. He pressed it firmly and then gave me a final 
pat on the head. 

“My uncle addressed me weightily: ‘You have shaken 

hands with Prince Roman S . It's something for you 

to remember when you grow up.* 

“I was impressed by his tone. I had enough historical 

information to know vaguely that the Princes S 

counted amongst the sovereign Princes of Ruthenia till 
the union of all Ruthenian lands to the kingdom of Po- 
land, when they became great Polish magnates, some 
time at the beginning of the fifteenth century. But what 
concerned me most was the failure of the fairy-tale 
glamor. It was shocking to discover a prince who was 
deaf, bald, meager, and so prodigiously old. It never 
occurred to me that this imposing and disappointing 
man had been young, rich, beautiful; I could not know 
that he had been happy in the felicity of an ideal mar- 
riage uniting two young hearts, two great names and 
two great fortunes; happy with a happiness which, as 
in fairy tales, seemed destined to last forever. . . . 

“But it did not last forever. It was fated not to last 
very long even by the measure of the days allotted to 
men's passage on this earth where enduring happiness 
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is only found in the conclusion of fairy tales. A daughter 
was born to them and shortly afterwards, the health of 
the young princess began to fail. For a time she bore 
up with smiling intrepidity, sustained by the feeling that 
now her existence was necessary for the happiness of 
two lives. But at last the husband, thoroughly alarmed 
by the rapid changes in her appearance, obtained an 
unlimited leave and took her away from the capital to 
his parents in the country. 

‘‘The old prince and princess were extremely fright- 
ened at the state of their beloved daughter-in-law. 
Preparations were at once made for a journey abroad. 
But it seemed as if it were already too late; and the in- 
valid herself opposed the project with gentle obstinacy. 
Thin and pale in the great armchair, where the insidious 
and obscure nervous malady made her appear smaller 
and more frail every day without effacing file smile of 
her eyes or the charming grace of her waited face, she 
clung to her native land and wished tol breathe her 
native air. Nowhere else could she exped to get well 
so quickly, nowhere else would it be so eisy for her to 
die. 

“She died before her little girl was two years old. The 
grief of the husband was terrible and the more alarming 
to his parents because perfectly silent and dry-eyed. 
After the funeral, while the immense bareheaded crowd 
of peasants surrounding the private chapel on the 
grounds was dispersing, the Prince, waving away his 
friends and relations, remained alone to watch the ma- 
sons of the estate closing the family vault. When the 
last stone was in position he uttered a groan, the first 
sound of pain which had escaped from him for days, 
and walking away with lowered head shut himself up 
again in his apartments. 

“His father and mother feared for his reason. His out- 
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ward tranquillity was appalling to them. They had noth- 
ing to trust to but that very youth which made his 
despair so self-absorbed and so intense. Old Prince John, 
fretful and anxious, repeated: ‘Poor Roman should be 
roused somehow. He's so young.' But they could find 
nothing to rouse him with. And the old princess, wiping 
her eyes, wished in her heart he were young enough to 
come and cry at her knee. 

“In time Prince Roman, making an eflFort, would join 
now and again the family circle. But it was as if his 
heart and his mind had been buried in the family vault 
with the wife he had lost. He took to wandering in the 
woods with a gun, watched over secretly by one of the 
keepers, who would report in the evening that ‘His 
Serenity has never fired a shot all day.' Sometimes walk- 
ing to the stables in the morning he would order in sub- 
dued tones a horse to be saddled, wait switching his 
boot till it was led up to him, then mount without a 
word and ride out of the gates at a walking pace. He 
would be gone all day. People saw him on the roads 
looking neither to the right nor to the left, white-faced, 
sitting rigidly in the saddle like a horseman of stone on 
a living moimt. 

“The peasants working in the fields, the great un- 
hedged fields, looked after him from the distance; and 
sometimes some sympathetic old woman on the thresh- 
old of a low, thatched hut was moved to make the sign 
of the cross in the air behind his back; as though he 
were one of themselves, a simple village soul struck by 
a sore afiliction. 

“He rode looking straight ahead, seeing no one, as if 
the earth were empty and all mankind buried in that 
grave which had opened so suddenly in his path to 
swallow up his happiness. What were men to him with 
their sorrows, joys, labors and passions from which she 
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who had been all the world to him had been cut off so 
early? 

“They did not exist; and he would have felt as com- 
pletely lonely and abandoned as a man in the toils of a 
cruel nightmare if it had not been for this countryside 
where he had been bom and had spent his happy boyish 
years. He knew it well — every slight rise crowned with 
trees amongst the plowed fields, every dell concealing 
a village. The dammed streams made a chain of lakes 
set in the green meadows. Far away to the north the 
great Lithuanian forest faced the sun, no higher than 
a hedge; and to the south, the way to the plains, the vast 
brown spaces of the earth touched the blue sky. 

“And this familiar landscape associated with the days 
without thought and without sorrow, this land the 
charm of which he felt without even loddng at it 
soothed his pain, like the presence of an old friend who 
sits silent and disregarded by one in some dark hour of 
life. 

“One afternoon, it happened that the Pdnce after 
turning his horse’s head for home remarked a low dense 
cloud of dark dust cutting off slantwise a part of the 
view. He reined in on a knoll and peered. There were 
slender gleams of steel here and there in that cloud, and 
it contained moving forms which revealed themselves 
at last as a long line of peasant carts full of soldiers, 
moving slowly in double file under the escort of mounted 
Cossacks. 

“It was like an immense reptile creeping over the 
fields; its head dipped out of sight in a slight hollow and 
its tail went on writhing and growing shorter as though 
the monster were eating its way slowly into the very 
heart of the land. 

“The Prince directed his way through a village lying 
a little off the track. The roa^ide inn with its stable 
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byre, and barn under one enormous thatched roof 
resembled a deformed, hunchbacked, ragged giant, 
sprawling amongst the small huts of the peasants. The 
innkeeper, a portly, dignified Jew, clad in a black satin 
coat reaching down to his heels and girt with a red sash, 
stood at the door stroking his long silvery beard. 

“He watched the Prince approach and bowed gravely 
from the waist, not expecting to be noticed even, since 
it was well known that their young lord had no eyes for 
anything or anybody in his grief. It was quite a shock 
for him when the Prince pulled up and asked: 

“ ‘What^s all this, Yankel?’ 

“ ‘That is, please your Serenity, that is a convoy of 
foot soldiers. They are hurrying down to the south.' 

“He glanced right and left cautiously, but as there 
was no one near but some children playing in the dust 
of the village street, he came up close to the stirrup. 

“ ‘Doesn't your Serenity know? It has begun already 
down there. All the landowners great and small are out 
in arms and even the common people have risen. Only 
yesterday the saddler from Grodfek (it was a tiny market 
town near by) went through here with his two appren- 
tices on his way to join. He left even his cart with me. 
I gave him a guide through our neighborhood. You 
know, your Serenity, our people they travel a lot and 
they see all that's going on, and they know all the roads.’ 

“He tried to keep down his excitement, for the Jew 
Yankel, innkeeper and tenant of all the mills on the 
estate, was a Polish patriot. And in a still lower voice: 

“ T was already a married man when the French and 
all the other nations passed this way with Napoleon. 
Tsel Tsel That was a great harvest for death, nu! Per- 
haps this time God wifi help.’ 

“The Prince nodded. ‘Perhaps’ — and falling into deep 
meditation he let his horse take him home. 
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''That night he wrote a letter, and early in the morn- 
ing sent a mounted express to the post town. During the 
day he came out of his taciturnity, to the great joy of 
the family circle, and conversed with his father of re- 
cent events — ^the revolt in Warsaw, the flight of the 
Grand Duke Constantine, the first slight successes of 
the Polish army (at that time there was a Polish army) ; 
the risings in the provinces. Old Prince John, moved 
and uneasy, speaking from a purely aristocratic point of 
view, mistrusted the popular origins of the movement, 
regretted its democratic tendencies, and did not believe 
in the possibility of success. He was sad, inwardly agi- 
tated. 

" 1 am judging all this calmly. There are secular prin- 
ciples of legitimity and order which have been violated 
in this reckless enterprise for the sake of most subversive 
illusions. Though of course the patriotic impulses of the 
heart. . . .’ 

“Prince Roman had listened in a thoughtful attitude. 
He took advantage of the pause to tell his father quietly 
that he had sent that morning a letter to St. Petersburg 
resigning his commission in the Guards. 

“The old prince remained silent. He thought that he 
ought to have been consulted. His son was also ord- 
nance ofiicer to the Emperor and he knew that the Tsar 
would never forget this appearance of defection in a 
Polish noble. In a discontented tone he pointed out to 
his son that as it was he had an unlimited leave. The 
right thing would have been to keep quiet. They had 
too much tact at Court to recall a man of his name. Or 
at worst some distant mission might have been asked 
for — ^to the Caucasus for instance — away from this un- 
happy struggle which was wrong in principle and there- 
fore destined to fail. 

“‘Presently you shall find yourself without any in- 
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terest in life and with no occupation. And you shall need 
something to occupy you, my poor boy. You have acted 
rashly, I fear.’ 

‘Trince Roman murmured. 

** 1 thought it better.’ 

“His father faltered under his steady gaze. 

“ ‘Well, well — ^perhaps! But as ordnance oflBcer to the 
Emperor and in favor with all the Imperial family. . . .’ 

“ ‘Those people had never been heard of when our 
house was already illustrious,’ the young man let fall 
disdainfully. 

“This was the sort of remark to which the old prince 
was sensible. 

“ ‘Well — perhaps it is better,’ he conceded at last. 

“The father and son parted affectionately for the 
night. The next day Prince Roman seemed to have fallen 
back into the depths of his indifference. He rode out as 
usual. He remembered that the day before he had seen 
a reptile-like convoy of soldiery, bristling with bayonets, 
crawling over the face of that land which was his. The 
woman he loved had been his, too. Death had robbed 
him of her. Her loss had been to him a moral shock. It 
had opened his heart to a greater sorrow, his mind to a 
vaster thought, his eyes to all the past and to the exist- 
ence of another love fraught with pain but as mysteri- 
ously imperative as that lost one to which he had en- 
trusted his happiness. 

“That evening he retired earlier than usual and rang 
for his personal servant. 

“ ‘Go and see if there is light yet in the quarters of the 
Master-of-the-Horse. If he is still up ask him to come 
and speak to me.’ 

“While the servant was absent on this errand the 
Prince tore up hastily some papers, locked the drawers 
of his desk, and hung a medallion, containing the 
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miniature of his wife, round his neck against his breast. 

“The man the Prince was expecting belonged to that 
past which the death of his love had called to life. He 
was of a family of small nobles who for generations had 
been adherents, servants, and friends of the Princes 
S . He remembered the times before the last parti- 

tion and had taken part in the struggles of the last hour. 
He was a typical old Pole of that class, with a great 
capacity for emotion, for blind enthusiasm; with martial 
instincts and simple beliefs; and even with the old-time 
habit of larding his speech with Latin words. And his 
kindly shrewd eyes, his ruddy face, his lofty brow and 
his thick, gray, pendent mustache were also very typical 
of his kind. 

“ ‘Listen, Master Francis,’ the Prince said familiarly 
and without preliminaries. ‘Listen, old friend. I am go- 
ing to vanish from here quietly. I go where something 
louder than my grief and yet something With a voice 
very like it calls me. I confide in you alone. You will say 
what’s necessary when the time comes.’ 

“The old man understood. His extended hands trem- 
bled exceedingly. But as soon as he found his voice he 
thanked God aloud for letting him live long enough to 
see the descendant of the illustrious family in its young- 
est generation give an example coram Gentibus of the 
love of his country and of valor in the field. He doubted 
not of his dear Prince attaining a place in council and 
in war worthy of his high birth; he saw already that in 
fulgore of family glory affulget patride serenitas. At the 
end of the speech he burst into tears and fell into the 
Prince’s arms. 

“The Prince quieted the old man and when he had 
him seated in an armchair and comparatively composed 
he said: 

“ ‘Don’t^ misunderstand me, Master Francis. You 
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know how I loved my wife. A loss like that opens one s 
eyes to unsuspected truths. There is no question here 
of leadership and glory. I mean to go alone and to fight 
obscurely in the ranks. I am going to offer my country 
what is mine to offer, that is my life, as simply as the 
saddler from Grodek who went through yesterday with 
his apprentices.* 

‘The old man cried out at this. That could never be. 
He could not allow it. But he had to give way before 
the arguments and the express will of the Prince. 

“ ‘Ha! If you say that it is a matter of feeling and 
conscience — so be it. But you cannot go utterly alone. 
Alas! that I am too old to be of any use. Cripit verba 
dolor, my dear Prince, at the thought that I am over 
seventy and of no more account in the world than a 
cripple in the church porch. It seems that to sit at home 
and pray to God for the nation and for you is all I am 
fit for. But there is my son, my youngest son, Peter. He 
will make a worthy companion for you. And as it hap- 
pens he*s staying with me here. There has not been for 
ages a Prince S hazarding his life without a com- 

panion of our name to ride by his side. You must have 
by you somebody who knows who you are if only to let 
your parents and your old servant hear what is happen- 
ing to you. And when does your Princely Mightiness 
mean to start?* 

“ ‘In an hour,' said the Prince; and the old man hur- 
ried off to warn his son. 

“Prince Roman took up a candlestick and walked 
quietly along a dark corridor in the silent house. The 
head nurse said afterwards that waking up suddenly she 
saw the Prince looking at his child, one hand shading 
the light from its eyes. He stood and gazed at her for 
some time, and then putting the candlestick on the floor 
bent over the cot and kissed lightly the little girl who 
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did not wake. He went out noiselessly, taking the light 
away with him. She saw his face perfectly well, but she 
could read nothing of his purpose in it. It was pale but 
perfectly calm and after he turned away from the cot he 
never looked back at it once. 

“The only other trusted person, besides the old man 
and his son Peter, was the Jew Yankel. When he asked 
the Prince where precisely he wanted to be guided the 
Prince answered: ‘To the nearest party.' A grandson of 
the Jew, a lanky youth, conducted the two young men 
by little-known paths across woods and morasses, and 
led them in sight of the few fires of a small detachment 
camped in a hollow. Some invisible horses neighed, a 
voice in the dark cried: ‘Who goes there?' . . . and the 
young Jew departed hurriedly, explaining that he 
must make haste home to be in time for keeping the 
Sabbath. 

“Thus humbly and in accord with the simplicity of 
the vision of duty he saw when death had femoved the 
brilliant bandage of happiness from his eyes, did Prince 
Roman bring his offering to his country. Has companion 
made himself known as the son of the Master-of-the- 

Horse to the Princes S and declared him to be a 

relation, a distant cousin from the same parts as himself 
and, as people presumed, of the same name. In truth no 
one inquired much. Two more young men clearly of the 
right sort had joined. Nothing more natural. 

“Prince Roman did not remain long in the south. One 
day while scouting with several others, they were am- 
bushed near the entrance of a village by some Russian 
infantry. The first discharge laid low a good many and 
the rest scattered in all directions. The Russians, too, 
did not stay, being afraid of a return in force. After some 
time, the peasants coming to view the scene extricated 
Prince Roman from under his dead horse. He was un- 
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hurt but his faithful companion had been one of the 
first to fall. The Prince helped the peasants to bury him 
and the other dead. 

“Then alone, not certain where to find the body of 
partisans which was constantly moving about in all di- 
rections, he resolved to try and join the main Polish 
army facing the Russians on the borders of Lithuania. 
Disguised in peasant clothes, in case of meeting some 
marauding Cossacks, he wandered a couple of weeks 
before he came upon a village occupied by a regiment 
of Polish cavalry on outpost duty. 

“On a bench, before a peasant hut of a better sort,, 
sat an elderly ofiicer whom he took for the colonel. The 
Prince approached respectfully, told his story shortly 
and stated his desire to enlist; and when asked his name 
by the officer, who had been looking him over carefully, 
he gave on the spur of the moment the name of his dead 
companion. 

“The elderly officer thought to himself: Here's the 
son of some peasant proprietor of the liberated class* 
He liked his appearance. 

“ ‘And can you read and write, my good fellow?' he 
asked. 

“ ‘Yes, your honor, I can,' said the Prince. 

“ ‘Good. Come along inside the hut; the regimental 
adjutant is there. He will enter your name and adminis- 
ter the oath to you.' 

“The adjutant stared very hard at the newcomer but 
said nothing. When all the forms had been gone through 
and the recruit gone out, he turned to his superior of- 
ficer. 

“ ‘Do you know who that is?' 

“ ‘Who? That Peter? A likely chap.* 

“ ‘That's Prince Roman S 

‘Nonsense.’ 
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“But the adjutant was positive. He had seen the 
Prince several times, about two years before, in the Cas- 
tle in Warsaw. He had even spoken to him once at a 
reception of oflBcers held by the Grand Duke. 

“ ‘He's changed. He seems much older, but I am cer- 
tain of my man. I have a good memory for faces/ 

“The two officers looked at each other in silence. 

“ ‘He's sure to be recognized sooner or later,' mur- 
mured the adjutant. The colonel shrugged his shoulders. 

“ ‘It’s no affair of ours — ^if he has a fancy to serve in 
the ranks. As to being recognized it’s not so likely. All 
our officers and men come from the other end of Po- 
land.' 

“He meditated gravely for a while, then smiled, ‘He 
told me he could read and write. There's nothing to 
prevent me making him a sergeant at the first opportu- 
nity. He's sure to shape all right.’ 

“Prince Roman as a noncommissioned officer sur- 
passed the colonel’s expectations. Before long Sergeant 
Peter became famous for his resourcefulness and cour- 
age. It was not the reckless courage of a desperate man; 
it was a self-possessed, as if conscientious, valor which 
nothing could dismay; a boundless but equable devo- 
tion, unaffected by time, by reverses, by the discourage- 
ment of endless retreats, by the bitterness of waning 
hopes and the horrors of pestilence added to the toils 
and perils of war. It was in this year that the cholera 
made its first appearance in Europe. It devastated the 
camps of both armies, affecting the firmest minds with 
the terror of a mysterious death stalking silently be- 
tween the piled-up arms and around the bivouac fires. 

“A sudden shriek would wake up the harassed sol- 
diers and they would see in the glow of embers one of 
themselves writhe on the ground like a worm trodden 
on by an invisible foot. And before the dawn broke he 
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would be stiff and cold. Parties so visited have been 
known to rise like one man, abandon the fire and run off 
into the night in mute panic. Or a comrade talking to 
you on the march would stammer suddenly in the mid- 
dle of a sentence, roll affrighted eyes, and fall down 
with distorted face and blue lips, breaking the ranks 
with the convulsions of his agony. Men were struck in 
the saddle, on sentry duty, in the firing line, carrying 
orders, serving the guns. I have been told that in a 
battalion forming under fire with perfect steadiness for 
the assault of a village, three cases occurred within five 
minutes at the head of the column; and the attack could 
not be delivered because the leading companies scat- 
tered all over the fields like chaff before the wind. 

‘‘Sergeant Peter, young as he was, had a great in- 
fluence over his men. It was said that the number of 
desertions in the squadron in which he served was less 
than in any other in the whole of that cavalry division. 
Such was supposed to be the compelling example of 
one man’s quiet intrepidity in facing every form of dan- 
ger and terror. 

“However that may be, he was liked and trusted 
generally. When the end came and the remnants of that 
army corps, hard pressed on all sides, were preparing 
to cross the Prussian frontier, Sergeant Peter had enough 
influence to rally round him a score of troopers. He man- 
aged to escape with them at night, from the hemmed-in 
army. He led this band through two hundred miles of 
country covered by numerous Russian detachments and 
ravaged by the cholera. But this was not to avoid cap- 
tivity, to go into hiding and try to save themselves. No. 
He led them into a fortress which was still occupied by 
the Poles, and where the last stand of the vanquished 
revolution was to be made. 

“This looks like mere fanaticism. But fanaticism is 
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human. Man has adored ferocious divinities. There is 
ferocity in every passion, even in love itself. The religion 
of undying hope resembles the mad cult of despair, of 
death, of annihilation. The difference lies in the moral 
motive springing from the secret needs and the unex- 
pressed aspiration of the believers. It is only to vain men 
that all is vanity; and all is deception only to those who 
have never been sincere with themselves. 

“It was in the fortress that my grandfather found him- 
self together with Sergeant Peter. My grandfather was 

a neighbor of the S family in the country but he did 

not know Prince Roman, who however knew his name 
perfectly well. The Prince introduced himself one night 
as they both sat on the ramparts, leaning against a gun 
carriage. 

“The service he wished to ask for was, in case of his 
being killed, to have the intelligence conveyed to his 
parents. 

“They talked in low tones, the other servants of the 
piece lying about near them. My grandfather gave the 
required promise, and then asked frankly — for he was 
greatly interested by the disclosure so unexpectedly 
made: 

“ 'But tell me. Prince, why this request? Have you 
any evil forebodings as to yourself?' 

“ ‘Not in the least; I was thinking of my people. They 
have no idea where I am,' answered Prince Roman. Til 
engage to do as much for you, if you like. It's certain 
that half of us at least shall be killed before the end, so 
there's an even chance of one of us surviving the other.* 

“My grandfather told him where, as he supposed, 
his wife and children were then. From that moment 
till the end of the siege the two were much together. 
On the day of the great assault my grandfather received 
a severe wound. The town was taken. Next day the 
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citadel itself, its hospital full of dead and dying, its 
magazines empty, its defenders having burnt their last 
cartridge, opened its gates. 

“During all the campaign the Prince, exposing his 
person conscientiously on every occasion, had not re- 
ceived a scratch. No one had recognized him or at any 
rate had betrayed his identity. Till then, as long as he 
did his duty, it had mattered nothing who he was. 

“Now, however, the position was changed. As ex- 
guardsman and as late ordnance oflScer to the Emperor, 
this rebel ran a serious risk of being given special at- 
tention in the shape of a firing squad at ten paces. For 
more than a month he remained lost in the miserable 
crowd of prisoners packed in the casemates of the cita- 
del, with just enough food to keep body and soul to- 
gether but otherwise allowed to die from wounds, priva- 
tion, and disease at the rate of forty or so a day. 

"The position of the fortress being central, new par- 
ties, captured in the open in the course of a thorough 
pacification, were being sent in frequently. Amongst 
such newcomers there happened to be a young man, a 
personal friend of the Prince from his school days. He 
recognized him, and in the extremity of his dismay cried 
aloud: ‘My God! Roman, you here!' 

“It is said that years of life embittered by remorse 
paid for this momentary lack of self-control. All this 
happened in the main quadrangle of the citadel. The 
warning gesture of the Prince came too late. An officer 
of the gendarmes on guard had heard the exclamation. 
The incident appeared to him worth inquiring into. The 
investigation which followed was not very arduous be- 
cause the Prince, asked categorically for his real name, 
owned up at once. 

“The intelligence of the Prince S being found 

amongst the prisoners was sent to St. Petersburg. His 
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parents were already there living in sorrow, incertitude, 
and apprehension. The capital of the Empire was the 
safest place to reside in for a noble whose son had dis- 
appeared so mysteriously from home in a time of re- 
bellion. The old people had not heard from him, or of 
him, for months. They took care not to contradict the 
rumors of suicide from despair circulating in the great 
world, which remembered the interesting love-match, 
the charming and frank happiness brought to an end 
by death. But they hoped secretly that their son sur- 
vived, and that he had been able to cross the frontier 
with that part of the army which had surrendered to the 
Prussians. 

''The news of his captivity was a crushing blow. Di- 
rectly, nothing could be done for him. But the greatness 
of their name, of their position, their wide relations and 
connections in the highest spheres, enabled his parents 
to act indirectly and they moved heaven and earth, as 
the saying is, to save their son from the ‘consequences 
of his madness,’ as poor Prince John did not hesitate to 
express himself. Great personages were approached 
by society leaders, high dignitaries were interviewed, 
powerful officials were induced to take an interest in 
that affair. The help of every possible secret influence 
was enlisted. Some private secretaries got heavy bribes. 
The mistress of a certain senator obtained a large sum 
of money. 

"But, as I have said, in such a glaring case no direct 
appeal could be made and no open steps taken. All that 
could be done was to incline by private representation 
the mind of the President of the Military Commission 
to the side of clemency. He ended by being impressed 
by the hints and suggestions, some of them from very 
high quarters, which he received from St. Petersburg. 
And, after all, the gratitude of such great nobles as the 
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Princes S was something worth having from a 

worldly point of view. He was a good Russian but he 
was also a good-natured man. Moreover, the hate of 
Poles was not at that time a cardinal article of patriotic 
creed as it became some thirty years later. He felt well 
disposed at first sight towards that young man, bronzed, 
thin-faced, worn out by months of hard campaigning, 
the hardships of the siege and the rigors of captivity. 

“The Commission was composed of three ofiicers. 
It sat in the citadel in a bare vaulted room behind a long 
black table. Some clerks occupied the two ends, and 
besides the gendarmes who brought in the Prince there 
was no one else there. 

‘Within those four sinister walls shutting out from 
him all the sights and sounds of liberty, all hopes of the 
future, all consoling illusions — alone in the face of his 
enemies erected for judges, who can tell how much love 
of life there was in Prince Roman? How much remained 
in that sense of duty, revealed to him in sorrow? How 
much of his awakened love for his native country? That 
country which demands to be loved as no other country 
has ever been loved, with the mournful affection one 
bears to the unforgotten dead and with the unextin- 
guishable fire of a hopeless passion which only a living, 
breathing, warm ideal can kindle in our breasts for our 
pride, for our weariness, for our exultation, for our un- 
doing. 

“There is something monstrous in the thought of such 
an exaction till it stands before us embodied in the 
shape of a fidelity without fear and without reproach. 
Nearing the supreme moment of his life the Prince could 
only have had the feeling that it was about to end. He 
answered the questions put to him clearly, concisely — 
with the most profound indifference. After all those 
tense months of action, to talk was a weariness to him. 
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But he concealed it, lest his foes should suspect in his 
manner the apathy of discouragement or the numbness 
of a crushed spirit. The details of his conduct could have 
no importance one way or another; with his thoughts 
these men had nothing to do. He preserved a scrupu- 
lously courteous tone. He had refused the permission 
to sit down. 

‘What happened at this preliminary examination is 
only known from the presiding officer. Pursuing the 
only possible course in that glaringly bad case he tried 
from the first to bring to the Prince’s mind the line of 
defense he wished him to take. He absolutely framed 
his questions so as to put the right answers in the cul- 
prit’s mouth, going so far as to suggest the very words: 
how, distracted by excessive grief after his young wife’s 
death, rendered irresponsible for his conduct by his 
despair, in a moment of blind recklessness, without 
realizing the highly reprehensible nature of the act, nor 
yet its danger and its dishonor, he went off to join the 
nearest rebels on a sudden impulse. And that now, peni- 
tently. . . . 

“But Prince Roman was silent. The military judges 
looked at him hopefully. In silence he reached for a pen 
and wrote on a sheet of paper he found under his hand: 
1 joined the national rising from conviction.’ 

“He pushed the paper across the table. The president 
took it up, showed it in turn to his two colleagues sitting 
to the right and left, then looking fixedly at Prince 
Roman let it fall from his hand. And the silence re- 
mained unbroken till he spoke to the gendarmes order- 
ing them to remove the prisoner. 

“Such was the written testimony of Prince Roman in 
the supreme moment of his life. I have heard that the 

Princes of the S family, in all its branches, adopted 

the last two words: ‘From conviction’ for the device un- 
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der the armorial bearings of their house. I don t know 
whether the report is true. My uncle could not tell me. 
He remarked only, that naturally, it was not to be seen 
on Prince Romans own seal. 

“He was condemned for life to Siberian mines. Em- 
peror Nicholas, who always took personal cognizance 
of all sentences on Polish nobility, wrote with his own 
hand in the margin: The authorities are severely 
warned to take care that this convict walks in chains 
like any other criminal every step of the way.* 

“It was a sentence of deferred death. Very few sur- 
vived entombment in these mines for more than three 
years. Yet as he was reported as still alive at the end of 
that time he was allowed, on a petition of his parents 
and by way of exceptional grace, to serve as common 
soldier in the Caucasus. All communication with him 
was forbidden. He had no civil rights. For all practical 
purposes except that of sufiFering he was a dead man. 
The little child he had been so careful not to wake up 
when he kissed her in her cot, inherited all the fortune 
after Prince John’s death. Her existence saved those 
immense estates from confiscation. 

“It was twenty-five years before Prince Roman, stone 
deaf, his health broken, was permitted to return to 
Poland. His daughter married splendidly to a Polish- 
Austrian grand seigneur and, moving in the cosmopoli- 
tan sphere of the highest European aristocracy, hved 
mostly abroad in Nice and Vienna. He, settling down 
on one of her estates, not the one with the palatial 
residence but another where there was a modest little 
house, saw very little of her. 

"But Prince Roman did not shut himself up as if his 
work were done. There was hardly anything done in 
the private and public life of the neighborhood, in 



PRINCE ROMAN 83 

which Prince Roman's advice and assistance were not 
called upon, and never in vain. It was well said that his 
days did not belong to himself but to his fellow citizens. 
And especially he was the particular friend of all re- 
turned exiles, helping them with purse and advice, 
arranging their aflFairs and finding them means of liveli- 
hood. 

‘1 heard from my uncle many tales of his devoted 
activity, in which he was always guided by a simple 
wisdom, a high sense of honor, and the most scrupulous 
conception of private and public probity. He remains 
a living figure for me because of that meeting in a 
billiard room, when, in my anxiety to hear about a par- 
ticularly wolfish wolf, I came in momentary contact 
with a man who was pre-eminently a man amongst all 
men capable of feeling deeply, of believing steadily, of 
loving ardently. 

‘1 remember to this day the grasp of Prince Roman's 
bony, wrinkled hand closing on my small inky paw, and 
my uncle's half-serious, half-amused way of looking 
down at his trespassing nephew. 

“They moved on and forgot that little boy. But I did 
not move; I gazed after them, not so much disappointed 
as disconcerted by this prince so utterly unlike a prince 
in a fairy tale. They moved very slowly across the room. 
Before reaching the other door the Prince stopped, and 
I heard him — I seem to hear him now — saying: T wish 
you would write to Vienna about filling up that post. 
He's a most deserving fellow — and your recommenda- 
tion would be decisive.' 

“My uncle's face turned to him expressed genuine 
wonder. It said as plainly as any speech could say: 
What better recommendation than a father's can be 
needed? The Prince was quick at reading expressions. 
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Again he spoke with the toneless accent of a man who 
has not heard his own voice for years, for whom the 
soundless world is like an abode of silent shades, 

‘‘And to this day I remember the very words; ‘I 
ask you because, you see, my daughter and my son-in- 
law don’t believe me to be a good judge of men. They 
think that I let myself be guided too much by mere 
sentiment.* ** 



The Warrior^s Soul 


T he old ofiicer with long white mustaches gave 
rein to his indignation. 

‘Is it possible that you youngsters should have no 
more sense than that! Some of you had better wipe 
the milk off your upper lip before you start to pass 
judgment on the few poor stragglers of a generation 
which has done and suffered not a little in its time.” 

His hearers having expressed much compunction the 
ancient warrior became appeased. But he was not si- 
lenced. 

‘1 am one of them — one of the straggler!, I mean,” 
he went on patiently. “And what did we do? What have 
we achieved? He — ^the great Napoleon — ^started upon 
us to emulate the Macedonian Alexander, with a ruck 
of nations at his back. We opposed empty spaces to 
French impetuosity, then we offered them an intermi- 
nable battle so that their army went at last to sleep in 
its positions lying down on the heaps of its own dead. 
Then came the wall of fire in Moscow. It toppled down 
on them. 

“Then began the long rout of the Grand Army. I have 
seen it stream on, like the doomed flight of haggard, 
spectral sinners across the innermost frozen circle of 
Dante s Inferno, ever widening before their despairing 
syes. 

“They who escaped must have had their souls doubly 
85 



86 POLAND AND THE PAST 

riveted inside their bodies to carry them out of Russia 
through that frost fit to split rocks. But to say that it was 
our fault that a single one of them got away is mere 
ignorance. Why! Our own men suffered nearly to the 
limit of their strength. Their Russian strength! 

“Of course our spirit was not broken; and then our 
cause was good — ^it was holy. But that did not temper 
the wind much to men and horses. 

“The flesh is weak. Good or evil purpose, Humanity 
has to pay the price. Why! In that very fight for that 
little village of which I have been telling you we were 
fighting for the shelter of those old houses as much as 
victory. And with the French it was the same. 

“It wasn’t for the sake of glory, or for the sake of 
strategy. The French knew that they would have to 
retreat before morning and we knew perfectly well that 
they would go. As far as the war was concerned there 
was nothing to fight about. Yet our infantiy and theirs 
fought like wildcats, or like heroes if you like that 
better, amongst the houses — ^hot work enough — while 
the supports out in the open stood freezing in a tem- 
pestuous north wind which drove the snow on earth and 
the great masses of clouds in the sky at a terrific pace. 
The very air was inexpressibly somber by contrast with 
the white earth. I have never seen God’s creation look 
more sinister than on that day. 

“We, the cavalry (we were only a handful), had not 
much to do except turn our backs to the wind and re- 
ceive some stray French round shot. This, I may tell 
you, was the last of the French guns and it was the last 
time they had their artillery in position. Those guns 
never went away from there either. We found them 
abandoned next morning. But that afternoon they were 
keeping up an infernal fire on our attacking column; the 
furious wind carried away the smoke and even the noise 
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but we could see the constant flicker of the tongues of 
fire along the French front. Then a driving flurry of 
snow would hide everything except the dark red flashes 
in the white swirl. 

f “At intervals when the line cleared we could see away 
across the plain to the right a somber column moving 
endlessly; the great rout of the Grand Army creeping 
on and on all the time while the fight on our left went 
on with a great din and fury. The cruel whirlwind of 
snow swept over that scene of death and desolation. 
And then the wind fell as suddenly as it had arisen in 
the morning. 

“Presently we got orders to charge the retreating col- 
umn; I don’t know why unless they wanted to prevent 
\ us from getting frozen in our saddles by giving us some- 
thing to do. We changed front half right and got into 
motion at a walk to take that distant dark line in flank. 
It might have been half-past two in the afternoon. 

“You must know that so far in this csnnpaign my 
regiment had never been on the main line of Napoleon’s 
advance. All these months since the invasion the army 
we belonged to had been wrestling with Oudinot in the 
north. We had only come down lately, driving him be- 
fore us to the Beresina. 

“This was the first occasion, then, that I and my com- 
^ rades had a close view of Napoleon’s Grand Army. It 
was an amazing and terrible sight. I had heard of it from 
others; I had seen the stragglers from it: small bands 
of marauders, parties of prisoners in the distance. But 
this was the very column itself! A crawling, stumbling, 
starved, half-demented mob. It issued from the forest a 
mile away and its head was lost in the murk of the fields. 
We rode into it at a trot, which was the most we could get 
^ out of our horses, and we stuck in that human mass as if 
in a moving bog. There was no resistance. I heard a few 
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shots, half a dozen perhaps. Their very senses seemed 
frozen within them. I had time for a good look while 
riding at the head of my squadron. Well, I assure you, 
there were men walking on the outer edge so lost to 
everything but their misery that they never turned their 
heads to look at our charge. Soldiers! 

“My horse pushed over one of them with his chest. 
The poor wretch had a dragoon's blue cloak, all torn 
and scorched, hanging from his shoulders and he didn't 
even put his hand out to snatch at my bridle and save 
himself. He just went down. Our troopers were point- 
ing and slashing; well, and of course at first I myself 
. . . What would you have! An enemy is an enemy. Yet 
a sort of sickening awe crept into my heart. There was 
no tumult — only a low deep murmur dwelt over them 
interspersed with louder cries and groans while that 
mob kept on pushing and surging past us, sightless and 
without feeling. A smell of scorched rags and festering 
wounds hung in the air. My horse staggered in the 
eddies of swaying men. But it was like cutting down 
galvanized corpses that didn't care. Invaders! Yes . . . 
God was already dealing with them. 

“I touched my horse with the spurs to get clear. There 
was a sudden rush and a sort of angry moan when our 
second squadron got into them on our right. My horse 
plunged and somebody got hold of my leg. As I had no 
mind to get pulled out of the saddle I gave a back- 
handed slash without looking. I heard a cry and my leg 
was let go suddenly. 

“Just then I caught sight of the subaltern of my troop 
at some little distance from me. His name was Tomas- 
sov. That multitude of resurrected bodies with glassy 
eyes was seething round his horse as if blind, growling 
crazily. He was sitting erect in his saddle, not looking 
down at them and sheathing his sword deliberately. 
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“This Tomassov, well, he had a beard. Of course we 
all had beards then. Circumstances, lack of leisure, want 
of razors, too. No, seriously, we were a wild-looking lot 
in those unforgotten days which so many, so very many 
of us did not survive. You know our losses were awful, 
too. Yes, we looked wild. Des Russes sauvages — ^what! 

“So he had a beard — ^this Tomassov I mean; but he 
did not look sauvage. He was the youngest of us all. And 
that meant real youth. At a distance he passed muster 
fairly well, what with the grime and the particular 
stamp of that campaign on our faces. But directly you 
were near enough to have a good look into his eyes, that 
was where his lack of age showed, though he was not 
exactly a boy. 

“Those same eyes were blue, something like the blue 
of autumn skies, dreamy and gay, too — ^innocent, be- 
lieving eyes. A topknot of fair hair decorated his brow 
like a gold diadem in what one would call normal times. 

“You may think I am talking of him as if he were the 
hero of a novel. Why, that's nothing to what the ad- 
jutant discovered about him. He discovered that he had 
a lover s lips' — ^whatever that may be. If the adjutant 
meant a nice mouth, why, it was nice enough, but of 
course it was intended for a sneer. That adjutant of ours 
was not a very delicate fellow. ‘Look at those lover's 
^lips,' he would exclaim in a loud tone while Tomassov 
was talking. 

“Tomassov didn't quite like that sort of thing. But to 
a certain extent he had laid himself open to banter by 
the lasting character of his impressions which were con- 
nected with the passion of love and, perhaps, were not 
of such a rare kind as he seemed to think them. What 
made his comrades tolerant of his rhapsodies was the 
fact that they were connected with France, with Paris! 

“You of the present generation, you cannot conceive 



90 POLAND AND THE PAST 

how much prestige there was then in those names for 
the whole world. Paris was the center of wonder for all 
human beings gifted with imagination. There we were, 
the majority of us young and well connected, but not 
long out of our hereditary nests in the provinces; simple 
servants of God; mere rustics, if I may say so. So we 
were only too ready to listen to the tales of France from 
our comrade Tomassov. He had been attached to our 
mission in Paris the year before the war. High protec- 
tions very likely— or maybe sheer luck. 

‘1 don’t think he could have been a very useful mem- 
ber of the mission because of his youth and complete 
inexperience. And apparently all his time in Paris was 
his own. The use he made of it was to fall in love, to re- 
main in that state, to cultivate it, to exist only for it in a 
manner of speaking. 

“Thus it was something more than a mere memory 
that he had brought with him from France. Memory 
is a fugitive thing. It can be falsified, it can be effaced, 
it can be even doubted. Why) I myself come to doubt 
sometimes that I, too, have been in Paris in my turn. 
And the long road there with battles for its stages would 
appear still more incredible if it were not for a certain 
musket ball which I have been carrying about my per- 
son ever since a little cavalry affair which happened in 
Silesia at the very beginning of the Leipzig campaign. 

“Passages of love, however, are more impressive per- 
haps than passages of danger. You don’t go affronting 
love in troops as it were. They are rarer, more personal 
and more intimate. And remember that with Tomassov 
all that was very fresh yet. He had not been home from 
France three months when the war began. 

“His heart, his mind were full of that experience. He 
was really awed by it, and he was simple enough to let 
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it appear in his speeches. He considered himself a sort of 
privileged person, not because a woman had looked at 
him with favor, but simply because, how shall I say it, 
he had had the wonderful illumination of his worship- 
for her, as if it were heaven itself that had done this for 
him. 

*‘Oh yes, he was very simple. A nice youngster, yet 
no fool; and with that, utterly inexperienced, unsuspi- 
cious, and unthinking. You will find one like that here 
and there in the provinces. He had some poetry in him 
too. It could only be natural, something quite his own, 
not acquired. I suppose Father Adam had some poetry 
in him of that natural sort. For the rest un Russe 
sauvage as the French sometimes call us, but not of that 
kind which, they maintain, eats tallow candle for a 
delicacy. As to the woman, the French woman, well, 
though I have also been in France with a hundred 
thousand Russians, 1 have never seen her. Very likely 
she was not in Paris then. And in any case hers were not 
the doors that would fly open before simple fellows of 
my sort, you understand. Gilded salons were never in 
my way. I could not tell you how she lodced, which is. 
strange considering that I was, if I may say so, Tomas- 
sov’s special confidant. 

‘‘He very soon got shy of talking before the others. 

I suppose the usual campfire comments jarred his fine 
feelings. But I was left to him and truly I had to sub- 
mit. You can't very well expect a youngster in Tomas- 
sovs state to hold his tongue altogether; and I — I 
suppose you will hardly believe me — I am by nature a 
rather silent sort of person. 

“Very likely my silence appeared to him sympathetic. 
All the month of September our regiment, quartered 
in villages, had come in for an easy time. It was then 
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that I heard most of that — ^you can’t call it a story. The 
story I have in my mind is not in that. Outpourings, let 
us call them. 

‘T would sit quite content to hold my peace, a whole 
hour perhaps, while Tomassov talked with exaltation. 
And when he was done I would still hold my peace. 
And then there would be produced a solemn eflEect of 
silence which, I imagine, pleased Tomassov in a way. 

'‘She was of course not a woman in her first youth. 
A widow, maybe. At any rate I never heard Tomassov 
mention her husband. She had a salon, something very 
distinguished; a social center in which she queened it 
with great splendor. 

“Somehow, I fancy her court was composed mostly 
of men. But Tomassov, I must say, kept such details 
out of his discourses wonderfully well. Upon my word 
I don’t know whether her hair was dark or fair, her eyes 
brown or blue; what was her stature, her features, or her 
complexion. His love soared above mere physical im- 
pressions. He never described her to me in set terms; 
but he was ready to swear that in her presence every- 
body’s thoughts and feelings were bound to circle round 
her. She was that sort of woman. Most wonderful con- 
versations on all sorts of subjects went on in her salon: 
but through them all there flowed unheard like a mys- 
terious strain of music the assertion, the power, the 
tyranny of sheer beauty. So apparently the woman was 
beautiful. She detached all diese talking people from 
their life interests, and even from their vanities. She 
was a secret delight and a secret trouble. All the men 
when they looked at her fell to brooding as if struck by 
the thought that their lives had been wasted. She was 
the very joy and shudder of felicity and she brought 
only sadness and torment to the hearts of men. 

“In short, she must have been an extraordinary woman. 
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or else Tomassov was an extraordinary young fel- 
low to feel in that way and to talk like this about her. 
I told you the fellow had a lot of poetry in him and ob- 
served that all this sounded true enough. It would be 
just about the sorcery a woman very much out of the 
common would exercise, you know. Poets do get close 
to truth somehow — there is no denying that. 

‘There is no poetry in my composition, I know, but 
I have my share of common shrewdness, and I have no 
doubt that the lady was kind to the youngster, once he 
did find his way inside her salon. His getting in is the 
real marvel. However, he did get in, the innocent, 
and he found himself in distinguished company there, 
amongst men of considerable position. And you know 
what that means: thick waists, bald heads, teeth that 
are not — as some satirist puts it. Imagine amongst them 
a nice boy, fresh and simple, like an apple just off the 
tree; a modest, good-looking, impression^le, adoring 
young barbarian. My word! What a change! What a 
relief for jaded feelings! And with that, having in his 
nature that dose of poetry which saves even a simpleton 
from being a fool. 

“He became an artlessly, unconditionally devoted 
slave. He was rewarded by being smiled on and in time 
admitted to the intimacy of the house. It may be that 
the unsophisticated young barbarian amused the ex- 
quisite lady. Perhaps — since he didn’t feed on tallow 
candles — he satisfied some need of tenderness in the 
woman. You know, there are many kinds of tenderness 
highly civilized women are capable of. Women with 
heads and imagination, I mean, and no temperament to 
speak of, you understand. But who is going to fathom 
their needs or their fancies? Most of the time they them- 
selves don’t know much about their innermost moods, 
and blunder out of one into another, sometimes with 
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catastrophic results. And then who is more surprised than 
they? However, Tomassov s case was in its nature quite 
idyllic. The fashionable world was amused. His devotion 
made for him a kind of social success. But he didn’t care. 
There was his one divinity, and there was the shrine 
where he was permitted to go in and out without regard 
for official reception hours. 

“He took advantage of that privilege freely. Well, he 
had no official duties, you know. The Military Mission 
was supposed to be more complimentary than anything 
else, the head of it being a personal friend of our Em- 
peror Alexander; and he, too, was laying himself out for 
successes in fashionable life exclusively — as it seemed. 
As it seemed. 

“One afternoon Tomassov called on the mistress of his 
thoughts earlier than usual. She was not alone. There 
was a man with her, not one of the thick-waisted, bald- 
headed personages, but a somebody all the same, a 
man over thirty, a French oflScer who to some extent was 
also a privileged intimate, Tomassov was not jealous of 
him. Such a sentiment would have appeared presumptu- 
ous to the simple fellow. 

“On the contrary he admired that ofl&cer. You have 
no idea of the French military men’s prestige in those 
days, even with us Russian soldiers who had managed 
to face them perhaps better than the rest. Victory had 
marked them on the forehead — ^it seemed forever. They 
would have been more human if they had not been 
conscious of it; but they were good comrades and had a 
5ort of brotherly feeling for all who bore arms, even if 
it was against Aem. 

“And this was quite a superior example, an oflBcer of 
the major-generals staflF, and a man of the best society 
besides. He was powerfully built, and thoroughly 
masculine, though he was as carefully groomed as a 
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of the world. His forehead, white as alabaster, con- 
trasted impressively with the healthy color of his face. 

“I don't know whether he was jealous of Tomassov, 
but I suspect that he might have been a little annoyed 
at him as at a sort of walking absurdity of the senti- 
mental order. But these men of the world are impene- 
trable, and outwardly he condescended to recognize 
Tomassov's existence even more distinctly than was 
strictly necessary. Once or twice he had ofiFered him 
some useful worldly advice with perfect tact and deli- 
cacy. Tomassov was completely conquered by that 
evidence of kindness under the cold polish of the best 
society. 

‘‘Tomassov, introduced into the petit salon, found 
these two exquisite people sitting on a sofa together 
and had the feeling of having interrupted some special 
conversation. They looked at him strangely, he thought; 
but he was not given to understand that he had in- 
truded. After a time the lady said to the officer — ^his 
name was De Castel — ^*1 wish you would take the 
trouble to ascertain the exact truth as to that rumor.' 

“ ‘It s much more than a mere rumor,' remarked the 
officer. But he got up submissively and went out. The 
lady turned to Tomassov and said: ‘You may stay with 
me.' 

“This express command made him supremely happy, 
though as a matter of fact he had had no idea of going. 

“She regarded him with her kindly glances, which 
made something glow and expand within his chest. 
It was a delicious feeling, even though it did cut one's 
breath short now and then. Ecstatically he drank in the 
sound of her tranquil, seductive talk full of innocent 
gaiety and of spiritual quietude. His passion appeared 
to him to flame up and envelop her in blue fiery tongues 
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posed in the center like a big white rose. . . . 

“H m, good this. He told me many other things like 
that. But this is the one I remember. He himself remem- 
bered everything because these were the last memories 
of that woman. He was seeing her for the last time 
though he did not know it then. 

"M. De Castel returned, breaking into that atmos- 
phere of enchantment Tomassov had been drinking in 
even to complete unconsciousness of the external world. 
Tomassov could not help being struck by the distinction 
of his movements, the ease of his manner, his superiority 
to all the other men he knew, and he sufiFered from it. It 
occurred to him that these two brilliant beings on the 
sofa were made for each other. 

"De Castel sitting down by the side of the lady mur- 
mured to her discreetly, ‘There is not the slightest doubt 
that it’s true,’ and they both turned their eyes to Tomas- 
sov. Roused thoroughly from his enchantment he be- 
came self-conscious; a feeling of shyness came over him. 
He sat smiling faintly at them. 

"The lady without taking her eyes oiff the blushing 
Tomassov said with a dreamy gravity quite unusual to 
her; 

" T should like to know that your generosity can be 
supreme — ^without a flaw. Love at its highest should be 
the origin of every perfection.’ 

"Tomassov opened his eyes wide with admiration at 
this, as though her lips had been dropping real pearls. 
The sentiment, however, was not uttered for the primi- 
tive Russian youth but for the exquisitely accomplished 
man of the world, De Castel. 

"Tomassov could not see the effect it produced be- 
cause the French o£Bcer lowered his head and sat there 



THE WARRIOR'S SOUL 97 

contemplating his admirably polished boots. The lady 
whispered in a sympathetic tone: 

“ TTou have scruples?* 

‘'De Castel, without looking up, murmured; It could 
be turned into a nice point of honor.* 

'‘She said vivaciously: That surely is artificial. I am 
all for natural feelings. I believe in nothing else. But 
perhaps your conscience. . . .* 

“He interrupted her: ‘Not at all. My conscience is not 
childish. The fate of those people is of no military im- 
portance to us. What can it matter? The fortune of 
France is invincible.* 

“ ‘Well then . . . ,* she uttered, meaningly, and rose 
from the couch. The French officer stood up, too. To- 
massov hastened to follow their example. He was pained 
by his state of utter mental darkness. While he was 
raising the lady*s white hand to his lips he heard the 
French officer say with marked emphasis; 

“ ‘If he has the soul of a warrior ( at that time, you 
know, people really talked in that way), if he has the 
soul of a warrior he ought to fall at your feet in grati- 
tude.* 

“Tomassov felt himself plunged into even dens(?r 
darkness than before. He followed the French officer 
out of the room and out of the house; for he had a 
notion that this was expected of him. 

“It was getting dusk, the weather was very bad, and 
the street was quite deserted. The Frenchman lingered 
in it strangely. And Tomassov lingered, too, without 
impatience. He was never in a hurry to get away from 
the house in which she lived. And besides, something 
wonderful had happened to him. The hand he had rev- 
erently raised by the tips of its fingers had been pressed 
against his lips. He had received a secret favorl He was 
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almost frightened. The world had reeled — ^and it had 
hardly steadied itself yet. De Castel stopped short at the 
corner of the quiet street. 

" 1 don’t care to be seen too much with you in the 
lighted thoroughfares, M. Tomassov,’ he said in a 
strangely grim tone. 

“Why?’ asked the young man, too startled to be 
oflFended. 

“ ‘From prudence,’ answered the other curtly. ‘So we 
will have to part here; but before we part I’ll disclose 
to you something of which you will see at once the im- 
portance.’ 

“This, please note, was an evening in late March of 
the year 1812. For a long time already there had been 
talk of a growing coolness between Russia and France. 
The word war was being whispered in drawing rooms 
louder and louder, and at last was heard in oflScial 
circles. Thereupon the Parisian police discovered that 
our military envoy had corrupted some clerks at the 
Ministry of War and had obtained from them some very 
important confidential documents. The wretched men 
(there were two of them) had confessed their crime and 
were to be shot that night. Tomorrow all the town 
would be talking of the afiFair. But the worst was that the 
Emperor Napoleon was furiously angry at the discovery, 
and had made up his mind to have the Russian envoy 
arrested. 

“Such was De CasteFs disclosure; and though he had 
spoken in low tones Tomassov was stunned as by a great 
crash. 

“ ‘Arrested,’ he murmured, desolately. 

“ ‘Yes, and kept as a state prisoner — ^with everybody 
belonging to him. . . 

“The French oflBcer seized Tomassov s arm above the 
elbow and pressed it hard. 
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“ ‘And kept in France/ he repeated into Tomassov s 
very ear, and then letting him go stepped back a space 
and remained silent. 

“ ‘And it’s you, you, who are telling me this!' cried 
Tomassov in an extremity of gratitude that was hardly 
greater than his admiration for the generosity of his 
future foe. Could a brother have done for him morel 
He sought to seize the hand of the French officer, but 
the latter remained wrapped up closely in his cloak. 
Possibly in the dark he had not noticed the attempt. 
He moved back a bit and in his self-possessed voice of 
a man of the world, as though he were speaking across 
a card table or something of the sort, he called Tomas- 
sov’s attention to the fact that if he meant to make use 
of the warning the moments were precious. 

“‘Indeed they are,’ agreed the awed Tomassov. 
‘Good-by then. I have no word of thanks to equal your 
generosity; but if ever I have an opportunity, I swear 
it, you may command my life. . . 

“But the Frenchman retreated, had already vanished 
in the dark lonely street. Tomassov was alone, and then 
he did not waste any of the precious minutes of that 
night. 

“See how people’s mere gossip and idle talk pass into 
history. In all the memoirs of the time if you read them 
you will find it stated that our envoy had a warning 
from some highly placed woman who was in love with 
him. Of course it s known that he had successes with 
women, and in the highest spheres, too, but the truth 
is that the person who warned him was no other than 
our simple Tomassov — an altogether different sort of 
lover from himself. 

“This then is the secret of our Emperor’s representa- 
tive’s escape from arrest. He and all his official house- 
hold got out of France all right — as history records. 
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“And amongst that household there was our Tomas- 
sov of course. He had, in the words of the French officer, 
the soul of a warrior. And what more desolate prospect 
for a man with such a soul than to be imprisoned on the 
eve of war; to be cut oif from his country in danger, 
from his military family, from his duty, from honor, and 
— ^well — ^from glory, too. 

“Tomassov used to shudder at the mere thought of 
the moral torture he had escaped; and he nursed in his 
heart a boundless gratitude to the two people who had 
saved him from that cruel ordeal. They were wonderful! 
For him love and friendship were but two aspects of 
exalted perfection. He had found these fine examples of 
it and he vowed them indeed a sort of cult. It aflFected 
his attitude towards Frenchmen in general, great patriot 
as he was. He was naturally indignant at the invasion of 
his country, but this indignation had no personal ani- 
mosity in it. His was fundamentally a fine nature. He 
grieved at the appalling amount of human suffering he 
saw around him. Yes, he was full of compassion for all 
forms of mankind s misery in a manly way. 

“Less fine natures than his own did not understand 
this very well. In the regiment they had nicknamed him 
the Humane Tomassov. 

“He didn’t take offense at it. There is nothing incom- 
patible between humanity and a warrior’s soul. People 
without compassion are the civilians, government offi- 
cials, merchants and such like. As to the ferocious talk 
one hears from a lot of decent people in war time — well, 
the tongue is an unruly member at best, and when there 
is some excitement going on there is no curbing its furi- 
ous activity. 

“So I had not been very surprised to see our Tomas- 
sov sheathe deliberately his sword right in the middle 
of that charge, you may say. As we rode away after it he 



was very silent. He was not a chatterer as a rule, but it 
was evident that this close view of the Grand Army had 
afiFected him deeply, like some sight not of this earth. 
I had always been a pretty tough individual myself — 
well, even I . . . and there was that fellow with a lot 
of poetry in his nature! You may imagine what he made 
of it to himself. We rode side by side without opening 
our lips. It was simply beyond words. 

“We established our bivouac along the edge of the 
forest so as to get some shelter for our horses. However, 
the boisterous north wind had dropped as quickly as it 
had sprung up, and the great winter stillness lay on the 
land from the Baltic to the Black Sea. One could almost 
feel its cold, lifeless immensity reaching up to the stars. 

“Our men had lighted several fires for their ojSicers 
and had cleared the snow around them. We had big 
logs of wood for seats; it was a very tolerable bivouac 
upon the whole, even without the exultation of victory. 
We were to feel that later, but at present we were op- 
pressed by our stern and arduous task. 

“There were thiee of us round my fire. The third one 
was that adjutant. He was perhaps a well-meaning chap 
but not so nice as he might have been had he been less 
rough in manner and less crude in his perceptions. He 
would reason about people’s conduct as though a man 
were as simple a figure as, say, two sticks laid across 
each other; whereas a man is much more like the sea 
whose movements are too complicated to explain, and 
whose depths may bring up God only knows what at 
any moment. 

“We talked a little about that charge. Not much. That 
sort of thing does not lend itself to conversation. Tomas- 
sov muttered a few words about a mere butchery. I had 
nothing to say. As I told you I had very soon let my 
sword hang idle at my wrist. That starving mob had not 



even tried to defend itself. Just a few shots. We had two 
men wounded. Two! . . . and we had charged the 
main column of Napoleon’s Grand Army. 

"Tomassov muttered wearily: ‘What was the good of 
it?’ I did not wish to argue, so I only just mumbled: 
‘Ah, well!’ But the adjutant struck in unpleasantly: 

“ Why, it warmed the men a bit. It has made me 
warm. That’s a good enough reason. But our Tomassov 
is so humane! And besides he has been in love with a 
French woman, and thick as thieves with a lot of 
Frenchmen, so he is sorry for them. Never mind, my 
boy, we are on the Paris road now and you shall soon see 
her!’ This was one of his usual, as we believed them, 
foolish speeches. None of us but believed that the 
getting to Paris would be a matter of years — of years. 
And lo! less than eighteen months afterwards I was 
rooked of a lot of money in a gambling hell in the Palais 
Boyal. 

“Truth, being often the most senseless thing in the 
world, is sometimes revealed to fools. I don’t think that 
adjutant of ours believed in his own words. He just 
wanted to tease Tomassov from habit. Purely from habit. 
We of course said nothing, and so he took his head in 
his hands and fell into a doze as he sat on a log in front 
of the fire. 

“Our cavalry was on the extreme right wing of the 
army, and I must confess that we guarded it very badly. 
We had lost all sense of insecurity by this time; but still 
we did keep up a pretense of doing it in a way. Pres- 
ently a trooper rode up leading a horse and Tomassov 
mounted stilBy and went off on a round of the outposts. 
Of the perfectly useless outposts. 

“The night was still, except for the crackling of the 
fires. The raging wind had lifted far above the earth 
and not the faintest breath of it could be heard. Only 
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the full moon swam out with a rush into the sky and 
suddenly hung high and motionless overhead. I remem- 
ber raising my hairy face to it for a moment. Then, I 
truly believe, I dozed off, too, bent double on my log 
with my head towards the fierce blaze. 

“You know what an impermanent thing such slumber 
is. One moment you drop into an abyss and the next you 
are back in the world that you would think too deep for 
any noise but the trumpet of the Last Judgment. And 
then off you go again. Your very soul seems to slip down 
into a bottomless black pit. Then up once more into a 
startled consciousness. A mere plaything of cruel sleep 
one is, then. Tormented both ways. 

“However, when my orderly appeared before me, re- 
peating: ‘Won’t your Honor be pleased to eat? . . . 
Won’t your Honor be pleased to eat? . . .’ I managed 
to keep my hold of it — I mean that gaping conscious- 
ness. He was offering me a sooty pot containing some 
grain boiled in water with a pinch of salt, A wooden 
.spoon was stuck in it. 

“At that time these were the only rations we were 
getting regularly. Mere chicken food, confound it! But 
the Russian soldier is wonderful. Well, my fellow waited 
till I had feasted and then went away carrying off the 
empty pot. 

“1 was no longer sleepy. Indeed, I had become awake 
with an exaggerated mental consciousness of existence 
extending beyond my immediate surroundings. Those 
are but exceptional moments with mankind, I am glad 
to say. 1 had the intimate sensation of the earth in all 
its enormous expanse wrapped in snow, with nothing 
showing on it but trees with their straight stalklike 
trunks and their funeral verdure; and in this aspect of 
general mourning I seemed to hear the sighs of mankind 
falling to die in the midst of a nature without life. They 
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were Frenchmen. We didn’t hate them; they did not 
hate US; we had existed far apart — and suddenly they 
had come rolling in with arms in their hands, without 
fear of God, carrying with them other nations, and all to 
perish together in a long, long trail of frozen corpses. 
I had an actual vision of that trail: a pathetic multitude 
of small dark mounds stretching away under the moon- 
light in a clear, still, and pitiless atmosphere — a sort of 
horrible peace. 

‘‘But what other peace could there be for them? What 
else did they deserve? I don’t know by what connection 
of emotions there came into my head the thought that 
the earth was a pagan planet and not a fit abode for 
Christian virtues. 

“You may be surprised that I should remember all 
this so well. What is a passing emotion or half-formed 
thought to last in so many years of a man’s changing, 
inconsequential life? But what has fixed the emotion 
of that evening in my recollection so that the slightest 
shadows remain indelible was an event of strange final- 
ity, an event not likely to be forgotten in a lifetime — as 
you shall see. 

“I don’t suppose I had been entertaining those 
thoughts more than five minutes when something in- 
duced me to look over my shoulder. I can’t think it was 
a noise; the snow deadened all the sounds. Something 
it must have been, some sort of signal reaching my con- 
sciousness. Anyway, I turned my head, and there was 
the event approaching me, not that I knew it or had the 
slightest premonition. All I saw in the distance were two 
figures approaching in the moonlight. One of them was 
our Tomassov. The dark mass behind him which moved 
across my sight were the horses which his orderly was 
leading away. Tomassov was a very familiar appear- 
ance, in long boots, a tall figure ending in a pointed 
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hood. But by his side advanced another figure. I mis- 
trusted my eyes at first. It was amazing! It had a shining 
crested helmet on its head and was muffled up in a 
while cloak. The cloak was not as white as snow. Noth- 
ing in the world is. It was white more like mist, with an 
aspect that was ghostly and martial to an extraordinary 
degree. It was as if Tomassov had got hold of the God 
of War himself. I could see at once that he was leading 
this resplendent vision by the arm. Then I saw that he 
was holding it up. While I stared and stared, they crept 
on — for indeed they were creeping — and at last they 
crept into the light of our bivouac fire and passed be- 
yond the log I was sitting on. The blaze played on the 
helmet. It was extremely battered and the frostbitten 
face, full of sores, under it was framed in bits of mangy 
fur. No God of War this, but a French officer. The great 
white cuirassier s cloak was torn, burnt full of holes. His 
feet were wrapped up in old sheepskins over remnants 
of boots. They looked monstrous and he tottered on 
them, sustained by Tomassov who lowered him most 
carefully onto the log on which I sat. 

“My amazement knew no bounds. 

“ ‘You have brought in a prisoner,’ I said to Tomassov, 
as if I could not believe my eyes. 

“You must understand that unless they surrendered 
in large bodies we made no prisoners. What would have 
been the good? Our Cossacks either killed the stragglers 
or else let them alone, just as it happened. It came really 
to the same thing in the end. 

“Tomassov turned to me with a very ti oubled look. 

“ ‘He sprang up from the ground somewhere as I was 
leaving the outpost,’ he said. ‘I believe he was making 
for it, for he walked blindly into my horse. He got hold 
of my leg and of course none of our chaps dared touch 
him then.’ 
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" ‘He had a narrow escape/ I said. 

“‘He didn't appreciate it/ said Tomassov, looking 
even more troubled than before. ‘He came along hold- 
ing to my stirrup leather. That's what made me so late. 
He told me he was a staflF officer; and then talking in a 
voice such, I suppose, as the damned alone use, a croak- 
ing of rage and pain, he said he had a favor to beg of 
me. A supreme favor. Did I understand him, he asked 
in a sort of fiendish whisper? 

“ ‘Of course I told him that I did. I said: Oui, je vous 
comprends* 

“ ‘Then,' said he, ‘do it. Now! At once — in the pity of 
your heart.' 

“Tomassov ceased and stared queerly at me above the 
head of the prisoner. 

“I said, ‘What did he mean?' 

“ ‘That's what I asked him,' answered Tomassov in 
a dazed tone, ‘and he said that he wanted me to do him 
the favor to blow his brains out. As a fellow soldier,' he 
said. *As a man of feeling — as — as a humane man.' 

“The prisoner sat between us like an awful gashed 
mummy as to the face, a martial scarecrow, a grotesque 
horror of rags and dirt, with awful living eyes, full of 
vitality, full of unquenchable fire, in a body of horrible 
affliction, a skeleton at the feast of glory. And suddenly 
those shining unextinguishable eyes of his became fixed 
upon Tomassov. He, poor fellow, fascinated, returned 
the ghastly stare of a suflFering soul in that mere husk of 
a man. The prisoner croaked at him in French. 

“ ‘I recognize, you know. You are her Russian young- 
ster. You were very grateful. I call on you to pay the 
debt. Pay it, I say, with one liberating shot. You are a 
man of honor. I have not even a broken saber. All my 
being recoils from my own degradation. You know me/ 

“Tomassov said nothing. 



1 riE. vvAKKiUK a auui^ iU/ 

‘Haven’t you got the soul of a warrior?’ the French- 
man asked in an angry whisper, but with something of 
a mocking intention in it. 

“ ‘I don’t know,’ said poor Tomassov. 

'What a look of contempt that scarecrow gave him 
out of his unquenchable eyes. He seemed to live only 
by the force of infuriated and impotent despair. Sud- 
denly he gave a gasp and fell forward writhing in the 
agony of cramp in all his limbs; a not unusual effect of 
the heat of a campfire. It resembled the application of 
some horrible torture. But he tiied to fight against the 
pain at first. He only moaned low while we bent over 
him so as to prevent him rolling into the fire, and mut- 
tered feverishly at intervals: *Tuez moi, tuez moi . . 
till, vanquished by the pain, he screamed in agony, time 
after time, each cry bursting out through his compressed 
lips. 

“The adjutant woke up on the other side of the fire 
and started swearing awfully at the beastly row that 
Frenchman was making. 

“ ‘What’s this? More of your infernal humanity, To- 
massov?’ he yelled at us. Why don’t you have him 
thrown out of this to the devil on the snow?’ 

“As we paid no attention to his shouts, he got up, 
cursing shockingly, and went away to another fire. Pres- 
ently the French officer became easier. We propped him 
up against the log and sat silent on each side of him till 
the bugles started their call at the first break of day. The 
big flame, kept up all through the night, paled on the 
livid sheet of snow, while the frozen air all round rang 
with the brazen notes of cavalry trumpets. The French- 
man’s eyes, fixed in a glassy stare, which for a moment 
made us hope that he had died quietly sitting there be- 
tween us two, stirred slowly to right and left, looking at 
each of our faces in turn. Tomassov and I exchanged 
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glances of dismay. Then De Castels voice, unexpected 
in its renewed strength and ghastly self-possession, 
made us shudder inwardly. 

“ ‘Bon/our, Messieurs* 

'‘His chin dropped on his breast. Tomassov addressed 
me in Russian. 

“ Tt is he. the man himself . . .’ I nodded and To- 
massov went on in a tone of anguish: 'Yes, he! Brilliant, 
accomplished, envied by men, loved by that woman — 
this horror — this miserable thing that cannot die. Look 
at his eyes. It’s terrible.’ 

"I did not look, but I understood what Tomassov 
meant. We could do nothing for him. This avenging 
winter of fate held both the fugitives and the pursuers 
in its iron grip. Compassion was but a vain word before 
that unrelenting destiny. I tried to say something about 
a convoy being no doubt collected in the village — but 
I faltered at the mute glance Tomassov gave me. We 
knew what those convoys were like: appalling mobs 
of hopeless wretches driven on by the butts of Cossacks’ 
lances, back to the frozen inferno, with their faces set 
away from their homes. 

“Our two squadrons had been formed along the edge 
of the forest. The minutes of anguish were passing. The 
Frenchman suddenly struggled to his feet. We helped 
him almost without knowing what we were doing. 

“ 'Come,’ he said, in measured tones. ‘This is the mo- 
ment.’ He paused for a long time, then with the same 
distinctness went on: 'On my word of honor, all faith 
is dead in me.* 

“His voice lost suddenly its self-possession. After 
waiting a little while he added in a murmur: ‘And even 
my courage. . . . Upon my honor.’ 

“Another long pause ensued before, with a great 



eflFort, he whispered hoarsely: ‘Isn’t this enough to move 
a heart of stone? Am I to go on my knees to you?’ 

“Again a deep silence fell upon the three of us. Then 
the French officer flung his last word of anger at Tomas- 
sov. 

“ 'Milksop!’ 

“Not a feature of the poor fellow moved. I made up 
my mind to go and fetch a couple of our troopers to lead 
that miserable prisoner away to the village. There was 
nothing else for it. I had not moved six paces towards 
the group of horses and orderlies in front of our squad- 
ron when . . . but you have guessed it. Of course. And 
I, too, I guessed it, for I give you my word that the re- 
port of Tomassov’s pistol was the most insignificant 
thing imaginable. The snow certainly does absorb sound. 
It was a mere feeble pop. Of the orderlies holding our 
horses I don’t think one turned his head round. 

“Yes. Tomassov had done it. Destiny had led that De 
Castel to the man who could understand him perfectly. 
But it was poor Tomassov’s lot to be the predestined 
victim. You know what the world’s justice and man- 
kind s judgment are like. They fell heavily on him with 
a sort of inverted hypocrisy. Why! That brute of an ad- 
jutant, himself, was the first to set going horrified allu- 
sions to the shooting of a prisoner in cold blood! Tomas- 
sov was not dismissed from the service of course. But 
after the siege of Danzig he asked for permission to 
resign from the army, and went away to bury himself in 
the depths of his province, where a vague story of some 
dark deed clung to him for years. 

“Yes. He had done it. And what was it? One warrior’s 
soul paying its debt a hundredfold to another warrior’s 
soul by releasing it from a fate worse than death — ^the 
loss of all faith and courage. You may look on it in that 



way. I don't know. And perhaps poor Tomassov did not 
know himself. But I was the first to approach that ap- 
palling dark group on the snow: the Frenchman ex- 
tended rigidly on his back, Tomassov kneeling on one 
knee rather nearer to the feet than to the Frenchman's 
head. He had taken his cap off and his hair shone like 
gold in the light drift of flakes that had begun to fall. 
He was stooping over the dead in a tenderly contempla- 
tive attitude. And his young, ingenuous face, with 
lowered eyelids, expressed no grief, no sternness, no 
horror — but was set in the repose of a profound, as if 
endless and endlessly silent, meditation.” 
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. But the Dwarf answered: No, something human is 
dearer to me than the wealth of all the world/^ 

— Grimm*s Tales [on the title-page of Youthi 

Far as the mariner on highest mast 
Can sec all around upon the calmed vast, 

So wide was Neptune’s hall. . . . 

— Keats [on tlie title-page ol Typhoon] 

— D’autres fois, calme plat, grand miroir 
De mon dcsespoir. 

— Baudelaire [epigraph to The Shadow Line] 

The sea . . . had never put itself out to startle the silent mar 
who seldom looked up, and wandered innocently over tht 
waters with the only visible purpose of getting food, raiment, 
and house-room for three people ashore. Diity weather he had 
known, of course . . . But he had never been given a glimpse 
of immeasurable strength and immoderate wrath, the wrath that 
passes exhausted but never appeased — the wrath and fury of 
the passionate sea. . . . Captain MaeWhirr had sailed over the 
surface of the oceans as some men go skimming over the years 
of existence to sink gently into a placid grave, ignorant of life 
to the last, without ever having been made to see all it may 
contain of perfidy, of violence, and of terror. There are on sea 
and on land such men thus fortunate — or tlius disdained by 
destiny or by the sea. 


— Conrad: Typhoon 
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Conrad was naturalized as a British subject on August 19, 
1886. By that act he acknowledged his lifelong admiration 
of England and her history. He had already spent eight years 
in the British Merchant Service, and he was to spend another 
seven years chiefly on English ships before ending his sea- 
man’s career in 1894. Western Europe had attracted him 
from early youth, when his native Poland was the occupied 
country of the German-Austrian-Russian Partition. Like other 
Slavic “Westernizers” in that era of division between East 
and West, Conrad s people had looked toward France and 
England for their political and cultural alliances. France had 
drawn Conrad himself in his first days of youthful adventure, 
but it was England and her sea tradition that had held the 
stronger attraction to a maritime apprentice. He knew her 
language and books from boyhood. “I had read the whole of 
Shakespeare by 1880,” he once said; and it was his father s 
translations of Shakespeare that had helped him know Eng- 
lish literature, authors as different as Dickens and Mill be- 
coming his companions in early days at school and sea. The 
idea that Conrad might, but for an accident of fortune, have 
turned to French as a literary language when he began to 
write, was a view he took frequent pains to correct. “The im- 
pression of my having exercised a choice between the two 
languages, French and English, both foreign to me, has got 
abroad somehow,” he wrote in A Personal Record. “That 
impression is erroneous. ... I have a strange and over- 
powering feeling that [English] had always been an inherent 
part of myself. English was for me neither a matter of choice 
nor adoption. The merest idea of choice had never entered 
my head. And as to adoption — ^well, yes, there was adoption; 
but it was I who was adopted by the genius of the language, 
which, directly I came out of the stammering stage, made me 
112 
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its own so completely that its very idioms, I truly believe, 
had a direct action on my temperament and fashioned my 
still plastic character.” In 1918 he wrote to Hugh Walpole: 
“When I wrote the first words of Almayers Folly, I had been 
already for years and years thinking in English. . . . And 
there are also other considerations: such as the sheer appeal 
of the language, my quickly awakened love for its prose ca- 
dences, a subtle and unforeseen accord of my emotional na- 
ture with its genius. . . . You may take it from me that if I 
had not known English I wouldn^t have written a line for 
print, in my life.” England, moreover, in that age of her 
great political and economic ascendancy, represented to Con- 
rad the stability and security — ‘‘the sanity and method” — of 
Western life, and her Merchant Marine, then supreme in 
prestige, confirmed her appeal to a child of lost causes, a par- 
titioned homeland, and a family disintegrated by sacrifices 
and heroic martyrdom. If any tiling further was needed to 
bring Conrad to England it was the fiasco of his adventure in 
France in the years 1874-78, when the disruption of his for- 
tunes in Marseilles, his unhappy love affair there, and the 
wound he received in a duel with the American J. M. K. 
Blunt (events later employed in The Arrow of Gold) caused 
his uncle Tadeusz Bobrowski to hasten from Kiev with the 
idea of rescuing his nephew and bringing him back home. 
Conrad recovered; he got a job on an English freighter, the 
Mavis, plying the Mediterranean with coal and linseed car- 
goes; he landed on English soil for the first time on June 18, 
1878. The course of his future life was fixed. Seventeen years 
later his first novel was published in London. On March 24, 
1896 he married an English wife. Except for several conti- 
nental vacation trips, a visit to Poland in 1914, and a voyage 
to America in 1923, he never left England again. He lies 
buried at Canterbury. 

Yet inevitably Conrad knew and loved England as a for- 
eigner, and he never wholly lost his foreignness. In spite of 
his mastery of English, he spoke the tongue with a strong ac- 
cent until he died. His very mastery of the language, advanc- 
ing from early richness and exoticism to later idiomatic ease 
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and spareness, never lost the conscious dignity of an acquired 
speech. His devotion to British traditions and institutions also 
retained an idealizing reverence which Britons of less con- 
vinced allegiance — Wells, Norman Douglas, D. H. Lawrence^ 
and E. M. Forster, as well as Irishmen like George Moore 
and Liam OTlaherty — found exaggerated and romantically 
excessive. Perhaps Conrad s secret and deepest loyalties lay 
in another quarter, and, like the shipwrecked Pole Yanko in 
‘*Amy Foster,'* it was for another home that he kept his in- 
most longing. 

“Youth” was written in 1898 and gave its name to a vol- 
ume of three tales in 1902. “Amy Foster” was written in June 
1901 and was collected in a volume headed by “Typhoon” in 
1903. Typhoon, written in the winter of 1900-01, was pub- 
lished as a separate volume in 1902. 



Youth 


T his could have occurred nowhere but in England, 
where men and sea interpenetrate, so to speak — 
the sea entering into the life of most men, and the men 
knowing something or everything about the sea, in the 
way of amusement, of travel, or of breadwinning. 

We were sitting round a mahogany table that re- 
flected the bottle, the claret glasses, and our faces as we 
leaned on our elbows. There was a director of com- 
panies, an accountant, a lawyer, Marlow, and myself. 
The director had been a Conway boy, the accountant 
had served four years at sea, the lawyer — a, fine crusted 
Tory, High Churchman, the best of old fellows, the soul 
of honor — ^had been chief ofiicer in the P, & O. service 
in the good old days when mailboats were square-rigged 
at least on two masts, and used to come down the China 
Sea before a fair monsoon with stun sails set alow and 
aloft. We all began life in the merchant service. Be- 
tween the five of us there was the strong bond of the 
sea, and also the fellowship of the craft, which no 
amount of enthusiasm for yachting, cruising, and so on 
can give, since one is only the amusement of fife and 
the other is life itself. 

Marlow (at least I think that is how he spelt his 
name) told the story, or rather the chronicle, of a voy- 
age: 

‘‘Yes, I have seen a little of the Eastern seas; but 
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what I remember best is my first voyage there. You 
fellows know there are those voyages that seem ordered 
for the illustration of life, that might stand for a symbol 
of existence. You fight, work, sweat, nearly Idll yourself, 
sometimes do kill yourself, trying to accomplish some- 
thing — and you can’t. Not from any fault of yours. You 
simply can do nothing, neither great nor little — ^not a 
thing in the world — not even marry an old maid, or get 
a wretched 600 -ton cargo of coal to its port of destina- 
tion. 

“It was altogether a memorable aflFair. It was my first 
voyage to the East, and my first voyage as second mate; 
it was also my skipper s first command. You’ll admit it 
was time. He was sixty if a day; a little man, with a 
broad, not very straight back, with bowed shoulders and 
one leg more bandy than the other, he had that queer 
twisted-about appearance you see so often in men who 
work in the fields. He had a nutcracker face — chin and 
nose trying to come together over a sunken mouth — and 
it was framed in iron-gray fluffy hair, that looked like a 
chinstrap of cotton-wool sprinkled with coaldust. And 
he had blue eyes in that old face of his, which were 
amazingly like a boy’s, with that candid expression some 
quite common men preserve to the end of their days by 
a rare internal gift of simplicity of heart and rectitude 
of soul. What induced him to accept me was a wonder. 
I had come out of a crack Australian clipper, where I 
had been third officer, and he seemed to have a preju- 
dice against crack clippers as aristocratic and high- 
toned. He said to me, ‘You know, in this ship you will 
have to work.’ I said I had to work in every ship I had 
ever been in. ‘Ah, but this is different, and you gentle- 
men out of them big ships; . . . but there! I dare say 
you will do. Join tomorrow.' 

“I joined tomorrow. It was twenty-two years ago; and 



I was just twenty. How time passes! It was one of the 
happiest days of my life. Fancy! Second mate for the 
first time — a really responsible oflBcer! I wouldn’t have 
thrown up my new billet for a fortune. The mate looked 
me over carefully. He was also an old chap, but of an- 
other stamp. He had a Roman nose, a snow-white, long 
beard, and his name was Mahon, but he insisted that 
it should be pronounced Mann. He was well connected; 
yet there was something wrong with his luck, and he 
had never got on. 

‘*As to the captain, he had been for years in coasters, 
then in the Mediterranean, and last in the West Indian 
trade. He had never been round the Capes. He could 
just write a kind of sketchy hand, and didn’t care for 
writing at all. Both were thorough good seamen of 
course, and between those two old chaps I felt like a 
small boy between two grandfathers. 

“The ship also was old. Her name was the Judea. 
Queer name, isn’t it? She belonged to a man Wilmer, 
Wilcox — some name like that; but he has been bankrupt 
and dead these twenty years or more, and his name 
don’t matter. She had been laid up in Shadwell basin 
for ever so long. You may imagine her state. She was all 
rust, dust, grime — soot aloft, dirt on deck. To me it was 
like coming out of a palace into a ruined cottage. She 
was about 400 tons, had a primitive windlass, wooden 
latches to the doors, not a bit of brass about her, and a 
big square stern. There was on it, below her name in big 
letters, a lot of scrollwork, with the gilt off, and some 
sort of a coat of arms, with the motto ‘Do or Die’ under- 
neath. I remember it took my fancy immensely. There 
was a touch of romance in it, something that made me 
love the old thing — something that appealed to my 
youth! 

“We left London in ballast — sand ballast — ^to load a 
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cargo of coal in a northern port for Bangkok, Bangkok! 
I thrilled. I had been six years at sea, but had only seen 
Melbourne and Sydney, very good places, charming 
places in their way — ^but Bangkok! 

“We worked out of the Thames under canvas, with 
a North Sea pilot on board. His name was Jermyn, and 
he dodged all day long about the galley drying his hand- 
kerchief before the stove. Apparently he never slept. 
He was a dismal man, with a perpetual tear sparkling 
at the end of his nose, who either had been in trouble, 
or was in trouble, or expected to be in trouble— couldn't 
be happy unless something went wrong. He mistrusted 
my youth, my common sense, and my seamanship, and 
made a point of showing it in a hundred little ways. I 
dare say he was right. It seems to me I knew very little 
then, and I know not much more now; but I cherish a 
hate for that Jermyn to this day. 

“We were a week working up as far as Yarmouth 
Roads, and then we got into a gale — ^the famous Octo- 
ber gale of twenty-two years ago. It was wind, lightning, 
sleet, snow, and a terrific sea. We were flying light, and 
you may imagine how bad it was when I tell you we had 
smashed bulwarks and a flooded deck. On the second 
night she shifted her ballast into the lee bow, and by 
that time we had been blown off somewhere on the 
Dogger Bank. There was nothing for it but go below 
with shovels and try to right her, and there we were in 
that vast hold, gloomy like a cavern, the tallow dips 
stuck and flickering on the beams, the gale howling 
above, the ship tossing about like mad on her side; there 
we all were, Jermyn, the captain, everyone, hardly able 
to keep our feet, engaged on that gravedigger's work, 
and trying to toss shovelfuls of wet sand up to wind- 
ward. At every tumble of the ship you could see vaguely 
in the dim light men falling down with a great flourish 
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of shovels. One of the ship’s boys (we had two), im- 
pressed by the weirdness of the scene, wept as if his 
heart would break. We could hear him blubbering 
somewhere in the shadows. 

“On the third day the gale died out, and by and by a 
^orth-country tug picked us up. We took sixteen days 
in all to get from London to the Tyne! When we got 
into dock we had lost our turn for loading, and they 
hauled us ofF to a pier where we remained for a month, 
Mrs. Beard (the captains name was Beard) came from 
Colchester to see the old man. She lived on board. The 
crew of runners had left, and there remained only the 
oflBcers, one boy and the steward, a mulatto who an- 
swered to the name of Abraham. Mrs. Beard was an old 
woman, with a face all wrinkled and ruddy like a winter 
apple, and the figure of a young girl. She caught sight 
of me once, sewing on a button, and insisted on having 
my shirts to repair. This was something different from 
the captains’ wives I had known on board crack clippers. 
When I brought her the shirts, she said: ‘And the socks? 
They want mending, I am sure, and John's — Captain 
Beard’s — things are all in order now. I would be glad 
of something to do.’ Bless the old woman. She over- 
hauled my outfit for me, and meantime I read for the 
first time Sartor Resartus and Burnaby’s Ride to Khiva. 
I didn't understand much of the first then; but I remem- 
ber I preferred the soldier to the philosopher at the 
time; a preference which life has only confirmed. One 
was a man, and the other was either more — or less. 
However, they are both dead and Mrs. Beard is dead, 
and youth, strength, genius, thoughts, achievements, 
simple hearts — all dies. ... No matter. 

“They loaded us at last. We shipped a crew. Eight 
able seamen and two boys. We hauled off one evening 
to the buoys at the dock gates, ready to go out, and with 
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a fair prospect of beginning the voyage next day. Mrs. 
Beard was to start for home by a late train. When the 
ship was fast we went to tea. We sat rather silent 
through the meal — Mahon, the old couple, and I. I fin- 
ished first, and slipped away for a smoke, my cabin 
being in a deckhouse just against the poop. It was high 
water, blowing fresh with a drizzle; the double dock 
gates were opened, and the steam colliers were going in 
and out in the darkness with their lights burning bright, 
a great plashing of propellers, rattling of winches, and 
a lot of hailing on the pierheads. I watched the proces- 
sion of headlights gliding high and of green lights glid- 
ing low in the night, when suddenly a red gleam flashed 
at me, vanished, came into view again, and remained. 
The fore end of a steamer loomed up close. I shouted 
down the cabin, 'Come up, quick!’ and then heard a 
startled voice saying afar in the dark, 'Stop her, sir.’ A 
bell jingled. Another voice cried warningly, 'We are 
going right into that bark, sir.’ The answer to this was a 
gruff 'All right,’ and the next thing was a heavy crash as 
the steamer struck a glancing blow with the bluff of her 
bow about our forerigging. There was a moment of con- 
fusion, yelling, and running about. Steam roared. Then 
somebody was heard saying, ‘All clear, sir.’ . . . 'Are 
you all right?’ asked the gruff voice. I had jumped for- 
ward to see the damage, and hailed back, T think so.’ 
‘Easy astern,’ said the gruff voice. A bell jingled. ‘What 
steamer is that?’ screamed Mahon. By that time she was 
no more to us than a bulky shadow maneuvering a little 
way off. They shouted at us some name — a woman’s 
name, Miranda or Melissa — or some such thing. 'This 
means another month in this beastly hole,’ said Mahon 
to me, as we peered with lamps about the splintered 
bulwarks and broken braces. 'But where’s the captain?’ 

“We had not heard or seen anything of him all that 



YOUTH 121 

time. We went aft to look. A doleful voice arose hail- 
ing somewhere in the middle of the dock, * Judea ahoy!’ 

. . . How the devil did he get there? . . . ‘Hallo!’ we 
shouted. ‘I am adrift in our boat without oars,' he cried. 
A belated water-man offered his services, and Mahon 
struck a bargain with him for a half crown to tow our 
skipper alongside; but it was Mrs. Beard that came up 
the ladder first. They had been floating about the dock 
in that mizzly cold rain for nearly an hour. I was never 
so surprised in my life. 

“It appears that when he heard my shout ‘Come up’ 
he understood at once what was the matter, caught up 
his wife, ran on deck, and across, and down into our 
boat, which was fast to the ladder. Not bad for a sixty- 
year-old. Just imagine that old fellow saving heroically 
in his arms that old woman — the woman of his life. He 
set her down on a thwart, and was ready to climb back 
on board when the painter came adrift somehow, and 
away they went together. Of course in the confusion we 
did not hear him shouting. He looked abashed. She said 
cheerfully, T suppose it does not matter my losing the 
train now?’ ‘No, Jenny — ^you go below and get warm,’ 
he growled. Then to us: ‘A sailor has no business with 
a wife — I say. There I was, out of the ship. Well, no 
harm done this time. Let’s go and look at what that foo) 
of a steamer smashed.’ 

“It wasn’t much, but it delayed us three weeks. At the 
end of that time, the captain being engaged with his 
agents, I carried Mrs. Beard’s bag to the railway station 
and put her all comfy into a third-class carriage. She 
lowered the window to say, ‘You are a good young man. 
If you see John — Captain Beard — without his muffler 
at night, just remind him from me to keep his throat 
well wrapped up.’ ‘Certainly, Mrs. Beard,’ I said. ‘You 
are a good young man; I noticed how attentive you are 
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to John — ^to Captain The train pulled out sud- 

denly; I took my cap oflF to the old woman: I never saw 
her again. . . . Pass the bottle. 

“We went to sea next day. When we made that start 
for Bangkok we had been already three months out of 
London. We had expected to be a fortnight or so — at 
the outside. 

'It was January, and the weather was beautiful — ^the 
beautiful sunny winter weather that has more charm 
than in the summertime, because it is unexpected, and 
crisp, and you know it wont, it can't, last long. It s like 
a windfall, like a godsend, like an unexpected piece of 
luck. 

'Tt lasted all down the North Sea, all down Channel; 
and it lasted till we were three hundred miles or so to 
the westward of the Lizards; then the wind went round 
to the sou west and began to pipe up. In two days it 
blew a gale. The Judea, hove to, wallowed on the Atlan- 
tic like an old candle-box. It blew day after day; it blew 
with spite, without interval, without mercy, without 
rest. The world was nothing but an immensity of great 
foaming waves rushing at us, under a sky low enough to 
touch with the hand and dirty like a smoked ceiling. In 
the stormy space surrounding us there was as much 
flying spray as air. Day after day and night after night 
there was nothing round the ship but the howl of the 
wind, the tumult of the sea, the noise of water pouring 
over her deck. There was no rest for her and no rest for 
us. She tossed, she pitched, she stood on her head, she % 
sat on her tail, she rolled, she groaned, and we had to 
hold on while on deck and cling to our bunks when be- 
low, in a constant effort of body and worry of mind. 

"One night Mahon spoke through the small window 
of my berth. It opened right into my very bed, and I 
was lying there sleepless, in my boots, feeling as though 
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I had not slept for years, and could not if I tried. He 
said excitedly: 

‘‘ 'You got the sounding rod in here, Marlow? I can’t 
get the pumps to suck. By God! It’s no child’s play.’ 

"I gave him the sounding rod and lay down again, 
trying to think of various things — ^but I thought only of 
the pumps. When I came on deck they were still at it, 
and my watch relieved at the pumps. By the light of 
the lantern brought on deck to examine the sounding 
rod I caught a glimpse of their weary, serious faces. We 
pumped all the four hours. We pumped all night, all 
day, all the week — ^watch and watch. She was working 
herself loose, and leaked badly — ^not enough to drown 
us at once, but enough to kill us with the work at the 
pumps. And while we pumped the ship was going from 
us piecemeal: the bulwarks went, the stanchions were 
torn out, the ventilators smashed, the cabin door burst 
in. There was not a dry spot in the ship. She was being 
gutted bit by bit. The longboat changed, as if by magic, 
into matchwood where she stood in her gripes. I had 
lashed her myself, and was rather proud of my handi- 
work, which had withstood so long the malice of the sea. 
And we pumped. And there was no break in the 
weather. The sea was white like a sheet of foam, like a 
caldron of boiling milk; there was not a break in the 
clouds, no — ^not the size of a man’s hand — ^no, not for 
so much as ten seconds. There was for us no sky, there 
were for us no stars, no sun, no universe — ^nothing but 
angry clouds and an infuriated sea. We pumped watch 
and watch, for dear life; and it seemed to last for 
months, for years, for all eternity, as though we had 
been dead and gone to a hell for sailors. We forgot the 
day of the week, the name of the month, what year it 
was, and whether we had ever been ashore. The sails 
blew away, she lay broadside on under a weather cloth. 
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the ocean poured over her, and we did not care. We 
turned those handles, and had the eyes of idiots. As 
soon as we had crawled on deck I used to take a round 
turn with a rope about the men, the pumps, and the 
mainmast, and we turned, we turned incessantly, with 
the water to our waists, to our necks, over our heads. It 
was all one. We had forgotten how it felt to be dry. 

'"And there was somewhere in me the thought: By 
Jove! This is the deuce of an adventure — ^something you 
read about; and it is my first voyage as second mate — 
and I am only twenty — and here I am lasting it out as 
well as any of these men, and keeping my chaps up to 
the mark. I was pleased. I would not have given up the 
experience for worlds. I had moments of exultation. 
Whenever the old dismantled craft pitched heavily with 
her counter high in the air, she seemed to me to throw 
up, like an appeal, like a defiance, like a cry to the 
clouds without mercy, the words written on her stern: 
'Judea, London. Do or Die." 

‘*0 youth! The strength of it, the faith of it, the 
imagination of it! To me she was not an old rattletrap 
carting about the world a lot of coal for a freight — to me 
she was the endeavor, the test, the trial of life. I think 
of her with pleasure, with affection, with regret — as you 
would think of someone dead you have loved. I shall 
never forget her. . . . Pass the bottle. 

“One night when tied to the mast, as I explained, we 
were pumping on, deafened with the wind, and without 
spirit enough in us to wish ourselves dead, a heavy sea 
crashed aboard and swept clean over us. As soon as I 
got my breath I shouted, as in duty bound, ‘Keep on, 
boys!' when suddenly I felt something hard floating on 
deck strike the calf of my leg. I made a grab at it and 
missed. It was so dark we could not see each other's 
faces within a foot — ^you understand. 
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“After that thump the ship kept quiet for a while, 
and the thing, whatever it was, struck my leg again. 
This time I caught it — and it was a saucepan. At first, 
being stupid with fatigue and thinking of nothing but 
the pumps, I did not understand what I had in my hand. 
Suddenly it dawned upon me, and I shouted, ‘Boys, the 
house on deck is gone. Leave this, and let’s look for the 
cook.’ 

“There was a deckhouse forward, which contained 
the galley, the cook’s berth, and the quarters of the 
crew. As we had expected for days to see it swept away, 
the hands had been ordered to sleep in the cabin — ^the 
only safe place in the ship. The steward, Abraham, how- 
ever, persisted in clinging to his berth, stupidly, like a 
mule — from sheer fright I believe, like an animal that 
won’t leave a stable falling in an earthquake. So we 
went to look for him. It was chancing death, since once 
out of our lashings we were as exposed as if on a raft. 
But we went. The house was shattered as if a shell had 
exploded inside. Most of it had gone overboard — ^stove, 
men’s quarters, and their property, all was gone; but 
two posts, holding a portion of the bulkhead to which 
Abraham’s bunk was attached, remained as if by a mira- 
cle. We groped in the ruins and came upon this, and 
there he was, sitting in his bunk, surrounded by foam 
and wreckage, jabbering cheerfully to himself. He was 
out of his mind; completely and forever mad, with this 
sudden shock coming upon the fag-end of his endur- 
ance. We snatched him up, lugged him aft, and pitched 
him headfirst down the cabin companion. You under- 
stand there was no time to carry him down with infinite 
precautions and wait to see how he got on. Those below 
would pick him up at the bottom of the stairs all right. 
We were in a hurry to go back to the pumps. That busi- 
ness could not wait. A bad leak is an inhuman thing. 
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“One would think that the sole purpose of that fiend- 
ish gale had been to make a lunatic of that poor devil of 
a mulatto. It eased before morning, and next day the 
sky cleared, and as the sea went down the leak took up. 
When it came to bending a fresh set of sails the crew 
demanded to put back — and really there was nothing 
else to do. Boats gone, decks swept clean, cabin gutted, 
men without a stitch but what they stood in, stores 
spoiled, ship strained. We put her head for home, and — 
would you believe it? The wind came east right in our 
teeth. It blew fresh, it blew continuously. We had to 
beat up every inch of the way, but she did not leak so 
badly, the water keeping comparatively smooth. Two 
hours' pumping in every four is no joke — ^but it kept her 
afloat as far as Falmouth. 

“The good people there live on casualties of the sea, 
and no doubt were glad to see us. A hungry crowd of 
shipwrights sharpened their chisels at the sight of that 
carcass of a ship. And, by Jove! they had pretty pickings 
off us before they were done. I fancy the owner was 
already in a tight place. There were delays. Then it was 
decided to take part of the cargo out and calk her top- 
sides. This was done, the repairs finished, cargo re- 
shipped; a new crew came on board, and we went out — 
for Bangkok. At the end of a week we were back again. 
The crew said they weren't going to Bangkok — a hun- 
dred and fifty days’ passage — ^in a something hooker 
that wanted pumping eight hours out of the twenty- 
four; and the nautical papers inserted again the little 
paragraph: * Judea, Bark. Tyne to Bangkok; coals; put 
back to Falmouth leaky and with crew refusing duty.’ 

“There were more delays — ^more tinkering. The 
owner came down for a day, and said she was as right 
as a little fiddle. Poor old Captain Beard looked like the 
ghost of a Geordie skipper — through the worry and 
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humiliation of it. Remember he was sixty, and it was his 
first command. Mahon said it was a foolish business, 
and would end badly. I loved the ship more than ever, 
and wanted awfully to get to Bangkok. To Bangkok! 
Magic name, blessed name. Mesopotamia wasn’t a patch 
on it. Remember I was twenty, and it was my first 
second-mate’s billet, and the East was waiting for me. 

**Wg went out and anchored in the outer roads with 
a fresh crew — the third. She leaked worse than ever. 
It was as if those confounded shipwrights had actually 
made a hole in her. This time we did not even go out- 
side. The crew simply refused to man the windlass. 

‘‘They towed us back to the inner harbor, and we be- 
came a fixture, a feature, an institution of the place. 
People pointed us out to visitors as ‘That ere bark that’s 
going to Bangkok — ^has been here six months — ^put 
back three times.’ On holidays the small boys pulling 
about in boats would hail, "Judea, ahoyl’ and if a head 
showed above the rail shouted, ‘Where you bound to? — 
Bangkok?’ and jeered. We were only three on board. 
The poor old skipper mooned in the cabin. Mahon un- 
dertook the cooking, and unexpectedly developed all 
a Frenchman’s genius for preparing nice little messes. 
I looked languidly after the rigging. We became citizens 
of Falmouth. Every shopkeeper knew us. At the barber’s 
or tobacconist’s they asked familiarly, ‘Do you think you 
will ever get to Bangkok?’ Meantime the owner, the 
underwriters, and the charterers squabbled amongst 
themselves in London, and our pay went on. . . . Pass 
the bottle. 

“It was horrid. Morally it was worse than pumping 
for life. It seemed as though we had been forgotten by 
the world, belonged to nobody, would get nowhere; it 
seemed that, as if bewitched, we would have to live for 
ever and ever in that inner harbor, a derision and a by- 
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word to generations of longshore loafers and dishonest 
boatmen. I obtained three months’ pay and a five days’ 
leave, and made a rush for London. It took me a day to 
get there and pretty well another to come back — ^but 
three months’ pay went all the same. I don’t know what 
I did with it. I went to a music hall, I believe, lunched, 
dined, and supped in a swell place in Regent Street, and 
was back on time, with nothing but a complete set of 
Byron’s works and a new railway rug to show for three 
months’ work. The boatman who pulled me oflF to the 
ship said: 'Hallo! I thought you had left the old thing. 
She will never get to Bangkok.* That’s all you know 
about it,’ I said, scornfully — ^but I didn’t like that proph- 
ecy at all. 

"Suddenly a man, some kind of agent to somebody, 
appeared with full powers. He had grog-blossoms all 
over his face, an indomitable energy, and was a jolly 
soul. We leaped into life again. A hulk came alongside, 
took our cargo, and then we went into dry dock to get 
our copper stripped. No wonder she leaked. The poor 
thing, strained beyond endurance by the gale, had, as if 
in disgust, spat out all the oakum of her lower seams. 
She was recalked, new-coppered, and made as tight as 
a bottle. We went back to the hulk and reshipped our 
cargo. 

"Then, on a fine moonlight night, all the rats left the 
ship. 

"We had been infested with them. They had de- 
stroyed our sails, consumed more stores than the crew, 
affably shared our beds and our dangers, and now, when 
the ship was made seaworthy, concluded to clear out. 
I called Mahon to enjoy the spectacle. Rat after rat ap- 
peared on our rail, took a last look over his shoulder, 
and leaped with a hollow thud into the empty hulk. We 
tried to count them, but soon lost the tale. Mahon said: 
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Well, welll don’t talk to me about the intelligence of 
rats. They ought to have left before, when we had that 
narrow squeak from foundering. There you have the 
proof how silly is the superstition about them. They 
leave a good ship for an old rotten hulk, where there is 
nothing to eat, too, the fools! ... I don’t believe they 
know what is safe or what is good for them, any more 
than you or I.’ 

‘*And after some more talk we agreed that the wisdom 
of rats had been grossly overrated, being in fact no 
greater than that of men. 

'‘The story of the ship was known, by this, all up the 
Channel from Land’s End to the Forelands, and we 
could get no crew on the south coast. They sent us one 
all complete from Liverpool, and we left once more — 
for Bangkok. 

"We had fair breezes, smooth water right into the 
tropics, and the old Judea lumbered along in the sun- 
shine. When she went eight knots everything cracked 
aloft, and we tied our caps to our heads; but mostly she 
strolled on at the rate of three miles an hour. What 
could you expect? She was tired — that old ship. Her 
youth was where mine is — ^where yours is — you fellows 
who listen to this yarn; and what friend would throw 
your years and your weariness in your face? We didn't 
grumble at her. To us aft, at least, it seemed as though 
we had been born in her, reared in her, had lived in her 
for ages, had never known any other ship. I would just 
as soon have abused the old village church at home for 
not being a cathedral. 

"And for me there was also my youth to make me 
patient. There was all the East before me, and all life, 
and the thought that I had been tried in that ship and 
had come out pretty well. And I thought of men of old 
who, centuries ago, went that road in ships that sailed 
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no better, to the land of palms, and spices, and yellow 
sands, and of brown nations ruled by kings more cruel 
than Nero the Roman, and more splendid than Solomon 
the Jew. The old bark lumbered on, heavy with her age 
and the burden of her cargo, while I lived the life of 
youth in ignorance and hope. She lumbered on through 
an interminable procession of days; and the fresh gild- 
ing flashed back at the setting sun, seemed to cry out 
over the darkening sea the words painted on her stern, 
*Judea, London. Do or Die.’ 

‘‘Then we entered the Indian Ocean and steered 
northerly for Java Head. The winds were light. Weeks 
slipped by. She crawled on, do or die, and people at 
home began to think of posting us as overdue. 

“One Saturday evening, I being off duty, the men 
asked me to give them an extra bucket of water or so — 
for washing clothes. As I did not wish to screw on the 
fresh-water pump so late, I went forward whistling, and 
with a key in my hand to unlock the forepeak scuttle, 
intending to serve the water out of a spare tank we kept 
there. 

“The smell down below was as unexpected as it was 
frightful. One would have thought hundreds of parafiBn 
lamps had been flaring and smoking in that hole for 
days. I was glad to get out The man with me coughed 
and said, ‘Funny smell, sir." I answered negligently, ‘It’s 
good for the health, they say,’ and walked aft. 

“The first thing I did was to put my head down the 
square of the midship ventilator. As I lifted the lid a 
visible breath, something like a thin fog, a puff of faint 
haze, rose from the opening. The ascending air was hot, 
and had a heavy, sooty, paraffiny smell. I gave one sniff, 
and put down the lid gently. It was no use choking my- 
self. The cargo was on fire. 

“Next day she began to smoke in earnest. You see it 
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was to be expected, for though the coal was of a safe 
kind, that cargo had been so handled, so broken up with 
handling, that it looked more like smithy coal than any- 
thing else. Then it had been wetted — more than once. 
It rained all the time we were taking it back from the 
hulk, and now with this long passage it got heated, and 
there was another case of spontaneous combustion. 

“The captain called us into the cabin. He had a chart 
spread on the table, and looked unhappy. He said, ‘The 
coast of West Australia ft near, but I mean to proceed 
to our destination. It is the hurricane month, too; but we 
will just keep her head for Bangkok, and fight the fire. 
No more putting back anywhere, if we all get roasted. 
We will try first to stifle this ere damned combustion by 
want of air.’ 

“We tried. We battened down everything, and still 
she smoked. The smoke kept coming out through im- 
perceptible crevices; it forced itself through bulkheads 
and covers; it oozed here and there and everywhere in 
slender threads, in an invisible film, in an incompre- 
hensible manner. It made its way into the cabin, into the 
forecastle; it poisoned the sheltered places on the deck; 
it could be sniffed as high as the mainyard. It was clear 
that if the smoke came out the air came in. This was dis- 
heartening. This combustion refused to be stifled. 

“We resolved to try water, and took the hatches off. 
Enormous volumes of smoke, whitish, yellowish, thick, 
greasy, misty, choking, ascended as high as the trucks. 
All hands cleared out aft. Then the poisonous cloud 
blew away, and we went back to work in a smoke that 
was no thicker now than that of an ordinary factory 
chimney. 

“We rigged the force piunp, got the hose along, and 
by and by it burst. Well, it was as old as the ship — ^a 
prehistoric hose, and past repair. Then we pumped with 
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the feeble head pump, drew water with buckets, and in 
this way managed in time to pour lots of Indian Ocean 
into the main hatch. The bright stream flashed in sun- 
shine, fell into a layer of white crawling smoke, and 
vanished on the black surface of coal. Steam ascended 
mingling with the smoke. We poured salt water as into 
a barrel without a bottom. It was our fate to pump in 
that ship, to pump out of her, to pump into her; and 
after keeping water out of her to save ourselves from 
being drowned, we frantically poured water into her to 
save ourselves from being burnt. 

“And she crawled on, do or die, in the serene weather. 
The sky was a miracle of purity, a miracle of azure. 
The sea was polished, was blue, was pellucid, was 
sparkling like a precious stone, extending on all sides, 
all round to the horizon — as if the whole terrestrial 
globe had been one jewel, one colossal sapphire, a single 
gem fashioned into a planet. And on the luster of the 
great calm waters the Judea glided imperceptibly, en- 
veloped in languid and unclean vapors, in a lazy cloud 
that drifted to leeward, light and slow; a pestiferous 
cloud defiling the splendor of sea and sky. 

“All this time of course we saw no fire. The cargo 
smoldered at the bottom somewhere. Once Mahon, as 
we were working side by side, said to me with a queer 
smile: ‘Now, if she only would spring a tidy leak — like 
that time when we first left the Channel — ^it would put a 
stopper on this fire. Wouldn't it?' I remarked irrele- 
vantly, ‘Do you remember the rats?' 

“We fought the fire and sailed the ship too as care- 
fully as though nothing had been the matter. The stew- 
ard cooked and attended on us. Of the other twelve 
men, eight worked while four rested. Everyone took his 
turn, captain included. There was equality, and if not 
exactly fraternity, then a deal of good feeling. Some- 
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times a man, as he dashed a bucketful of water down 
the hatchway, would yell out, ‘Hurrah for Bangkok!' and 
I he rest laughed. But generally we were taciturn and 
serious — and thirsty. Oh! how thirsty! And we had to 
be careful with the water. Strict allowance. The ship 
smoked, the sun blazed. . . . Pass the bottle. 

“We tried everything. We even made an attempt to 
dig down to the fire. No good, of course. No man could 
remain more than a minute below. Mahon, who went 
first, fainted there, and the man who went to fetch him 
out did likewise. We lugged them out on deck. Then I 
leaped down to show how easily it could be done. They 
had learned wisdom by that time, and contented them- 
selves by fishing for me with a chainhook tied to a 
broom handle, I believe. I did not oflFer to go and fetch 
up my shovel, which was left down below. 

“Things began to look bad. We put the longboat into 
(lie water. The second boat was ready to swing out. We 
liad also another, a fourteen-foot thing, on davits aft, 
where it was quite safe. 

“Then, behold, the smoke suddenly decreased. We 
redoubled our efforts to flood the bottom of the ship. 
Jri two days there was no smoke at all. Everybody was 
on the broad grin. This was on a Friday. On Saturday 
no work, but sailing the ship of course, was done. The 
men washed their clothes and their faces for the first 
time in a fortnight, and had a special dinner given them. 
They spoke of spontaneous combustion with contempt, 
and implied they were the boys to put out combustions. 
Somehow we all felt as though we each had inherited a 
large fortune. But a beastly smell of burning hung about 
the ship. Captain Beard had hollow eyes and sunken 
cheeks. I had never noticed so much before how twisted 
and bowed he was. He and Mahon prowled soberly 
about hatches and ventilators, snifiBng. It struck me sud- 
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denly poor Mahon was a very, very old chap. As to me, 
I was pleased and proud as though I had helped to win 
a great naval battle. O youth! 

“The night was fine. In the morning a homeward- 
bound ship passed us hull down — the first we had seen 
for months; but we were nearing the land at last, Java 
Head being about 190 miles oif, and nearly due north. 

“Next day it was my watch on deck from eight to 
twelve. At breakfast the captain observed, Tt's wonder- 
ful how that smell hangs about the cabin.' About ten, 
the mate being on the poop, I stepped down on the 
main deck for a moment. The carpenter’s bench stood 
abaft the mainmast: I leaned against it sucking at my 
pipe, and the carpenter, a young chap, came to talk to 
me. He remarked, T think we have done very well, 
haven’t we?’ and then I perceived with annoyance the 
fool was trying to tilt the bench. I said curtly, ‘Don’t, 
Chips,’ and immediately became aware of a queer sensa- 
tion, of an absurd delusion — I seemed somehow to be 
in the air. I heard all round me hke a pent-up breath re- 
leased — as if a thousand giants simultaneously had said 
Phool — ^and felt a dull concussion which made my ribs 
ache suddenly. No doubt about it — I was in the air, and 
my body was describing a short parabola. But short as 
it was, I had the time to think several thoughts in, as far 
as I can remember, the following order: This can’t 
be the carpenter — ^What is it? — Some accident — Sub- 
marine volcano? — Coals, gas! — By Jove! We are being 
blown up — Everybody’s dead — I am falling into the 
afterhatch — I see fire in it.’ 

“The coaldust suspended in the air of the hold had 
glowed dull-red at the moment of the explosion. In the 
twinkling of an eye, in an infinitesimal fraction of a 
second since the first tilt of the bench, I was sprawling 
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full length on the cargo. I picked myself up and scram- 
bled out. It was quick like a rebound. The deck was a 
wilderness of smashed timber, lying crosswise like trees 
in a wood after a hurricane; an immense curtain of solid 
rags waved gently before me — ^it was the mainsail blown 
to strips. I thought: the masts will be toppling over 
directly; and to get out of the way bolted on all fours 
towards the poop ladder. The first person I saw was 
Mahon, with eyes like saucers, his mouth open, and the 
long white hair standing straight on end round his head 
like a silver halo. He was just about to go down when 
the sight of the main deck stirring, heaving up, and 
changing into splinters before his eyes, petrified him on 
the top step. I stared at him in unbelief, and he stared at 
me with a queer kind of shocked curiosity. I did not 
know that I had no hair, no eyebrows, no eyelashes, that 
my young mustache was burnt oflF, that my face was 
black, one cheek laid open, my nose cut, and my chin 
bleeding. I had lost my cap, one of my slippers, and my 
shirt was torn to rags. Of all this I was not aware. I was 
amazed to see the ship still afloat, the poop deck whole 
— and, most of all, to see anybody alive. Also the peace 
of the sky and the serenity of the sea were distinctly sur- 
prising. I suppose I expected to see them convulsed with 
horror. . . . Pass the bottle. 

‘‘There was a voice hailing the ship from somewhere 
— ^in the air, in the sky — I couldn't tell. Presently I saw 
the captain — ^and he was mad. He asked me eagerly, 
‘Where's the cabin table?' and to hear such a question 
was a frightful shock. I had just been blown up, you 
understand, and vibrated with that experience — I wasn't 
quite sure whether I was alive. Mahon began to stamp 
with both feet and yelled at him, ‘Good God! don't you 
see the deck's blown out of herr I found my voice, and 
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stammered out as if conscious of some gross neglect of 
duty, *l don’t know where the cabin table is/ It was 
like an absurd dream. 

‘‘Do you know what he wanted next? Well, he wanted 
to trim the yards. Very placidly, and as if lost in 
thought, he insisted on having ihe foreyard squared. 
‘I don’t know if there’s anybody alive,’ said Mahon, al- 
most tearfully. ‘Surely,’ he said, gently, ‘there will be 
enough left to square the foreyard.’ 

“The old chap, it seems, was in his own berth winding 
up the chronometers, when the shock sent him spinning. 
Immediately it occurred to him — as he said afterwards 
— that the ship had struck something, and ran out into 
the cabin. There, he saw, the cabin table had vanished 
somewhere. The deck being blown up, it had fallen 
down into the lazarette of course. Where we had our 
breakfast that morning he saw only a great hole in the 
floor. This appeared to him so awfully mysterious, and 
impressed him so immensely, that what he saw and 
heard after he got on deck were mere trifles in com- 
parison. And, mark, he noticed directly the wheel 
deserted and his bark off her course — and his only 
thought was to get that miserable, stripped, undecked, 
smoldering shell of a ship back again with her head 
pointing at her port of destination. Bangkok! That’s 
what he was after. I tell you this quiet, bowed, bandy- 
legged, almost deformed little man was immense in the 
singleness of his idea and in his placid ignorance of our 
agitation. He motioned us forward with a commanding 
gesture, and went to take the wheel himself. 

“Yes; that was the first thing we did — ^trim the yards 
of that wreck! No one was killed, or even disabled, but 
everyone was more or less hurt. You should have seen 
ihem! Some were in rags, with black faces, like coal 
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heavers, like sweeps, and had bullet heads that seemed 
closely cropped, but were in fact singed to the skin. 
Others, of the watch below, awakened by being shot out 
from their collapsing bunks, shivered incessantly, and 
kept on groaning even as we went about our work. But 
they all worked. That crew of Liverpool hard cases had 
in them the right stuff. It’s my experience they always 
have. It is the sea that gives it — the vastness, the loneli- 
ness surrounding their dark stolid souls. Ah! Well! We 
stumbled, we crept, we fell, we barked our shins on the 
wreckage, we hauled. The masts stood, but we did not 
know how much they might be charred down below. 
It was nearly calm, but a long swell ran from the west 
and made her roll. They might go at any moment. We 
looked at them with apprehension. One could not fore- 
see which way they would fall. 

‘‘Then we retreated aft and looked about us. The deck 
was a tangle of planks on edge, of planks on end, of 
splinters, of ruined woodwork. The masts rose from that 
chaos like big trees above a matted undergrowth. The 
interstices of that mass of wreckage were full of some- 
thing whitish, sluggish, stirring — of something that was 
like a greasy fog. The smoke of the invisible fire was 
coming up again, was trailing, like a poisonous thick 
mist in some valley choked with dead wood. Already 
lazy wisps were beginning to curl upwards amongst the 
mass of splinters. Here and there a piece of timber, 
stuck upright, resembled a post. Half of a fife rail had 
been shot through the foresail, and the sky made a 
patch of glorious blue in the ignobly soiled canvas. A 
portion of several boards holding together had fallen 
across the rail, and one end protruded overboard, like 
a gangway leading upon nothing, like a gangway lead- 
ing over the deep sea, leading to death— as if inviting 
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us to walk the plank at once and be done with our 
ridiculous troubles. And still the air, the sky — a ghost, 
something invisible was hailing the ship. 

“Someone had the sense to look over, and there was 
the helmsman, who had impulsively jumped overboard, 
anxious to come back. He yelled and swam lustily like 
a merman, keeping up with the ship. We threw him a 
rope, and presently he stood amongst us streaming with 
water and very crestfallen. The captain had surrendered 
the wheel, and apart, elbow on rail and chin in hand, 
gazed at the sea wistfully. We asked ourselves. What 
* next? I thought. Now, this is something like. This is 
great. I wonder what will happen. 0 youth! 

“Suddenly Mahon sighted a steamer far astern. Cap- 
tain Beard said. We may do something with her yet.* 
We hoisted two flags, which said in the international 
language of the sea, ‘On fire. Want immediate assist- 
ance.’ The steamer grew bigger rapidly, and by and by 
spoke with two flags on her foremast, T am coming to 
your assistance.' 

“In half an hour she was abreast, to windward, within 
hail, and rolling slightly, with her engines stopped. We 
lost our composure, and yelled all together with excite- 
ment, We Ve been blown up.’ A man in a white helmet, 
on the bridge, cried, ‘Yes! All right! all right!' and he 
nodded his head, and smiled, and made soothing mo- 
tions with his hand as though at a lot of frightened 
children. One of the boats dropped in the water, and 
walked towards us upon the sea with her long oars. Four 
Calashes pulled a swinging stroke. This was my first 
sight of Malay seamen. I've known them since, but 
what struck me then was their unconcern: they came 
alongside, and even the bowman standing up and hold- 
ing to our main chains with the boathook did not deign 
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to lift his head for a glance. I thought people who had 
been blown up deserved more attention.’ 

“A little man, dry like a chip and agile like a monkey, 
clambered up. It was the mate of the steamer. He gave 
one look, and cried, ‘O boys — ^you had better quit!' 

“We were silent. He talked apart with the captain for 
a time — seemed to argue with him. Then they went 
away together to the steamer. 

“When our skipper came back we learned that the 
steamer was the Somerville, Captain Nash, from West 
Australia to Singapore via Batavia with mails, and that 
the agreement was she should tow us to Anjer or Bata- 
via, if possible, where we could extinguish the fire by 
scuttling, and then proceed on our voyage — ^to Bangkok! 
The old man seemed excited. ‘We will do it yet,’ he said 
to Mahon, fiercely. He shook his fist at the sky. Nobody 
else said a word. 

“At noon the steamer began to tow. She went ahead 
slim and high, and what was left of the Judea followed 
at the end of seventy fathom of towrope-^^ollowed her 
swiftly like a cloud of smoke with mastheads protruding 
above. We went aloft to furl the sails. We coughed on 
the yards, and were careful about the bunts. Do you 
see the lot of us there, putting a neat furl on the sails 
of that ship doomed to arrive nowhere? There was not 
a man who didn’t think that at any moment the masts 
would topple over. From aloft we could not see the 
ship for smoke, and they worked carefully, passing the 
gaskets with even turns. ‘Harbor furl — aloft dierel’ cried 
Mahon from below. 

“You understand this? I don’t think one of those chaps 
expected to get down in the usual way. When we did 
I heard them saying to each other, ‘Well, I thought we 
would come down overboard, in a lump — ^sticks and all 
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— ^blame me if I didn’t/ That’s what I was thinking to 
myself,’ would answer wearily another battered and 
bandaged scarecrow. And, mind, these were men with- 
out the drilled-in habit of obedience. To an onlooker 
they would be a lot of profane scallywags without a re- 
deeming point. What made them do it — ^what made 
them obey me when I, thinking consciously how fine 
it was, made them drop the bunt of the foresail twice to 
try and do it better? What? They had no professional 
reputation — no examples, no praise. It wasn’t a sense of 
duty; they all knew well enough how to shirk, and laze, 
and dodge — when they had a mind to it — and mostly 
they had. Was it the two pounds ten a month that sent 
them there? They didn’t think their pay half good 
enough. No; it was something in them, something in- 
born and subtle and everlasting. I don’t say positively 
that the crew of a French or German merchantman 
wouldn’t have done it, but I doubt whether it would 
have been done in the same way. There was a complete- 
ness in it, something solid like a principle, and master- 
ful like an instinct — a disclosure of something secret — 
of that hidden something, that gift of good or evil that 
makes racial difference, that shapes the fate of nations. 

‘Tt was that night at ten that, for the first time since 
we had been fighting it, wc saw the fire. The speed of 
the towing had fanned the smoldering destruction. A 
blue gleam appeared forward, shining below the wreck 
of the deck. It wavered in patches, it seemed to stir and 
creep like the light of a glowworm. I saw it first, and 
told Mahon. Then the game’s up,’ he said. *We had 
better stop this towing, or she will burst out suddenly 
fore and aft before we can clear out.’ We set up a yell; 
rang bells to attract their attention; they towed on. At 
last Mahon and I had to crawl forward and cut the rope 
with an axe. There was no time to cast off the lashings. 
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Red tongues could be seen licking the wilderness of 
splinters under our feet as we made our way back to the 
poop. 

“Of course they very soon found out in the steamer 
that the rope was gone. She gave a loud blast of her 
whistle, her lights were seen sweeping in a wide circle, 
she came up ranging close alongside, and stopped. We 
were all in a tight group on the poop looking at her. 
Every man had saved a little bundle or a bag. Suddenly 
a conical flame with a twisted top shot up forward and 
threw upon the black sea a circle of light, with the two 
vessels side by side and heaving gently in its center. 
Captain Beard had been sitting on the gratings still and 
mute for hours, but now he rose slowly and advanced in 
front of us, to the mizzen-shrouds. Captain Nash hailed: 
‘Come along! Look sharp. I have mailbags on board. 
I will take you and your boats to Singapore.' 

“ ‘Thank you! No!' said our skipper. ‘We must see the 
last of the ship.* 

“ ‘I can't stand by any longer,' shouted the other. 
‘Mails — ^you know.' 

“ ‘Ay! ay! We are all right.' 

“ ‘Very well! I'll report you in Singapore. . . . 
Good-by!' 

“He waved his hand. Our men dropped their bundles 
quietly. The steamer moved ahead, and passing out of 
the circle of light, vanished at once from our sight, 
dazzled by the fire which burned fiercely. And then I 
knew that I would see the East first as commander of a 
small boat. I thought it fine; and the fidelity to the old 
ship was fine. We should see the last of her. Oh, the 
glamor of youth! Oh, the fire of it, more dazzling than 
the flames of the burning ship, throwing a magic light 
on the wide earth, leaping audaciously to the sky, 
presently to be quenched by time, more cruel, more 
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pitiless, more bitter than the sea — and like the flames of 
the burning ship surrounded by an impenetrable night. 

“The old man warned us in his gentle and inflexible 
way that it was part of our duty to save for the under- 
writers as much as we could of the ship s gear. Accord- 
ingly we went to work aft, while she blazed forward to 
give us plenty of light. We lugged out a lot of rubbish. 
What didn’t we save? An old barometer fixed with an 
absurd quantity of screws nearly cost me my life: a sud- 
den rush of smoke came upon me, and I just got away 
in time. There were various stores, bolts of canvas, coils 
of rope; the poop looked like a marine bazaar, and the 
boats were lumbered to the gunwales. One would have 
thought the old man wanted to take as much as he could 
of his first command with him. He was very, very quiet, 
but off his balance evidently. Would you believe it? He 
wanted to take a length of old stream-cable and a kedge 
anchor with him in the longboat. We said, ‘Ay, ay, sir,' 
deferentially, and on the quiet let the things slip over- 
board. The heavy medicine chest went that way, two 
bags of green coffee, tins of paint — fancy, painti — a 
whole lot of things. Then I was ordered with two hands 
into the boats to make a stowage and get them ready 
against the time it would be proper for us to leave the 
ship. 

“We put everything straight, stepped the longboat's 
mast for our skipper, who was to take charge of her, and 
I was not sorry to sit down for a moment. My face felt 
raw, every limb ached as if broken, I was aware of all 
my ribs, and would have sworn to a twist in the back- 
bone. The boats, fast astern, lay in a deep shadow, and 
all around I could see the circle of the sea lighted by the 
fire. A gigantic flame arose forward straight and clear. 
It flared fierce, with noises like the whirr of wings, with 
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rumbles as of thunder. There were cracks, detonations, 
and from the cone of flame the sparks flew upwards, as 
man is born to trouble, to leaky ships, and to ships that 
burn. 

“What bothered me was that the ship, lying broad- 
side to the swell and to such wind as there was — a mere 
breath — the boats would not keep astern where they 
were safe, but persisted, in a pigheaded way boats have, 
in getting under the counter and then swinging along- 
side. They were knocking about dangerously and com- 
ing near the flame, while the ship rolled on them, and, 
of course, there was always the danger of the masts go- 
ing over the side at any moment. I and my two boat- 
keepers kept them off as best we could, with oars and 
boathooks; but to be constantly at it became exasperat- 
ing, since there was no reason why we should not leave 
at once. We could not see those on board, nor could we 
imagine what caused the delay. The boatkeepers were 
swearing feebly, and I had not only my share of the 
work but also had to keep at it two men who showed a 
constant inclination to lay themselves down and let 
things slide. 

‘'At last I hailed, ‘On deck there,’ and someone 
looked over. ‘We re ready here,’ I said. The head dis- 
appeared, and very soon popped up again. ‘The cap- 
tain says. All right, sir, and to keep the boats well clear 
of the ship.’ 

“Half an hour passed. Suddenly there was a frightful 
racket, rattle, clanking of chain, hiss of water, and 
millions of sparks flew up into the shivering column of 
smoke that stood leaning slightly above the ship. The 
catheads had burned away, and the two red-hot anchors 
had gone to the bottom, tearing out after them two hun- 
dred fathom of red-hot chain. The ship trembled, the 
mass of flame swayed as if ready to collapse, and the 
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fore-topgallant mast fell. It darted down like an arrow 
of fire, shot under, and instantly leaping up within an 
oar s length of the boats, floated quietly, very black on 
the luminous sea. I hailed the deck again. After some 
time a man in an unexpectedly cheerful but also muffled 
tone, as though he had been trying to speak with his 
mouth shut, informed me, 'Coming directly, sir,’ and 
vanished. For a long time I heard nothing but the whirr 
and roar of the fire. There were also whistling sounds. 
The boats jumped, tugged at the painters, ran at each 
other playfully, knocked their sides together, or, do 
what we would, swung in a bunch against the ship’s 
side. I couldn’t stand it any longer, and swarming up a 
rope, clambered aboard over the stern. 

‘It was as bright as day. Coming up like this, the 
sheet of fire facing me was a terrifying sight, and the 
heat seemed hardly bearable at first. On a settee cushion 
dragged out of the cabin Captain Beard, his legs drawn 
up and one arm under his head, slept with the light 
playing on him. Do you know what the rest were busy 
about? They were sitting on deck right aft, round an 
open case, eating bread and cheese and drinking bottled 
stout. 

"On the background of flames twisting in fierce 
tongues above their heads they seemed at home like 
salamanders, and looked like a band of desperate 
pirates. The fire sparkled in the whites of their eyes, 
gleamed on patches of white skin seen through the torn 
shirts. Each had the marks as of a battle about him — 
bandaged heads, tied-up arms, a strip of dirty rag round 
a knee — and each man had a bottle between his legs 
and a chunk of cheese in his hand. Mahon got up. With 
his handsome and disreputable head, his hooked profile, 
his long white beard, and with an uncorked bottle in his 
hand, he resembled one of those reckless sea robbers of 
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old making merry amidst violence and disaster. ‘The last 
meal on board/ he explained solemnly. ‘We had nothing 
to eat all day, and it was no use leaving all this.’ He 
flourished the bottle and indicated the sleeping skipper. 
‘He said he couldn’t swallow anything, so I got him to 
lie down,’ he went on; and as I stared, T don’t know 
whether you are aware, young fellow, the man had no 
sleep to speak of for days — and there will be dam’ little 
sleep in the boats.’ ‘There will be no boats by and by if 
you fool about much longer,’ I said, indignantly. I 
walked up to the skipper and shook him by the shoulder. 
At last he opened his eyes, but did not move. ‘Time to 
leave her, sir,’ I said quietly. 

“He got up painfully, looked at the flames, at the 
sea sparkling round the ship, and black, black as ink 
farther away; he looked at the stars shining dim through 
a thin veil of smoke in a sky black, black as Erebus. 

“ ‘Youngest first,’ he said. 

“And the ordinary seaman, wiping his mouth witl 
the back of his hand, got up, clambered over the taffraii 
and vanished. Others followed. One, on the point 
going over, stopped short to drain his bottle, and with . i 
great swing of his arm flung it at the fire. ‘Take this!’ h»- 
cried. 

“The skipper lingered disconsolately, and we left him 
to commune alone for a while with his first command. 
Then I went up again and brought him away at last. It 
was time. The ironwork on the poop was hot to the 
touch. 

“Then the painter of the longboat was cut, and the 
three boats, tied together, drifted clear of the ship. It 
was just sixteen hours after the explosion when we 
abandoned her. Mahon had charge of the second boat, 
and I had the smallest — ^the fourteen-foot thing. The 
longboat would have taken the lot of us; but the skipper 
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said we must save as much property as we could — ^for 
the underwriters — and so I got my first command. I had 
two men with me, a bag of biscuits, a few tins of meat, 
and a breaker of water. I was ordered to keep close to 
the longboat, that in case of bad weather we might be 
taken into her. 

"And do you know what I thought? I thought I would 
part company as soon as I could. I wanted to have my 
first command all to myself. I wasn't going to sail in a 
squadron if there were a chance for independent cruis- 
ing. I would make land by myself. I would beat the 
other boats. Youth! All youth! The silly, charming, beau- 
tiful youth. 

"But we did not make a start at once. We must see 
the last of the ship. And so the boats drifted about that 
night, heaving and setting on the swell. The men dozed, 
waked, sighed, groaned. I looked at the burning ship. 

"Between the darkness of earth and heaven she was 
burning fiercely upon a disc of purple sea shot by the 
blood-red play of gleams; upon a disc of water glittering 
and sinister. A high, clear flame, an immense and lonely 
flame, ascended from the ocean, and from its summit the 
black smoke poured continuously at the sky. She burned 
furiously; mournful and imposing like a funeral pile 
kindled in the night, surrounded by the sea, watched 
over by the stars. A magnificent death had come like a 
grace, like a gift, like a reward to that old ship at the 
end of her laborious days. The surrender of her weary 
ghost to the keeping of stars and sea was stirring like the 
sight of a glorious triumph. The masts fell just before 
daybreak, and for a moment there was a burst and 
turmoil of sparks that seemed to fill with flying fire the 
night patient and watchful, the vast night lying silent 
upon the sea. At daylight she was only a charred shell, 
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floating still under a cloud of smoke and bearing a glow- 
ing mass of coal within. 

‘‘Then the oars were got out, and the boats forming 
in a line moved round her remains as if in procession — 
the longboat leading. As we pulled across her stern a 
slim dart of fire shot out viciously at us, and suddenly 
she went down, head first, in a great hiss of steam. The 
unconsumed stern was the last to sink; but the paint had 
gone, had cracked, had peeled off, and there were no 
letters, there was no word, no stubborn device that was 
like her soul, to flash at the rising sun her creed and her 
name. 

“We made our way north. A breeze sprang up, and 
about noon all the boats came together for the last time. 
I had no mast or sail in mine, but I made a mast out of a 
spare oar and hoisted a boat-awning for a sail, with a 
boathook for a yard. She was certainly over-masted, but 
I had the satisfaction of knowing that with the wind aft 
I could beat the other two. I had to wait for them. Then 
we all had a look at the captain’s chart, and, after a 
sociable meal of hard bread and water, got our last in- 
structions. These were simple: steer north, and keep to- 
gether as much as possible. ‘Be careful v^dth that jury- 
rig, Marlow,’ said the captain; and Mahon, as I sailed 
proudly past his boat, wrinkled his curved nose and 
hailc (1, ‘You will sail that ship of yours under water, if 
you don’t look out, young fellow.’ He was a malicious 
old man — and may the deep sea where he sleeps now 
rock him gently, rock him tenderly to the end of time! 

“Before sunset a thick rain-squall passed over the two 
boats, which were far astern, and that was the last I saw 
of them for a time. Next day I sat steering my cockle- 
shell — ^my first command — ^with nothing but water and 
sky round me. I did sight in the afternoon the upper 
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sails of a ship far away, but said nothing, and my men 

did not notice her. You see I was afraid she might be 

homeward bound, and I had no mind to turn back from 

the portals of the East. I was steering for Java — another 

blessed name — ^like Bangkok, you know. I steered many 

days. 

“I need not tell you what it is to be knocking about 
in an open boat. I remember nights and days of calm, 
when we pulled, we pulled, and the boat seemed to 
stand still, as if bewitched within the circle of the sea 
horizon. I remember the heat, the deluge of rain-squalls 
that kept us baling for dear life (but filled our water 
cask), and I remember sixteen hours on end with a 
mouth dry as a cinder and a steering oar over the stern 
to keep my first command head on to a breaking sea. I 
did not know how good a man I was till then. I remem- 
ber the drawn faces, the dejected figures of my two men, 
and I remember my youth and the feeling that will 
never come back any more — the feeling that I could last 
forever, outlast the sea, the earth, and all men; the de- 
ceitful feeling that lures us on to joys, to perils, to love, 
to vain effort — ^to death; the triumphant conviction of 
strength, the heat of life in the handful of dust, the glow 
in the heart that with every year grows dim, grows cold, 
grows small, and expires — and expires, too soon, too 
soon — before life itself. 

“And this is how I see the East. I have seen its secret 
places and have looked into its very soul; but now I see 
it always from a small boat, a high outline of mountains, 
blue and afar in the morning; like faint mist at noon; a 
jagged wall of purple at sunset. I have the feel of the 
oar in my hand, the vision of a scorching blue sea in my 
eyes. And I see a bay, a wide bay, smooth as glass and 
polished like ice, shimmering in the dark. A red light 
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burns far oflF upon the gloom of the land, and the night 
is soft and warm. We drag at the oars with aching arms, 
and suddenly a puff of wind, a puff faint and tepid and 
laden with strange odors of blossoms, of aromatic wood, 
comes out of the still night — the first sigh of the East 
on my face. That I can never forget. It was impalpable 
and enslaving, like a charm, like a whispered promise of 
mysterious delight. 

“We had been pulling this finishing spell for eleven 
hours. Two pulled, and he whose turn it was to rest 
sat at the tiller. We had made out the red light in that 
bay and steered for it, guessing it must mark some small 
coasting port. We passed two vessels, outlandish and 
high-sterned, sleeping at anchor, and, approaching the 
light, now very dim, ran the boat’s nose against the end 
of a jutting wharf. We were blind with fatigue. My 
men dropped the oars and fell off the thwarts as if dead. 
I made fast to a pile. A current rippled softly. The 
scented obscurity of the shore was grouped into vast 
masses, a density of colossal clumps of vegetation, prob- 
ably — ^mute and fantastic shapes. And at their foot the 
semicircle of a beach gleamed faintly, like an illusion. 
There was not a light, not a stir, not a sound. The mys- 
terious East faced me, perfumed like a flower, silent 
like death, dark like a grave. 

“And I sat weary beyond expression, exulting like 
a conqueror, sleepless and entranced as if before a pro- 
found, a fateful enigma. 

“A splashing of oars, a measured dip reverberating 
on the level of water, intensified by the silence of the 
shore into loud claps, made me jump up. A boat, a 
European boat, was coming in. I invoked the name of 
the dead; I hailed: "Judea ahoy!’ A thin shout answered. 

“It was the captain. I had beaten the flagship by three 
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hours, and I was glad to hear the old man s voice again, 
tremulous and tired. Is it you, Marlow?* ‘Mind the end 
of that jetty, sir,* I cried. 

“He approached cautiously, and brought up with the 
deep-sea lead line which we had saved — ^for the under- 
writers. I eased my painter and fell alongside. He sat, a 
broken figure at the stem, wet with dew, his hands 
clasped in his lap. His men were asleep already. 1 had 
a terrible time of it,* he murmiured. ‘Mahon is behind — 
not very far.* We conversed in whispers, in low whis- 
pers, as if afraid to wake up the land. Guns, thunder, 
earthquakes would not have awakened the men just 
then. 

“Looking round as we talked, I saw away at sea a 
bright light traveling in the night. ‘There*s a steamer 
passing the bay,* I said. She was not passing, she was 
entering, and she even came close and anchored. ‘I 
wish,* said the old man, ‘you would find out whether she 
is English. Perhaps they could give us a passage some- 
where.* He seemed nervously anxious. So by dint of 
punching and kicking I started one of my men into a 
state of somnambulism, and giving him an oar, took an- 
other and pulled towards the lights of the steamer. 

“There was a murmur of voices in her, metallic hollow 
clangs of the engine room, footsteps on the deck. Her 
ports shone, round like dilated eyes. Shapes moved 
about, and there was a shadowy man high up on the 
bridge. He heard my oars. 

“And then, before I could open my lips, the East 
spoke to me, but it was in a Western voice. A torrent 
of words was poured into the enigmatical, the fateful 
silence; outlandish, angry words, mixed with words and 
even whole sentences of good English, less strange but 
even more surprising. The voice swore and cursed vio- 
lently; it riddled the solemn peace of the bay by a volley 
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of abuse. It began by calling me Pig, and from that went 
crescendo into unmentionable adjectives — ^in English. 
The man up there raged aloud in two languages, and 
with a sincerity in his fury that almost convinced me I 
had, in some way, sinned against the harmony of the 
universe. I could hardly see him, but began to think he 
would work himself into a fit. 

“Suddenly he ceased, and I could hear him snorting 
and blowing like a porpoise. I said: 

“ What steamer is this, pray?' 

“ *Eh? What’s this? And who are you?' 

“ ‘Castaway crew of an English bark burnt at sea. We 
came here tonight. I am the second mate. The captain is 
in the longboat, and wishes to know if you would give us 
a passage somewhere.’ 

“ ‘Oh, my goodness! I say. . . . This is the Celestial 
from Singapore on her return trip. I'll arrange with your 
captain in the morning, . . . and, ... I say, . . . 
did you hear me just now?' 

“ ‘I should think the whole bay heard you.* 

“ ‘I thought you were a shoreboat. Now, look here 
— ^this infernal lazy scoundrel of a caretaker has gone to 
sleep again — curse him. The light is out, and I nearly 
ran foul of the end of this damned jetty. This is the 
third time he plays me this trick. Now, I ask you, can 
anybody stand this kind of thing? It's enough to drive 
a man out of his mind. I'll report him. . . . I'll get the 
Assistant Resident to give him the sack, by — ! See — 
there's no light. It's out, isn't it? I take you to witness the 
light's out. There should be a light, you know. A red 
light on the — 

“ ‘There was a light,* I said, mildly. 

" ‘But it's out, man! What's the use of talking like this? 
You can see for yourself ft's out — don't you? If you had 
to take a valuable steamer along this Godforsaken coast 
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you would want a light, too. Til kick him from end to 

end of his miserable wharf. You'll see if I don't. I will — ' 

“ ‘So I may tell my captain you'll take us?’ I broke in. 

“ ‘Yes, I'll take you. Good night,' he said, brusquely. 

“I pulled back, made fast again to the jetty, and then 
went to sleep at last. I had faced the silence of the East. 
I had heard some of its language. But when I opened 
my eyes again the silence was as complete as though it 
had never been broken. I was lying in a flood of light, 
and the sky had never looked so far, so high, before. I 
opened my eyes and lay without moving. 

“And then I saw the men of the East — ^they were 
looking at me. The whole length of the jetty was full of 
people. I saw brown, bronze, yellow faces, the black 
eyes, the glitter, the color of an Eastern crowd. And all 
these beings stared without a murmur, without a sigh, 
without a movement. They stared down at the boats, at 
the sleeping men who at night had come to them from 
the sea. Nothing moved. The fronds of palms stood still 
against the sky. Not a branch stirred along the shore, 
and the brown roofs of hidden houses peeped through 
the green foliage, through the big leaves that hung shin- 
ing and still like leaves forged of heavy metal. This was 
the East of the ancient navigators, so old, so mysterious, 
resplendent and somber, living and unchanged, full of 
danger and promise. And these were the men. I sat up 
suddenly, A wave of movement passed through the 
crowd from end to end, passed along the heads, swayed 
the bodies, ran along the jetty like a ripple on the water, 
like a breath of wind on a field — and all was still again. 
I see it now — ^the wide sweep of the bay, the glittering 
sands, the wealth of green infinite and varied, the sea 
blue like the sea of a dream, the crowd of attentive 
faces, the blaze of vivid color — ^the water reflecting it 
all, the curve of the shore, the jetty, the high-stemed 



YOUTH 153 

outlandish craft floating still, and the three boats with 
the tired men from the West sleeping, unconscious of 
the land and the people and of the violence of sunshine. 
They slept thrown across the thwarts, curled on bottom- 
boards, in the careless attitudes of death. The head of 
the old skipper, leaning back in the stern of the long- 
boat, had fallen on his breast, and he looked as though 
he would never wake. Farther out old Mahon s face was 
upturned to the sky, with the long white beard spread 
out on his breast, as though he had been shot where he 
sat at the tiller; and a man, all in a heap in the bows of 
the boat, slept with both arms embracing the stemhead 
and with his cheek laid on the gunwale. The East looked 
at them without a sound. 

‘T have known its fascination since; I have seen the 
mysterious shores, the still water, the lands of brown 
nations, where a stealthy Nemesis lies in wait, pursues, 
overtakes so many of the conquering race, who are 
proud of their wisdom, of their knowledge, of their 
strength. But for me all the East is contained in that 
vision of my youth. It is all in that moment when I 
opened my young eyes on it. I came upon it from a 
tussle with the sea — and I was young — and I saw it 
looking at me. And this is all that is left of it! Only a 
moment; a moment of strength, of romance, of glamor 
— of youth! ... A flick of sunshine upon a strange 
shore, the time to remember, the time for a sigh, and — 
good-by! — ^Night — Good-by ... 1” 

He drank. 

‘Ah! The good old time — the good old time. Youth 
and the sea. Glamor and the sea! The good, strong sea, 
ihe salt, bitter sea, that could whisper to you and roar 
at you and knock your breath out of you.'" 

He drank again. 

‘‘By all that's wonderful it is the sea, I believe, the 
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sea itself — or is it youth alone? Who can tell? But you 
here — ^you all had something out of life: money, love — 
whatever one gets on shore — and, tell me, wasn't that 
the best time, that time when we were young at sea; 
young and had nothing, on the sea that gives nothing, 
except hard knocks — and sometimes a chance to feel 
your strength — that only — ^that you all regret?’’ 

And we all nodded at him: the man of finance, the 
man of accounts, the man of law, we all nodded at him 
over the polished table that like a still sheet of brown 
water reflected our faces, lined, wrinkled; our faces 
marked by toil, by deceptions, by success, by love; our 
weary eyes looking still, looking always, looking anx- 
iously for something out of life, that while it is expected 
is already gone — ^has passed unseen, in a sigh, in a flash 
— ^together with the youth, with the strength, with the 
romance of illusions. 



Amy Foster 


K ennedy is a country doctor, and lives in Cole- 
brook, on the shores of Eastbay. The high ground 
rising abruptly behind the red roofs of the little town 
crowds the quaint High Street against the wall which 
defends it from the sea. Beyond the sea wall there 
curves for miles in a vast and regular sweep the barren 
beach of shingle, with the village of Brenzett standing 
out darkly across the water, a spire in a clump of trees; 
and still farther out the perpendicular column of a light- 
house, looking in the distance no bigger than a lead 
pencil, marks the vanishing point of the land. The coun- 
try at the back of Brenzett is low and flat; but the bay 
is fairly well sheltered from the seas, and occasionally 
a big ship, windbound or through stress of weather, 
makes use of the anchoring ground a mile and a half due 
north from you as you stand at the back door of the 
“Ship Inn” in Brenzett. A dilapidated windmill near by, 
lifting its shattered arms from a mound no loftier than 
a rubbish heap, and a Martello tower squatting at the 
water’s edge half a mile to the south of the Coastguard 
cottages, are familiar to the skippers of small craft. 
These are the official seamarks for the patch of trust- 
worthy bottom represented on the Admiralty charts by 
an irregular oval of dots enclosing several figure sixes,^ 
with a tiny anchor engraved among them, and the 
legend “mud and shells” over all. 

155 
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The brow of the upland overtops the square tower of 
the Colebrook Church. The slope is green and looped 
by a white road. Ascending along this road, you open 
a valley broad and shallow, a wide green trough of 
pastures and hedges merging inland into a vista of pur- 
ple tints and flowing lines closing the view. 

In this valley down to Brenzett and Colebrook and 
up to Darnford, the market town fourteen miles away, 
lies the practice of my friend Kennedy. He had begun 
life as surgeon in the Navy, and afterwards had been 
the companion of a famous traveler, in the days when 
there were continents with unexplored interiors. His 
papers on the fauna and flora made him known to scien- 
tific societies. And now he had come to a country prac- 
tice — ^from choice. The penetrating power of his mind, 
acting like a corrosive fluid, had destroyed his ambition, 
I fancy. His intelligence is of a scientific order, of an 
investigating habit, and of that unappeasable curiosity 
which believes that there is a particle of a general truth 
in every mystery. 

A good many years ago now, on my return from 
abroad, he invited me to stay with him. I came readily 
enough, and as he could not neglect his patients to keep 
me company, he took me on his rounds — ^thirty miles 
or so of an afternoon, sometimes. I waited for him on 
the roads; the horse reached after the leafy twigs, and, 
sitting high in the dogcart, I could hear Kennedy’s laugh 
through the half-open door of some cottage. He had a 
big, hearty laugh that would have fitted a man twice his 
size, a brisk manner, a bronzed face, and a pair of gray, 
profoundly attentive eyes. He had the talent of making 
people talk to him freely, and an inexhaustible patience 
in listening to their tales. 

One day, as we trotted out of a large village into a 
shady bit of road, I saw on our left hand a low, black 
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cottage, with diamond panes in the windows, a creeper 
on the end wall, a roof of shingle, and some roses climb- 
ing on the rickety trelliswork of the tiny porch. Kennedy 
pulled up to a walk. A woman, in full sunlight, was 
throwing a dripping blanket over a line stretched be- 
tween two old apple trees. And as the bobtailed, long- 
necked chestnut, trying to get his head, jerked the left 
hand, covered by a thick dogskin glove, the doctor 
raised his voice over the hedge: “How’s your child, 
Amy?” 

I had time to see her dull face, red, not with a man- 
tling blush, but as if her flat cheeks had been vigorously 
slapped, and to take in the squat figure, the scanty, 
dusty brown hair drawn into a tight knot at the back of 
the head. She looked quite young. With a distinct catch 
in her breath, her voice sounded low and timid. 

“He’s well, thank you.” 

We trotted again. “A young patient of yours,” I said; 
and the doctor, flicking the chestnut absently, muttered, 
“Her husband used to be.” 

“She seems a dull creature,” I remarked, listlessly. 

‘‘Precisely,” said Kennedy. “She is very passive. It’s 
enough to look at the red hands hanging at the end of 
those short arms, at those slow, prominent brown eyes, 
to know the inertness of her mind — an inertness that 
one would think made it everlastingly safe from all the 
surprises of imagination. And yet which of us is safe? At 
any rate, such as you see her, she had enough imagina- 
tion to fall in love. She’s the daughter of one Isaac 
Foster, who from a small farmer has sunk into a shep- 
herd; the beginning of his misfortunes dating from his 
runaway marriage with the cook of his widowed father 
— a well-to-do, apoplectic grazier, who passionately 
struck his name ofE his will, and had been heard to utter 
threats against his life. But this old affair, scandalous 
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enough to serve as a motive foi a Greek tragedy, arose 
from the similarity of their characters. There are other 
tragedies, less scandalous and of a subtler poignancy, 
arising from irreconcilable diflFerences and from that fear 
of the Incomprehensible that hangs over all our heads — 
over all our heads. . . ** 

The tired chestnut dropped into a walk; and the rim 
of the sun, all red in a speckless sky, touched familiarly 
the smooth top of a plowed rise near the road as 1 had 
seen it times innumerable touch the distant horizon of 
the sea. The uniform brownness of the harrowed field 
glowed with a rose tinge, as though the powdered clods 
had sweated out in minute pearls of blood the toil of 
uncounted plowmen. From the edge of a copse a wagon 
with two horses was rolling gently along the ridge. 
Raised above our heads upon the skyline, it loomed up 
against the red sun, triumphantly big, enormous, like a 
chariot of giants drawn by two slow-stepping steeds of 
legendary proportions. And the clumsy figure of the man 
plodding at the head of the leading horse projected itself 
on the background of the Infinite with a heroic uncouth- 
ness. The end of his carter's whip quivered high up in 
the blue. Kennedy discoursed. 

'‘She's the eldest of a large family. At the age of 
fifteen they put her out to service at the New Barns 
Farm. I attended Mrs. Smith, the tenant's wife, and saw 
that girl there for the first time. Mrs. Smith, a genteel 
person with a sharp nose, made her prt on a black dress 
every afternoon. I don’t know what induced me to 
notice her at all. There are faces that call your attention 
by a curious want of definiteness in their whole aspect, 
as, walking in a mist, you peer attentively at a vague 
shape which, after all, may be nothing more curious or 
strange than a signpost. The only peculiarity I perceived 
In her was a slight hesitation in her utterance' a sort of 



AMY FOSTER 


159 

preliminary stammer which passes away with the first 
word. When sharply spoken to, she was apt to lose her 
head at once; but her heart was of the kindest. She had 
never been heard to express a dislike for a single human 
being, and she was tender to every living creature. She 
was devoted to Mrs. Smith, to Mr. Smith, to their dogs, 
cats, canaries; and as to Mrs. Smiths gray parrot, its 
peculiarities exercised upon her a positive fascination. 
Nevertheless, when that outlandish bird, attacked by 
the cat, shrieked for help in human accents, she ran out 
into the yard stopping her ears, and did not prevent the 
crime. For Mrs. Smith this was another evidence of her 
stupidity; on the other hand, her want of charm, in view 
of Smith’s well-known frivoloiisness, was a great recom- 
mendation. Her shortsighted eyes would swim with pity 
for a poor mouse in a trap, and she had been seen once 
by some boys on her knees in the wet grass helping a 
toad in diflBculties. If it s true, as some German fellow 
has said, that Mdthout phosphorus there is no thought, 
it is still more true that there is no kindness of heart 
without a certain amount of imagination. She had some. 
She had even more than is necessary to understand 
suffering and to be moved by pity. She fell in love under 
circumstances that leave no room for doubt in the 
matter; for you need imagination to form a notion of 
beauty at all, and still more to discover your ideal in an 
unfamiliar shape. 

“How this aptitude came to her, what it did feed 
upon, is an inscrutable mystery. She was bom in the 
village, and had never been farther away from it than 
Colebrook or perhaps Darnford. She lived for four years 
with the Smiths. New Barns is an isolated farmhouse a 
mile away from the road, and she was content to look 
day after day at the same fields, hollows, rises; at the 
trees and the hedgerows; at the faces of the four men 
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about the farm, always the same — day after day, month 
after month, year after year. She never showed a desire 
for conversation, and, as it seemed to me, she did not 
know how to smile. Sometimes of a fine Sunday after- 
noon she would put on her best dress, a pair of stout 
boots, a large gray hat trimmed with a black feather 
(IVe seen her in that finery), seize an absurdly slender 
parasol, climb over two stiles, tramp over three fields 
and along two hundred yards of road — never farther. 
There stood Foster’s cottage. She would help her mother 
to give their tea to the younger children, wash up the 
crockery, kiss the little ones, and go back to the farm. 
That was all. All the rest, all the change, all the relax- 
ation. She never seemed to wish for anything more. And 
then she fell in love. She fell in love silently, obstinately 
— perhaps helplessly. It came slowly, but when it came 
it worked like a powerful spell; it was love as the an- 
cients understood it: an irresistible and fateful impulse 
— a possession! Yes, it was in her to become haunted 
and possessed by a face, by a presence, fatally, as 
though she had been a pagan worshiper of form under 
a joyous sky — and to be awakened at last from that mys- 
terious forgetfulness of self, from that enchantment, 
from that transport, by a fear resembling the unaccount- 
able terror of a brute. . . 

With the sun hanging low on its western limit, the 
expanse of the grasslands framed in the counterscarps 
of the rising ground took on a gorgeous and somber 
aspect. A sense of penetrating sadness, like that inspired 
by a grave strain of music, disengaged itself from the 
silence of the fields. The men we met walked past, slow, 
unsmiling, with downcast eyes, as if the melancholy of 
an overburdened earth had weighted their feet, bowed 
their shoulders, borne down their glances. 

“Yes,” said the doctor to my remark, “one would 
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think the earth is under a curse, since of all her chil- 
dren these that cling to her the closest are uncouth in 
body and as leaden of gait as if their very hearts were 
loaded with chains. But here on this same road you 
might have seen amongst these heavy men a being lithe, 
supple and long-limbed, straight like a pine, with some- 
thing striving upwards in his appearance as though the 
heart within him had been buoyant. Perhaps it was only 
the force of the contrast, but when he was passing one 
of these villagers here, the soles of his feet did not seem 
to me to touch the dust of the road. He vaulted over 
the stiles, paced these slopes with a long elastic stride 
that made him noticeable at a great distance, and had 
lustrous black eyes. He was so different from the man- 
kind around that, with his freedom of movement, his 
soft — a little startled — glance, his olive complexion and 
graceful bearing, his humanity suggested to me the na« 
ture of a woodland creature. He came from there.” 

The doctor pointed with his whip, and from the sum- 
mit of the descent seen over the rolling tops of the trees 
in a park by the side of the road, appeared the level sea 
far below us, like the floor of an immense edifice inlaid 
with bands of dark ripple, with still trails of glitter, end- 
ing in a belt of glassy water at the foot of the sky. The 
light blur of smoke, from an invisible steamer, faded on 
the great clearness of the horizon like the mist of a 
breath on a mirror; and, inshore, the white sails of a 
coaster, with the appearance of disentangling them- 
selves slowly from under the branches, floated clear of 
the foliage of the trees. 

“Shipwrecked in the bay?” I said. 

“Yes; he was a castaway. A poor emigrant from Cen- 
tral Europe bound to America and washed ashore here 
in a storm. And for him, who knew nothing of the earth, 
England was an undiscovered country. It was some time 
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before he learned its name; and for all I know he might 
have expected to find wild beasts or wild men here, 
when, crawling in the dark over the sea wall, he rolled 
down the other side into a dyke, where it was another 
miracle he didn’t get drowned. But he struggled in- 
stinctively like an animal under a net, and this blind 
struggle threw him out into a field. He must have been, 
indeed, of a tougher fiber than he looked to withstand 
without expiring such buffetings, the violence of his 
exertions, and so much fear. Later on, in his broken 
English that resembled curiously the speech of a young 
child, he told me himself that he put his trust in God, 
believing he was no longer in this world. And truly — ^he 
would add — ^how was he to know? He fought his way 
against the rain and the gale on all fours, and crawled 
at last among some sheep huddled close under the lee 
of a hedge. They ran off in all directions, bleating in the 
darkness, and he welcomed the first familiar sound he 
heard on these shores. It must have been two in the 
morning then. And this is aU we know of the manner of 
his landing, though he did not arrive unattended by any 
means. Only his grisly company did not begin to come 
ashore till much later in the day. . . 

The doctor gathered the reins, clicked his tongue; we 
trotted down the hill. Then turning, almost directly, a 
sharp corner into High Street, we rattled over the stones 
and were home. 

Late in the evening Kennedy, breaking a spell of 
moodiness that had come over him, returned to the 
story. Smoking his pipe, he paced the long room from 
end to end. A reading lamp concentrated all its light 
upon the papers on his desk; and, sitting by the open 
window, I saw, after the windless, scorching day, the 
frigid splendor of a hazy sea lying motionless under the 
moon. Not a whisper, not a splash, not a stir of the 
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shingle, not a footstep, not a sigh came up from the 
earth below — ^never a sign of life but the scent of climb- 
ing jasmine; and Kennedy's voice, speaking behind me, 
passed through the wide casement, to vanish outside in 
a chill and sumptuous stillness. 

. . The relations of shipwrecks in the olden times 
tell us of much suflFering. Often the castaways were only 
saved from drowning to die miserably from starvation 
on a barren coast; others suflFered violent death or else 
slavery, passing through years of precarious existence 
with people to whom their strangeness was an object of 
suspicion, dislike or fear. We read about these things, 
and they are very pitiful. It is indeed hard upon a man 
to find himself a lost stranger, helpless, incomprehensi- 
ble, and of a mysterious origin, in some obscure corner 
of the earth. Yet amongst all the adventurers ship- 
wrecked in all the wild parts of the world, there is not 
one, it seems to me, that ever had to suffer a fate so 
simply tragic as the man I am speaking of, the most 
innocent of adventurers cast out by the sea in the bight 
of this bay, almost within sight from this very window. 

*He did not know the name of his ship. Indeed, in the 
course of time we discovered he did not even know that 
ships had names — ‘like Christian people'; and when, 
one day, from the top of Talfourd Hill, he beheld the 
sea lying open to his view, his eyes roamed afar, lost in 
an air of wild surprise, as though he had never seen such 
a sight before. And probably he had not. As far as I 
could make out, he had been hustled together with 
many others on board an emigrant ship at the mouth of 
the Elbe, too bewildered to take note of his surround- 
ings, too weary to see anything, too anxious to care. 
They were driven below into the 'tween-deck and bat- 
tened down from the very start. It was a low timber 
dwelling — he would say — ^with wooden beams over- 
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head, like the houses in his country, but you went into 
it down a ladder. It was very large, very cold, damp 
and somber, with places in the manner of wooden boxes 
where people had to sleep one above another, and it 
kept on rocking all ways at once all the time. He crept 
into one of these boxes and lay down there in the clothes 
in which he had left his home many days before, keep- 
ing his bundle and his stick by his side. People groaned, 
children cried, water dripped, the lights went out, the 
walls of the place creaked, and everything was being 
shaken so that in ones little box one dared not lift one’s 
head. He had lost touch with his only companion (a 
young man from the same valley, he said), and all the 
time a great noise of wind went on outside and heavy 
blows fell — ^boom! boom! An awful sickness overcame 
him, even to the point of making him neglect his 
prayers. Besides, one could not tell whether it was morn- 
ing or evening. It seemed always to be night in that 
place. 

“Before that he had been traveling a long, long time 
on the iron track. He looked out of the window, which 
had a wonderfully clear glass in it, and the trees, the 
houses, the fields, and the long roads seemed to fly 
round and round about him till his head swam. He gave 
me to understand that he had on his passage beheld 
uncounted multitudes of people — ^whole nations — all 
dressed in such clothes as the rich wear. Once he was 
made to get out of the carriage, and slept through a 
night on a bench in a house of bricks with his bundle 
under his head; and once for many hours he had to sit 
on a floor of flat stones, dozing, with his knees up and 
with his bundle between his feet. There was a roof over 
him, which seemed made of glass, and was so high that 
the tallest mountain pine he had ever seen would have 
had room to grow under it. Steam machines rolled in 
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at one end and out at the other. People swarmed more 
than you can see on a feast day round the miraculous 
Holy Image in the yard of the Carmelite Convent down 
in the plains where, before he left his home, he drove 
his mother in a wooden cart — a pious old woman who 
wanted to oflFer prayers and make a vow for his safety. 
He could not give me an idea of how large and lofty and 
full of noise and smoke and gloom, and clang of iron, the 
place was, but someone had told him it was called Ber- 
lin. Then they rang a bell, and another steam machine 
came in, and again he was taken on and on through 
a land that wearied his eyes by its flatness without a 
single bit of a hill to be seen anywhere. One more night 
he spent shut up in a building like a good stable with 
a litter of straw on the floor, guarding his bundle 
amongst a lot of men, of whom not one could under- 
stand a single word he said. In the morning they were 
all led down to the stony shores of an extremely broad 
muddy river, flowing not between hills but between 
houses that seemed immense. There was a steam ma- 
chine that went on the water, and they all stood upon 
it packed tight, only now there were with them many 
women and children who made much noise. A cold rain 
fell, the wind blew in his face; he was wet through, and 
his teeth chattered. He and the young man from the 
same valley took each other by the hand. 

“They thought they were being taken to America 
straight away, but suddenly the steam machine bumped 
against the side of a thing like a great house on the 
water. The walls were smooth and black, and there 
uprose, growing from the roof as it were, bare trees in 
the shape of crosses, extremely high. That’s how it ap- 
peared to him then, for he had never seen a ship before. 
This was the ship that was going to swim all the way to 
America. Voices shouted, everything swayed; there was 
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a ladder dipping up and down. He went up on his hands 
and knees in mortal fear of falling into the water below, 
which made a great splashing. He got separated from 
his companion, and when he descended into the bottom 
of that ship his heart seemed to melt suddenly within 
him. 

*lt was then also, as he told me, that he lost contact 
for good and all with one of those three men who the 
summer before had been going about through all the 
little towns in the foothills of his country. They would 
arrive on market days driving in a peasant’s cart, and 
would set up an office in an inn or some other Jews 
house. There were three of them, of whom one with a 
long beard looked venerable; and they had red cloth 
collars round their necks and gold lace on their sleeves 
like Government officials. They sat proudly behind a 
long table; and in the next room, so that the common 
people shouldn’t hear, they kept a cunning telegraph 
machine, through which they could talk to the Emperor 
of America. The fathers hung about the door, but the 
young men of the mountains would crowd up to the 
table asking many questions, for there was work to be 
got all the year round at three dollars a day in America, 
and no military service to do. 

‘‘But the American Kaiser would not take everybody. 
Oh, no! He himself had great difficulty in getting ac- 
cepted, and the venerable man in uniform had to go out 
of the room several times to work the telegraph on his 
behalf. The American Kaiser engaged him at last at 
three dollars, he being young and strong. However, 
many able young men backed out, afraid of the great 
distance; besides, those only who had some money could 
be taken. There were some who sold their huts and their 
land because it cost a lot of money to get to America; 
but then, once there, you had three dollars a day, and if 
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you were clever you could find places where true gold 
could be picked up on the ground. His father’s house 
was getting over-full. Two of his brothers were married 
and had children. He promised to send money home 
from America by post twice a year. His father sold an 
old cow, a pair of piebald mountain ponies of his own 
raising, and a cleared plot of fair pasture land on the 
sunny slope of a pineclad pass to a Jew innkeeper, in 
order to pay the people of the ship that took men to 
America to get rich in a short time. 

"He must have been a real adventurer at heart, for 
how many of the greatest enterprises in the conquest of 
the earth had for their beginning just such a bargaining 
away of the paternal cow for the mirage or true gold far 
away! I have been telling you more or less in my own 
words what I learned fragmentarily in the course of two 
or three years, during which I seldom missed an op- 
portunity of a friendly chat with him. He told me this 
story of his adventure with many flashes of white teeth 
and lively glances of black eyes, at first in a sort of anx- 
ious baby-talk, then, as he acquired the language, with 
great fluency, but always with that singing, soft, and 
at the same time vibrating intonation that instilled a 
Strangely penetrating power into the sound of the most 
familiar English words, as if they had been the words of 
an unearthly language. And he always would come to 
an end, with many emphatic shakes of his head, upon 
that awful sensation of his heart melting within him di- 
rectly he set foot on board that ship. Afterwards there 
seemed to come for him a period of blank ignorance, at 
any rate as to facts. No doubt he must have been abomi- 
nably seasick and abominably unhappy — ^this soft and 
passionate adventurer, taken thus out of his knowledge, 
and feeling bitterly as he lay in his emigrant bunk his 
utter loneliness; for his was a highly sensitive nature. 
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The next thing we know of him for certain is that he had 
been hiding in Hammond’s pig-pound by the side of the 
road to Norton, six miles, as the crow flies, from the sea. 
Of these experiences he was unwilling to speak: they 
seemed to have seared into his soul a somber sort of 
wonder and indignation. Through the rumors of the 
countryside, which lasted for a good many days after 
his arrival, we know that the fishermen of West Cole- 
brook had been disturbed and startled by heavy knocks 
against the walls of weatherboard cottages, and by a 
voice crying piercingly strange words in the night. Sev- 
eral of them turned out even, but, no doubt, he had fled 
in sudden alarm at their rough angry tones hailing each 
other in the darkness. A sort of frenzy must have helped 
him up the steep Norton hill. It was he, no doubt, who 
early the following morning had been seen lying (in a 
swoon, I should say) on the roadside grass by the Bren- 
zett carrier, who actually got down to have a nearer 
look, but drew back, intimidated by the perfect immo- 
bility, and by something queer in the aspect of that 
tramp, sleeping so still under the showers. As the day 
advanced, some children came dashing into school at 
Norton in such a fright that the schoolmistress went out 
and spoke indignantly to a Tiorrid-looking man’ on the 
road. He edged away, hanging his head, lor a few steps, 
and then suddenly ran off with extraordinaiy fleetness. 
The driver of Mr. Bradley’s milk cart made no secret of 
it that he had lashed with his whip at a hairy sort of 
gypsy fellow who, jumping up at a turn of the road by 
the Vents, made a snatch at the pony’s bridle. And he 
caught him a good one, too, right over the face, he said, 
that made him drop down in the mud a jolly sight 
quicker than he had jumped up; but it was a good half 
a mile before he could stop the pony. Maybe that in his 
desperate endeavors to get help, and in his need to get 
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in touch with someone, the poor devil had tried to stop 
the cart. Also three boys confessed afterwards to throw- 
ing stones at a funny tramp, knocking about all wet and 
muddy, and, it seemed, very drunk, in the narrow deep 
lane by the limekilns. All this was the talk of three vil- 
lages for days; but we have Mrs. Finns (the wife of 
Smith’s wagoner) unimpeachable testimony that she 
saw him get over the low wall of Hammond’s pig-pound 
and lurch straight at her, babbling aloud in a voice that 
was enough to make one die of fright. Having the baby 
with her in a perambulator, Mrs. Finn called out to him 
to go away, and as he persisted in coming nearer, she hit 
him courageously with her umbrella over the head, and, 
without once looking back, ran like the wind with the 
perambulator as far as the first house in the village. She 
stopped then, out of breath, and spoke to old Lewis, 
hammering there at a heap of stones; and the old chap, 
taking oflF his immense black wire goggles, got up on his 
shaky legs to look where she pointed. Together they fol- 
lowed with their eyes the figure of the man running over 
a field; they saw him fall down, pick himself up, and 
run on again, staggering and waving his long arms 
above his head, in the direction of the New Barns Farm. 
From that moment he is plainly in the toils of his ob- 
scure and touching destiny. There is no doubt after this 
of what happened to him. All is certain now: Mrs. 
Smith’s intense terror; Amy Foster’s stolid conviction 
held against the other’s nervous attack, that the man 
meant no harm’; Smith’s exasperation (on his return 
from Darnford Market) at finding the dog barking him- 
self into a fit, the back door locked, his wife in hysterics; 
and all for an unfortunate dirty tramp, supposed to be 
even then lurking in his stackyard. Was he? He would 
teach him to frighten women. 

“Smith is notoriously hot-tempered, but the sight of 
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some nondescript and miry creature sitting cross-legged 
amongst a lot of loose straw, and swinging itself to and 
fro like a bear in a cage, made him pause. Then this 
tramp stood up silently before him, one mass of mud 
and filth from head to foot. Smith, alone amongst his 
stacks with this apparition, in the stormy twilight ring- 
ing with the infuriated barking of the dog, felt the dread 
of an inexplicable strangeness. But when that being, 
parting with his black hands the long matted locks that 
hung before his face, as you part the two halves of a 
curtain, looked out at him with glistening, wild, black- 
and-white eyes, the weirdness of this silent encounter 
fairly staggered him. He has admitted since (for the 
story has been a legitimate subject of conversation about 
here for years) that he made more than one step back- 
wards. Then a sudden burst of rapid, senseless speech 
persuaded him at once that he had to do with an es- 
caped lunatic. In fact, that impression never wore off 
completely. Smith has not in his heart given up his 
secret conviction of the man’s essential insanity to this 
very day. 

“As the creature approached him, jabbering in a most 
discomposing manner. Smith (unaware that he was 
being addressed as ‘gracious lord,' and adjured in Gods 
name to afford food and shelter) kept on speaking 
firmly but gently to it, and retreating all the time into 
the other yard. At last, watching his chance, by a sud- 
den charge he bundled him headlong into the wood- 
lodge, and instantly shot the bolt. Thereupon he wiped 
his brow, though the day was cold. He had done his 
duty to the community by shutting up a wandering and 
probably dangerous maniac. Smith isn't a hard man at 
all, but he had room in his brain only for that one idea 
of lunacy. He was not imaginative enough to ask him- 
self whether the man might not be perishing with cold 
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and hunger. Meantime, at first, the maniac made a great 
deal of noise in the lodge. Mrs. Smith was screaming 
upstairs, where she had locked herself in her bedroom; 
but Amy Foster sobbed piteously at the kitchen door^ 
wringing her hands and muttering, ‘Don’t! don’t!’ I 
daresay Smith had a rough time of it that evening with 
one noise and another, and this insane, disturbing voice 
crying obstinately through the door only added to his 
irritation. He couldn’t possibly have connected this trou- 
blesome lunatic with the sinking of a ship in Eastbay, of 
which there had been a rumor in the Darnford market 
place. And I dare say the man inside had been very near 
to insanity on that night. Before his excitement collapsed 
and he became unconscious he was throwing himself 
violently about in the dark, rolling on some dirty sacks, 
and biting his fists with rage, cold, hunger, amazement, 
and despair. 

"He was a mountaineer of the eastern range of the 
Carpathians, and the vessel sunk the night before in 
Eastbay was the Hamburg emigrant ship Herzogin 
Sopiiia-Dorothea, of appalling memory. 

“A few months later we could read in the papers the 
accounts of the bogus ‘Emigration Agencies’ among the 
Slavic peasantry in the more remote provinces of Aus- 
tria. The object of these scoundrels was to get hold of 
the poor ignorant people’s homesteads, and they were 
in league with the local usurers. They exported their 
victims through Hamburg mostly. As to the ship, I had 
watched her out of this very window, reaching close- 
hauled under short canvas into the bay on a dark, 
threatening afternoon. She came to an anchor, correctly 
by the chart, oflF the Brenzett Coastguard station. I re- 
member before the night fell looking out again at the 
outlines of her spars and rigging that stood out dark and 
pointed on a background of ragged, slaty clouds like 
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another and a slighter spire to the left of the Brenzett 
churchtower. In the evening the wind rose. At midnight 
I could hear in my bed the terrific gusts and the sounds 
of a driving deluge. 

“About that time the Coastguardmen thought they 
saw the lights of a steamer over the anchoring ground. 
In a moment they vanished; but it is clear that another 
vessel of some sort had tried for shelter in the bay on 
that awful, blind night, had rammed the German ship 
amidships (a breach’ — as one of the divers told me after- 
wards — ‘that you could sail a Thames barge through’), 
and then had gone out either scatheless or damaged, 
who shall say; but had gone out, unknown, unseen, and 
fatal, to perish mysteriously at sea. Of her nothing ever 
came to light, and yet the hue and cry that was raised all 
over the world would have found her out if she had 
been in existence anywhere on the face of the waters. 

“A completeness without a clue, and a stealthy silence 
as of a neatly executed crime, characterize this murder- 
ous disaster, which, as you may remember, had its grue- 
some celebrity. The wind would have prevented the 
loudest outcries from reaching the shore; there had been 
evidently no time for signals of distress. It was death 
without any sort of fuss. The Hamburg ship, filling all at 
once, capsized as she sank, and at daylight there was 
not even the end of a spar to be seen above water. She 
was missed, of course, and at first the Coastguardmen 
surmised that she had eitlier dragged her anchor or 
parted her cable sometime during the night, and had 
been blown out to sea. Then, after the tide turned, the 
Vk^eck must have shifted a little and released some of the 
bodies, because a child — ^a little fair-haired child in a 
red frock — came ashore abreast of the Martello tower. 
By the afternoon you could see along three miles of 
beach dark figures with bare legs dashing in and out of 
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the tumbling foam, and rough-looking men, women with 
hard faces, children, mostly fair-haired, were being car- 
ried, stifiF and dripping, on stretchers, on wattles, on 
ladders, in a long procession past the door of the "Ship 
Inn,’ to be laid out in a row under the north wall of the 
Brenzett Church. 

""OflScially, the body of the little girl in the red frock 
is the first thing that came ashore from that ship. But 
I have patients amongst the seafaring population of 
West Colebrook, and, unofficially, I am informed that 
very early that morning two brothers, who went down 
to look after their cobble hauled up on the beach, found 
a good way from Brenzett, an ordinary ship s hencoop, 
lying high and dry on the shore, with eleven drowned 
ducks inside. Their families ate the birds, and the hen- 
coop was split into firewood with a hatchet. It is pos- 
sible that a man (supposing he happened to be on deck 
at the time of the accident) might have floated ashore 
on that hencoop. He might. I admit it is improbable, 
i)ut there was the man — and for days, nay, for weeks — 
it didn’t enter our heads tb it we had amongst us the 
only living soul that had escaped from that disaster. 
The man himself, even when he learned to speak intel- 
ligibly, could tell us very little. He remembered he had 
felt better (after the ship had anchored, I suppose), and 
that the darkness, the wind, and the rain took his breath 
away. This looks as if he had been on deck sometime 
during that night. But we mustn’t forget he had been 
taken out of his knowledge, that he had been seasick 
and battened down below for four days, that he had no 
general notion of a ship or of the sea, and therefore 
could have no definite idea of what was happening to 
him. The rain, the wind, the darkness he knew; he un- 
derstood the bleating of the sheep, and he remembered 
the pain of his wretchedness and misery, his heart- 
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broken astonishment that it was neither seen nor under- 
stood, his dismay at finding all the men angry and all 
the women fierce. He had approached them as a beggar, 
it is true, he said; but in his country, even if they gave 
nothing, they spoke gently to beggars. The children in 
his country were not taught to throw stones at those 
who asked for compassion. Smith’s strategy overcame 
him completely. The wood-lodge presented the horrible 
aspect of a dungeon. What would be done to him next? 
... No wonder that Amy Foster appeared to his eyes 
with the aureole of an angel of light. The girl had not 
been able to sleep for thinking of the poor man, and in 
the morning, before the Smiths were up, she slipped out 
across the back yard. Holding the door of the wood- 
lodge ajar, she looked in and extended to him half a 
loaf of white bread — ^‘such bread as the rich eat in my 
country,’ he used to say. 

‘‘At this he got up slowly from amongst all sorts of 
rubbish, stiff, hungry, trembling, miserable, and doubt- 
ful. ‘Can you eat this?’ she asked in her soft and timid 
voice. He must have taken her for a ‘gracious lady.’ He 
devoured ferociously, and tears were falling on the 
crust. Suddenly he dropped the bread, seized her wrist, 
and imprinted a kiss on her hand. She was not fright- 
ened. Through his forlorn condition she had observed 
that he was good-looking. She shut the door and walked 
back slowly to the kitchen. Much later on, she told Mrs. 
Smith, who shuddered at the bare idea of being touched 
by that creature. 

“Through this act of impulsive pity he was brought 
back again within the pale of human relations with his 
new surroundings. He never forgot it — ^never. 

“That very same morning old Mr. Swaffer (Smith’s 
nearest neighbor) came over to give his advice, and 
ended by carrying him off. He stood, unsteady on his 
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legs, meek, and caked over in half-dried mud, while the 
two men talked around him in an incomprehensible 
tongue. Mrs. Smith had refused to come downstairs till 
the madman was oflF the premises; Amy Foster, far from 
within the dark kitchen, watched through the open 
back door; and he obeyed the signs that were made to 
him to the best of his ability. But Smith was full of mis- 
trust. 'Mind, sir! It may be all his cunning,' he cried re- 
peatedly in a tone of warning. When Mr. Swaifer started 
the mare, the deplorable being sitting humbly by his 
side, through weakness, nearly fell out over the back of 
the high two-wheeled cart. SwafFer took him straight 
home. And it is then that I come upon the scene. 

*1 was called in by the simple process of the old man 
beckoning to me with his forefinger over the gate of his 
house as I happened to be driving past. I got down, of 
course. 

“ IVe got something here,' he mumbled, leading the 
way to an outhouse at a little distance from his other 
farm buildings. 

“It was there that I saw him first, in a long, low room 
taken upon the space of that sort of coach house. It was 
bare and whitewashed, with a small square aperture 
glazed with one cracked, dusty pane at its further end. 
He was lying on his back upon a straw pallet; they had 
given him a couple of horse blankets, and he seemed to 
have spent the remainder of his strength in the exertion 
of cleaning himself. He was almost speechless; his quick 
breathing under the blankets pulled up to his chin, his 
glittering, restless black eyes reminded me of a wild bird 
caught in a snare. While I was examining him, old 
Swaffer stood silently by the door, passing the tips of 
his fingers along his shaven upper lip. I gave some di- 
rections, promised to send a bottle of medicine, and 
naturally made some inquiries. 
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" 'Smith caught him in the stackyard at New Bams/ 
said the old chap in his deliberate, unmoved manner, 
and as if the other had been indeed a sort of wild ani- 
mal. 'That’s how I came by him. Quite a curiosity, isn’t 
he? Now tell me, doctor — ^you’ve been all over the world 
— don’t you think that’s a bit of a Hindu we’ve got hold 
of here?’ 

was greatly surprised. His long black hair scattered 
over the straw bolster contrasted with the olive pallor 
of his face. It occurred to me he might be a Basque. It 
didn’t necessarily follow that he should understand 
Spanish; but I tried him with the few words I know, 
and also with some French. The whispered sounds I 
caught by bending my ear to his lips puzzled me utterly. 
That afternoon the young ladies from the rectory (one 
of them read Goethe with a dictionary, and the other 
had struggled with Dante for years), coming to see Miss 
SwaflFer, tried their German and Italian on him from the 
doorway. They retreated, just the least bit scared by the 
flood of passionate speech which, turning on his pallet, 
he let out at them. They admitted that the sound was 
pleasant, soft, musical — ^but, in conjunction with his 
looks perhaps, it was startling — so excitable, so utterly 
unlike anything one had ever heard. The village boys 
climbed up the bank to have a peep through the little 
square aperture. Everybody was wondering what Mr. 
Swaffer would do with him. 

"‘He simply kept him. 

"‘Swaifer would be called eccentric were he not so 
much respected. They will tell you that Mr. SwaflFer sits 
up as late as ten o’clock at night to read books, and they 
will tell you also that he can write a check for two hun- 
dred pounds without thinking twice about it. He him- 
self would tell you that the' SwaflFers had owned land 
between this and Darnford for these three hundred 
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years. He must be eighty-five today, but he does not 
look a bit older than when I first came here. He is a 
great breeder of sheep, and deals extensively in cattle. 
He attends market days for miles around in every sort 
of weather, and drives sitting bowed low over the reins, 
his lank gray hair curling over the collar of his warm 
coat, and with a green plaid rug round his legs. The 
calmness of advanced age gives a solemnity to his man- 
ner. He is clean-shaved; his lips are thin and sensitive; 
something rigid and monachal in the set of his features 
lends a certain elevation to the character of his face. He 
has been known to drive miles in the rain to see a new 
kind of rose in somebody’s garden, or a monstrous cab- 
bage grown by a cottager. He loves to hear tell of or to 
be shown something what he calls ‘outlandish.’ Perhaps 
it was just that outlandishness of the man which in- 
fluenced old Swaffer. Perhaps it was only an inexplicable 
caprice. All I know is that at the end of three weeks I 
caught sight of Smith’s lunatic digging in Swaffer’s 
kitchen garden. They had found out he could use a 
spade. He dug barefooted. 

“His black hair flowed over his shoulders. I suppose 
it was Swaffer who had given him the striped old cotton 
shirt; but he wore still the national brown cloth trousers 
(in which he had been washed ashore) fitting to the 
leg almost like tights; was belted with a broad leather 
belt studded with little brass discs; and had never yet 
ventured into the village. The land he looked upon 
seemed to him kept neatly, like the grounds round a 
landowner’s house; the size of the cart horses struck 
him with astonishment; the roads resembled garden 
walks, and the aspect of the people, especially on Sun- 
days, spoke of opulence. He wondered what made them 
so hardhearted and their children so bold. He got his 
food at the back door, carried it in both hands, carefully. 
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to his outhouse, and, sitting alone on his pallet, would 
make the sign of the cross before he began. Beside the 
same pallet, kneeling in the early darkness of the short 
days, he recited aloud the Lord s Prayer before he slept. 
Whenever he saw old Swaffer he would bow with ven- 
eration from the waist, and stand erect while the old 
man, with his fingers over his upper lip, surveyed him 
silently. He bowed also to Miss Swaffer, who kept house 
frugally for her father — a broad-shouldered, big-boned 
woman of forty-five, with the pocket of her dress full of 
keys, and a gray, steady eye. She was Church — as peo- 
ple said (while her father was one of the tmstees of the 
Baptist Chapel) — and wore a little steel cross at her 
waist. She dressed severely in black, in memory of one of 
the innumerable Bradleys of the neighborhood, to whom 
she had been engaged some twenty-five years ago — a 
young farmer who broke his neck out hunting on the 
eve of the wedding day. She had the unmoved counte- 
nance of the deaf, spoke very seldom, and her lips, thin 
like her father’s, astonished one sometimes by a mysteri- 
ously ironic curl. 

"‘These were the people to whom he owed allegiance, 
and an overwhelming loneliness seemed to fall from the 
leaden sky of that winter without sunshine. All the faces 
were sad. He could talk to no one, and had no hope of 
ever understanding anybody. It was as if these had been 
the faces of people from the other world— dead people 
— ^he used to tell me years afterwards. Upon my word, 
I wonder he did not go mad. He didn’t know where he 
was. Somewhere very far from his mountains — ^some- 
where over the water. Was this America, he wondered? 

"If it hadn’t been for the steel cross at Miss Swaffer s 
belt he would not, he confessed, have known whether 
he was in a Christian country at all. He used to cast 
stealthy glances at it, and feel comforted. There was 
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nothing here the same as in his country! The earth and 
the water were different; there were no images of the 
Redeemer by the roadside. The very grass was different, 
and the trees. All the trees but the three old Norway 
pines on the bit of lawn before Swaffer’s house, and 
these reminded him of his country. He had been de- 
tected once, after dusk, with his forehead against the 
trunk of one of them, sobbing, and talking to himself. 
They had been like brothers to him at that time, he af- 
firmed. Everything else was strange. Conceive you the 
kind of an existence overshadowed, oppressed, by the 
everyday material appearances, as if by the visions of a 
nightmare. At night, when he could not sleep he kept 
on thinking of the girl who gave him the first piece of 
bread he had eaten in this foreign land. She had been 
neither fierce nor angry, nor frightened. Her face he re- 
membered as the only comprehensible face amongst all 
these faces that were as closed, as mysterious, and as 
mute as the faces of the dead who are possessed of a 
knowledge beyond the comprehension of the living. I 
wonder whether the memory of her compassion pre- 
vented him from cutting his throat. But there! I suppose 
I am an old sentimentalist, and forget the instinctive 
love of life which it takes all the strength of an uncom- 
mon despair to overcome. 

“He did the work which was given him with an in- 
telligence which surprised old Swaffer. By and by it was 
discovered that he could help at the plowing, could 
milk the cows, feed the bullocks in the cattle-yard, and 
was of some use with the sheep. He began to pick up 
words, too, very fast; and suddenly, one fine morning 
in spring, he rescued from an untimely death a grand- 
child of old Swaffer. 

“Swaffer s younger daughter is married to Willcox, a 
solicitor and the town clerk of Colebrook. Regularly 
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twice a year they come to stay with the old man for a 
few days. Their only child, a little girl not three years 
old at the time, ran out of the house alone in her little 
white pinafore, and, toddling across the grass of a ter- 
raced garden, pitched herseS over a low wall headfirst 
into the horsepond in the yard below. 

*‘Our man was out with the wagoner and the plow in 
the field nearest to the house, and as he was leading the 
team round to begin a fresh furrow, he saw, through 
the gap of a gate, what for anybody else would have 
been a mere flutter of something white. But he had 
straight-glancing, quick, far-reaching eyes, that only 
seemed to flinch and lose their amazing power before 
the immensity of the sea. He was barefooted, and look- 
ing as outlandish as the heart of Swaffer could desire. 
Leaving the horses on the turn, to the inejcpressible dis- 
gust of the wagoner he bounded off, going over the 
plowed ground in long leaps, and suddenly appeared 
before the mother, thrust the child into her arms, and 
strode away. 

"The pond was not very deep; but still, if he had not 
had such good eyes, the child would have perished — 
miserably suffocated in the foot or so of sticky mud at 
the bottom. Old Swaffer walked out slowly into the 
field, waited till the plow came over to his side, had a 
good look at him, and without saying a word went back 
to the house. But from that time they laid out his meals 
on the kitchen table; and at first, Miss Swaffer, all in 
black and with an inscrutable face, would come and 
stand in the doorway of the living room to see him make 
a big sign of the cross before he fell to. I believe that 
from that day, too, Swaffer began to pay him regular 
wages. 

"I can’t follow step by step his development. He cut 
his hair short, was seen in the village and along the road 
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going to and fro to his work like any other man. Chil- 
dren ceased to shout after him. He became aware of 
social differences, but remained for a long time sur- 
prised at the bare poverty of the churches among so 
much wealth. He couldn’t understand either why they 
were kept shut up on weekdays. There was nothing to 
steal in them. Was it to keep people from praying too 
often? The rectory took much notice of him about that 
time, and I believe the young ladies attempted to pre- 
pare the ground for his conversion. They could not, 
however, break him of his habit of crossing himself, but 
he went so far as to take ofiF the string with a couple of 
brass medals the size of a sixpence, a tiny metal cross, 
and a square sort of scapulary which he wore round his 
neck. He hung them on the wall by the side of his bed, 
and he was still to be heard every evening reciting the 
Lord s Prayer, in incomprehensible words and in a slow, 
fervent tone, as he had heard his old father do at the 
head of all the kneeling family, big and little, on every 
evening of his life. And though he wore corduroys at 
work, and a slop-made pepper-and-salt suit on Sundays, 
strangers would turn round to look after him on ihe 
road. His foreignness had a peculiar and indelible 
stamp. At last people became used to seeing him. But 
they never became used to him. His rapid, skimming 
walk; his swarthy complexion; his hat cocked on the left 
ear; his habit, on warm evenings, of wearing his coat 
over one shoulder, like a hussar s dolman; his manner of 
leaping over the stiles, not as a feat of agility, but in the 
ordinary course of progression — all these peculiarities 
were, as one may say, so many causes of scorn and of- 
fense to the inhabitants of the village. Thetj wouldn’t 
in their dinner hour lie flat on their backs on die grass to 
stare at the sky. Neither did they go about the fields 
screaming dismal tunes. Many times have I heard his 
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high-pitched voice from behind the ridge of some slop- 
ing sheepwalk, a voice light and soaring, like a lark s, 
but with a melancholy human note, over our fields that 
hear only the song of birds. And I would be startled 
myself. Ah! He was diflFerent; innocent of heart, and full 
of good will, which nobody wanted, this castaway, that, 
hke a man transplanted into another planet, was sepa- 
rated by an immense space from his past and by an im- 
mense ignorance from his future. His quick, fervent 
utterance positively shocked everybody. ‘An excitable 
devil,’ they called him. One evening, in the taproom of 
the Coach and Horses (having drunk some whisky), he 
upset them all by singing a love song of his country. 
They hooted him down, and he was pained; but Preble, 
the lame wheelwright, and Vincent, the fat blacksmith, 
and the other notables, too, wanted to drink their eve- 
ning beer in peace. On another occasion he tried to 
show them how to dance. The dust rose in clouds from 
the sanded floor; he leaped straight up amongst the 
deal tables, struck his heels together, squatted on one 
heel in front of old Preble, shooting out the other leg, 
uttered wild and exulting cries, jumped up to whirl on 
one foot, snapping his fingers above his head — and a 
strange carter who was having a drink in there began 
to swear, and cleared out with his half-pint in his hand 
into the bar. But when suddenly he sprang upon a table 
and continued to dance among the glasses, the landlord 
interfered. He didn’t want any ‘acrobat tricks in the 
taproom.’ They laid their hands on him. Having had a 
glass or two, Mr. Swaffer’s foreigner tried to expostu- 
late: was ejected forcibly: got a black eye. 

“I believe he felt the hostility of his human surround- 
ings. But he was tough — ^tough in spirit, too, as well as 
in body. Only the memory of the sea frightened him 
with that vague terror that is left by a bad dream. Hi: 
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home was far away; and he did not want now to go to 
America. I had often explained to him that there is no 
place on earth where true gold can be found lying ready 
and to be got for the trouble of the picking up. How, 
then, he asked, could he ever return home with empty 
hands when there had been sold a cow, two ponies, and 
a bit of land to pay for his going? His eyes would fill 
with tears, and, averting them from the immense shim- 
mer of the sea, he would throw himself face down on 
the grass. But sometimes, cocking his hat with a little 
conquering air, he would defy my wisdom. He had 
found his bit of true gold. That was Amy Foster s heart; 
which was ‘a golden heart, and soft to people's misery,’ 
he would say in the accents of overwhelming conviction. 

“He was called Yanko. He had explained that this 
meant Little John; but as he would also repeat very 
often that he was a mountaineer (some word sounding 
in the dialect of his country like Goorall) he got it for 
his surname. And this is the only trace of him that the 
succeeding ages may find in the marriage register of the 
parish. There it stands — Yanko Goorall — ^in the rector s 
handwriting. The crooked cross made by the castaway, 
a cross whose tracing no doubt seemed to him the most 
solemn part of the whole ceremony, is all that remains 
now to perpetuate the memory of his name. 

“His courtship had lasted some time — ever since he 
got his precarious footing in the community. It began 
by his buying for Amy Foster a green satin ribbon in 
Darnford. This was what you did in his country. You 
bought a ribbon at a Jew’s stall on a fair-day. I don't 
suppose the girl knew what to do with it, but he seemed 
to think that his honorable intentions could not be mis- 
taken. 

“It was only when he declared his purpose to get 
married that I fully understood how, for a hundred 



184 ENGLAND AND THE WORLD 

futile and inappreciable reasons, how — ^shall I say odi- 
ous? — ^he was to all the countryside. Every old woman 
in the village was up in arms. Smith, coming upon him 
near the farm, promised to break his head for him if he 
found him about again. But he twisted his little black 
mustache with such a bellicose air and rolled such big, 
black fierce eyes at Smith that this promise came to 
nothing. Smith, however, told the girl that she must be 
mad to take up with a man who was surely wrong in his 
head. All the same, when she heard him in the gloaming 
whistle from beyond the orchard a couple of bars of a 
weird and mournful tune, she would drop whatever she 
had in her hand — she would leave Mrs. Smith in the 
middle of a sentence — and she would run out to his call. 
Mrs. Smith called her a shameless hussy. She answered 
nothing. She said nothing at all to anybody, and went 
on her way as if she had been deaf. She and I alone in 
all the land, I fancy, could see his very real beauty. He 
was very good-looking, and most graceful in his bearing, 
with that something wild as of a woodland creature in his 
aspect. Her mother moaned over her dismally whenever 
the girl came to see her on her day out. The father was 
surly, but pretended not to know; and Mrs. Finn once 
told her plainly that ‘this man, my dear, will do you 
some harm some day yet.’ And so it went on. They could 
be seen on the roads, she tramping stolidly in her finery 
— gray dress, black feather, stout boots, prominent 
white cotton gloves that caught your eye a hundred 
yards away; and he, his coat slung picturesquely over 
one shoulder, pacing by her side, gallant of bearing and 
casting tender glances upon the girl with the golden 
heart. I wonder whether he saw how plain she was. Per- 
haps among types so different from what he had ever 
seen, he had not the power to judge; or perhaps he was 
seduced by the divine quality of her pity. 
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‘Yanko was in great trouble meantime. In his country 
you get an old man for an ambassador in marriage 
affairs. He did not know how to proceed. However, one 
day in the midst of sheep in a field (he was now 
Swaffer’s under-shepherd with Foster) he took off his 
hat to the father and declared himself humbly. ‘I dare- 
say she’s fool enough to marry you,’ was all Foster said. 
‘And then,’ he used to relate, ‘he puts his hat on his 
head, looks black at me as if he wanted to cut my throat, 
whistles the dog, and off he goes, leaving me to do the 
work.’ The Fosters, of course, didn’t like to lose the 
wages the girl earned: Amy used to give all her money 
to her mother. But there was in Foster a very genuine 
aversion to that match. He contended that the fellow 
was very good with sheep, but was not fit for any girl 
to marry. For one thing, he used to go along the hedges 
muttering to himself like a dam’ fool; and then, these 
foreigners behave very queerly to women sometimes. 
And perhaps he would want to carry her off somewhere 
— or run off himself. It was not safe. He preached it to 
his daughter that the fellow might ill-use her in some 
way. She made no answer. It was, they said in the 
village, as if the man had done something to her. People 
discussed the matter. It was quite an excitement, and 
the two went on walking out’ together in the face of 
opposition. Then something unexpected happened. 

“I don’t know whether old Swaffer ever understood 
how much he was regarded in the light of a father by 
his foreign retainer. Anyway the relation was curiously 
feudal. So when Yanko asked formally for an interview 
— ‘and the Miss, too’ (he called the severe, deaf Miss 
Swaffer simply Miss ) — ^it was to obtain their permission 
to marry. Swaffer heard him unmoved, dismissed him 
by a nod, and then shouted the intelligence into Miss 
Swaffer’s best ear. She showed no surprise, and only re- 
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marked grimly, in a veiled blank voice, ‘He certainly 

won’t get any other girl to marry him.’ 

*lt is Miss SwaflEer who has all the credit for the mu- 
nificence: but in a very few days it came out that Mr. 
Swaffer had presented Yanko with a cottage (the cot- 
tage you’ve seen this morning) and something like an 
acre of ground — had made it over to him in absolute 
property. Willcox expedited the deed, and I remember 
him telling me he had a great pleasure in making it 
ready. It recited: ‘In consideration of saving the life of 
my beloved grandchild, Bertha Willcox.’ 

‘*Of course, after that no power on earth could pre- 
vent them from getting married. 

‘‘Her infatuation endured. People saw her going out 
to meet him in the evening. She stared with unblink- 
ing, fascinated eyes up the road where he was expected 
to appear, walking freely, with a swing from the hip, 
and humming one of the love tunes of his country. 
When the boy was born, he got elevated at the ‘Coach 
and Horses,’ essayed again a song and a dance, and was 
again ejected. People expressed their commiseration 
for a woman married to that jack-in-the-box. He didn’t 
care. There was a man now (he told me boastfully) to 
whom he could sing and talk in the language of his 
country, and show how to dance by and by. 

“But I don’t know. To me he appeared to have grown 
less springy of step, heavier in body, less keen of eye. 
Imagination, no doubt; but it seems to me now as if the 
net of fate had been drawn closer round him already. 

“One day I met him on the footpath over the Talfourd 
Hill. He told me that ‘women were funny.’ I had heard 
already of domestic differences. People were saying that 
Amy Foster was beginning to find out what sort of man 
she had married. He looked upon the sea with indif- 
ferent, unseeing eyes. His wife had snatched the child 
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out of his arms one day as he sat on the doorstep croon- 
ing to it a song such as the mothers sing to babies in his 
mountains. She seemed to think he was doing it some 
harm. Women are funny. And she had objected to him 
praying aloud in the evening. Why? He expected the 
boy to repeat the prayer aloud after him by and by, as 
he used to do after his old father when he was a child 
— ^in his own country. And I discovered he longed for 
their boy to grow up so that he could have a man to talk 
with in that language that to our ears sounded so dis- 
turbing, so passionate, and so bizarre. Why his wife 
should dislike the idea he couldn’t tell. But that would 
pass, he said. And tilting his head knowingly, he tapped 
his breastbone to indicate that she had a good heart: not 
hard, not fierce, open to compassion, charitable to the 
poor! 

'1 walked away thoughtfully; I wondered whether 
his diflFerence, his strangeness, were not penetrating with 
repulsion that dull nature they had begun by irresistibly 
attracting. I wondered. . . 

The doctor came to the window and looked out at 
the frigid splendor of the sea, immense in the haze, as 
if enclosing all the earth with all the hearts lost among 
the passions of love and fear. 

“Physiologically, now,” he said, turning away 
abmptly, “it was possible. It was possible.” 

He remained silent. Then went on — 

“At all events, the next time I saw him he was ill — 
lung trouble. He was tough, but I dare say he was not 
acclimatized as well as I had supposed. It was a bad 
winter; and, of course, these mountaineers do get fits 
of homesickness; and a state of depression would make 
him vulnerable. He was lying half dressed on a couch 
downstairs. 

“A table covered with a dark oilcloth took up all the 
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middle of the little room. There was a wicker cradle 
on the floor, a kettle spouting steam on the hob, and 
some child’s linen lay drying on the fender. The room 
was warm, but the door opens right into the garden, as 
you noticed perhaps. 

“He was very feverish, and kept on muttering to him- 
self. She sat on a chair and looked at him fixedly across 
the table with her brown, blurred eyes. ‘Why don’t you 
have him upstairs?’ I asked. With a start and a confused 
stammer she said, ‘Oh! ah! I couldn’t sit with him up- 
stairs, sir.’ 

“I gave her certain directions; and going outside, I 
said again that he ought to be in bed upstairs. She 
wrung her hands. ‘I couldn’t. I couldn’t. He keeps on 
saying something — I don’t know what.’ With the mem- 
ory of all the talk against the man that had been dinned 
into her ears, I looked at her narrowly. I looked into her 
shortsighted eyes, at her dumb eyes that once in her life 
had seen an enticing shape, but seemed, staring at me, 
to see nothing at all now. But I saw she was uneasy. 

“‘What’s the matter with him?’ she asked in a sort 
of vacant trepidation. ‘He doesn’t look very ill. I never 
did see anybody look like this before. . . .’ 

“ ‘Do you think,’ I asked indignantly, ‘he is sham- 
ming?’ 

“ ‘I can’t help it, sir,’ she said, stolidly. And suddenly 
she clapped her hands and looked right and left. ‘And 
there’s the baby. I am so frightened. He wanted me 
just now to give him the baby. I can’t understand what 
he says to it.’ 

“‘Can’t you ask a neighbor to come in tonight?’ I 
asked. 

“ ‘Please, sir, nobody seems to care to come,’ she mut- 
tered, dully resigned all at once. 

“I impressed upon her the necessity of the greatest 



care, and then had to go. There was a good deal of sick- 
ness that winter. ‘Oh, I hope he wont talk!* she ex- 
claimed softly just as I was going away. 

'1 don’t know how it is I did not see — ^but I didn’t. 
And yet, turning in my trap, I saw her lingering before 
the door, very still, and as if meditating a flight up the 
miry road. 

“Towards the night his fever increased. 

“He tossed, moaned, and now and then muttered a 
complaint. And she sat with the table between her and 
the couch, watching every movement and every sound, 
with the terror, the unreasonable terror, of that man 
she could not understand creeping over her. She had 
drawn the wicker cradle close to her feet. There was 
nothing in her now but the maternal instinct and that 
unaccountable fear. 

“Suddenly coming to himself, parched, he demanded 
a drink of water. She did not move. She had not under- 
stood, though he may have thought he was speaking in 
English. He waited, looking at her, burning with fever, 
amazed at her silence and immobility, and then he 
shouted impatiently. Water! Give me water!* 

“She jumped to her feet, snatched up the child, and 
stood still. He spoke to her, and his passionate remon- 
strances only increased her fear of that strange man. 
I believe he spoke to her for a long time, entreating, 
wondering, pleading, ordering, I suppose. She says she 
bore it as long as she could. And then a gust of rage 
came over him. 

“He sat up and called out terribly one word — some 
word. Then he got up as though he hadn’t been ill at 
all, she says. And as in fevered dismay, indignation, and 
wonder he tried to get to her round the table, she simply 
opened the door and ran out with the child in her arms. 
She heard him call twice after her down the road in a 
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terrible voice — and fled. . . . Ahl but you should have 
seen stirring behind the dull, blurred glance of those 
eyes that the specter of the fear which had haunted 
her on that night three miles and a half to the door of 
Foster s cottage! I did the next day. 

“And it was I who found him lying face down and 
his body in a puddle, just outside the little wicker gate. 

“I had been called out that night to an urgent case 
in the village, and on my way home at daybreak passed 
by the cottage. The door stood open. My man helped 
me to carry him in. We laid him on the couch. The 
lamp smoked, the fire was out, the chill of the stormy 
night oozed from the cheerless yellow paper on the wall. 
"Amyl’ I called aloud, and my voice seemed to lose itself 
in the emptiness of this tiny house as if I had cried in a 
desert. He opened his eyes. 'Gone!’ he said, distinctly. 

had only asked for water— only for a little water. . . 

“He was muddy. I covered him up and stood wait- 
ing in silence, catching a painfully gasped word now 
and then. They were no longer in his own language. 
The fever had left him, taking with it the heat of life. 
And with his panting breast and lustrous eyes he re- 
minded me again of a wild creature under the net; of 
a bird caught in a snare. She had left him. She had left 
him — sick — ^helpless — ^thirsty. The spear of the hunter 
had entered his very soul. 'Why?’ he cried, in the pene- 
trating and indignant voice of a man calling to a re- 
sponsible Maker. A gust of wind and a swish of rain 
answered. 

“And as I turned away to shut the door he pro- 
nounced the word 'Merciful!’ and expired. 

“Eventually I certified heart failure as the immediate 
cause of death. His heart must have indeed failed him, 
or else he might have stood this night of storm and ex- 
posure, too. I closed his eyes and drove away. Not very 
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far from the cottage I met Foster walking sturdily be- 
tween the dripping hedges with his collie at his heels. 

" 'Do you know where your daughter is?’ I asked. 

" 'Don’t I!’ he cried. 'I am going to talk to him a bit. 
Frightening a poor woman like this.’ 

"'He won’t frighten her any more,’ I said. 'He is 
dead.’ 

"He struck with his stick at the mud. 

" 'And there’s the child.’ 

"Then, after thinking deeply for a while — 

" 'I don’t know that it isn’t for the best.’ 

"That’s what he said. And she says nothing at all now. 
Not a word of him. Never. Is his image as utterly gone 
from her mind as his lithe and striding figure, his carol- 
ing voice are gone from our fields? He is no longer be- 
fore her eyes to excite her imagination into a passion of 
love or fear; and his memory seems to have vanished 
from her dull brain as a shadow passes away upon a 
white screen. She lives in the cottage and works for 
Miss Swaffer. She is Amy Foster for everybody, and the 
child is 'Amy Foster’s boy.’ She calls him Johnny — 
which means Little John. 

"It is impossible to say whether this name recalls any- 
thing to her. Does she ever think of the past? I have 
seen her hanging over the boy’s cot in a very passion of 
maternal tenderness. The little fellow was lying on his 
back, a little frightened at me, but very still, with his 
big black eyes, with his fluttered air of a bird in a snare. 
And looking at him I seemed to see again the other one 
— the father, cast out mysteriously by the sea to perish 
in the supreme disaster of loneliness and despair.” 



Typhoon 


C APTAIN MACWHIRR, of the steamer Non- 
Shan, had a physiognomy that, in the order of 
material appearances, was the exact counterpart of his 
mind: it presented no marked characteristics of firmness 
or stupidity; it had no pronounced characteristics what- 
ever; it was simply ordinary, irresponsive, and unrufiled. 
/ The only thing his aspect might have been said to 
I suggest, at times, was bashfulness; because he would 
I sit, in business oflSces ashore, sunburnt and smiling 
faintly, with downcast eyes. When he raised them, they 
i were perceived to be direct in their glance and of blue 
color. His hair was fair and extremely fine, clasping from 
temple to temple the bald dome of his skull in a clamp 
as of fiuffy silk. The hair of his face, on the contrary, 
carroty and fiaming, resembled a growth of copper wire 
clipped shoi’t to the line of the lip; while, no matter 
how close he shaved, fiery metallic gleams passed, when 
he moved his head, over the surface of his cheeks. He 
was rather below the medium height, a bit round- 
shouldered, and so sturdy of limb that his clothes always 
looked a shade too tight for his arms and legs. As if un- 
able to grasp what is due to the difference of latitudes, 
he wore a brown bowler hat, a complete suit of a 
brownish hue, and clumsy black boots. These harbor 
togs gave to his thick figure an air of stiff and uncouth 
smartness. thin silver watchchain looped his waist- 
■; -‘T. 192 
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coat, and he never left his ship for the shore without 
clutching in his powerful, hairy fist an elegant umbrella 
of the very best quality, but generally unrolled. Young 
Jukes, the chief mate, attending his commander to the 
gangway, would sometimes venture to say, with the 
greatest gentleness, “Allow me, sir” — and possessing 
himself of the umbrella deferentially, would elevate the 
ferule, shake the folds, twirl a neat furl in a jiffy, and 
hand it back; going through the performance with a 
face of such portentous gravity, that Mr. Solomon Rout, 
the chief engineer, smoking his morning cigar over the 
skylight, would turn away his head in order to hide a 
smile. “Oh! aye! The blessed gamp. . . . Thank ee. 
Jukes, thank ’ee,” would mutter Captain MacWhirr, 
heartily, without looking up. 

Having just enough imagination to carry him through 
each successive day, and no more, he was tranquilly 
sure of himself; and from the very same cause he was 
not in the least conceited. It is your imaginative superior 
who is touchy, overbearing, and difficult to please; but 
every s hip C aptain^ MacWhirr comm%Q<Igd..,was the 
floating abode of harmony and peace^ It was, in truth, 
as impossible for him to take a flight of fancy as it would 
be for a watchmaker to put together a chronometer with 
nothing except a two-pound hammer and a whipsaw in 
the way of tools. Yet the uninteresting lives of men so 
entirely given to the actuality of the bare existence have 
their mysterious side. It was impossible in Captain Mac- 

p1 ujidEcsSmd.,vi^ 
th^t^perf ectly satisfacto ry 
son of a pet ty gro cer m Belfast to run away to jea. And 
yeJt Jbie ha3[ Hgnel thaL yjecy thing at the ag e^ of fifteen . 
It was enough, when you thought it over, to give you 
the idea of an immense, potent, and invisible hand 
thrust into the ant-heap of the earth, laying hold of 


rr s case, for instance, 
heaven co uld have induced 
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shoulders, knocking heads together, and setting the un- 
conscious faces of the multitude towards inconceivable 
goals and in undreamt-of directions. 

His father never really forgave him for this undutiful 
stupidity. *We could have got on without him,” he used 
to say later on, “but there’s the business. And he an 
only son, tool” His mother wept very much after his 
disappearance. As it had never occurred to him to 
leave word behind, he was mourned over for dead till, 
after eight months, his first letter arrived from Tal- 
cahuano. It was short, and contained the statement: 
“We had very fine weather on our passage out.” But 
evidently, in the writer s mind, the only important in- 
telligence was to the effect that his captain had, on the 
very day of writing, entered him regularly on the ship’s 
articles as Ordinary Seaman. “Because I can do die 
work,” he explained. The mother again wept copiously, 
while the remark, “Tom’s an ass,” expressed Jho. emo- 
tions of the fat^r. He was a corpulent man, with a gift 
for sly chaffing, which to the end of his life he exercised 
in his intercourse with his son, a little pityingly, as if 
upon a half-witted person. 

MacWhirr’s visits to his home were necessarily rare, 
and in the course of years he dispatched other letters 
to his parents, informing them of his successive promo- 
tions and of his movements upon the vast earth. In 
these missives could be found sentences like this: 'IXhe 
heat here is very great.” Or: “On Chr istmas jda y at 
4 p.M. we fell in with some icebergs.” The old people 
ultimately became acquainted with a good many names 
of ships, and with the names of the skippers who com- 
manded them — ^with the names of Scots and English 
shipowners — ^with the names of seas, oceans, straits, 
promontories — ^with outlandish names of lumber ports, 
of rice ports, of cotton ports — ^with the names of islands 
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— ^with the name of their son s young woman. She was 
called Lucy. It did not suggest itself to him to mention 
whether he thought the name pretty. And then they 
died. 

The great day of MacWhirr s marriage came in due 
course, following shortly upon the great day when he 
got his first command. 

All these events had taken place many years before 
the morning when, in the chart room of the steamer 
NarirShan, he stood confronted by the fall of a barom« 
eter he had no reason to distrust. The fall — ^taking into 
account the excellence of the instrument, the time of the 
year, and the ship’s position on the terrestrial globe — 
was of a nature ominously prophetic; but the red face 
of the man betrayed no sort of inward disturbance. 
Omens were as nothing to him, and he was unable to 
discover the message of a prophecy till the fulfillment 
had brought it home to his very door. “That’s a fall, and 
no mistake,” he thought. “There must be some uncom- 
monly dirty weather knocking about.” 

The Nan-Shan was on her way from the southward 
to the treaty port of Fu-chau, with some cargo In her 
lower holds, and two hundred Chinese coolies returning 
to their vill^e homes in the province of Fo-kien, alter 
a few years of work in various tropical colonies. The 
morning was fine, the oily sea heaved without a sparkle, 
and there was a queer white misty patch in the sky like 
a halo of the sun. The foredeck, packed with China- 
men, was full of somber clothing, yellow faces, and pig- 
tails, sprinkled over with a good many naked shoulders, 
for there was no wind, and the heat was close. The 
coolies lounged, talked, smoked, or stared over the rail; 
some, drawing water over the side, sluiced each other; 
a few slept on hatches, while several small parties of 
six sat on their heels surrounding iron trays with plates 
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of rice and tiny teacups; and every single Celestial of 
them was carrying with him all he had in the world — 
wooden chest with a ringing lock and brass on the cor- 
ners, containing the savings of his labors: some clothes 
of ceremony, sticks of incense, a little opium maybe, bits 
of nameless rubbish of conventional value, and a small 
hoard of silver dollars, toiled for in coal lighters, won in 
gambling houses or in petty trading, grubbed out of 
earth, sweated out in mines, on railway lines, in deadly 
jungle, under heavy burdens — amassed patiently, 
guarded with care, cherished fiercely. 

A cross swell had set in from the direction of Formosa 
Channel about ten o’clock, without disturbing these 
passengers much, because the Nan-Shan, with her flat 
bottom, rolling chocks on bilges, and great breadth of 
beam, had the reputation of an exceptionally steady 
ship in a seaway. Mr. Jukes, in moments of expansion 
on shore, would proclaim loudly that the ‘‘old girl was 
as good as she was pretty.” It would never have oc- 
curred to Captain MacWhirr to express his favorable 
opinion so loud or in terms so fanciful. 

She was. a good ship, undoubtedly, and not old either. 
She had been built in Dumbarton less than three years 
before, to the order of a firm of merchants in Siam — 
Messrs. Sigg and Son. When she lay afloat, finished in 
every detail and ready to take up the work of her life, 
the builders contemplated her with pride. 

“Sigg has asked us for a reliable skipper to take her 
out,” remarked one of the partners; and the other, after 
reflecting for a while, said: “I think MacWhirr is ashore 
just at present.” “Is he? Then wire him at once. He’s the 
very man,” declared the senior, without a moment’s hes- 
itation. 

Next morning MacWhirr stood before them unper- 
turbed, having traveled from London by the midnight 
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express after a sudden but undemonstrative parting with 
Iiis wife. She was the daughter of a superior couple who 
had seen better days. 

‘‘We had better be going together over the ship, Cap- 
tain,” said the senior partner; and the three men started 
to view the perfections of the Nan-Shan from stem to 
stern, and from her keelson to the trucks of her two 
stumpy pole-masts. 

Captain MacWhirr had begun by taking oflF his coat, 
which he hung on the end of a steam windlass embody- 
ing all the latest improvements. 

‘*My uncle wrote of you favorably by yesterday *s 
mail to our good friends — Messrs. Sigg, you know — and 
doubtless they’ll continue you out there in command/’ 
said the junior partner. “You’ll be able to boast of being/ 
in charge of the handiest boat of her size on the coasjt > 
of China, Captain,” he added. / ' 

“ Have yo u? T hank ’ee, ” mumbled vaguely MacWhirr, 
to whom the^iew of a distant eventuality could appeal 
no more than the beauty of a wide landscape to a pur- 
blind tourist; and his eyes happening at the moment to 
be at rest upon the lock of the cabin door, he walked up 
to it, full of purpose, and began to rattle the handle 
vigorously, while he observed, in his low, earnest voice, 
“You can’t trust the workmen nowadays. A brand-nevs(^ 
lock, and it won!tiictat all! Stuck fast. See? See?”^^^j;;^' 

As soon as they found themselves alone in their office 
across the yard: “You praised that fellow up to Sigg. 
What is it you see in him?” asked the nephew, with faint- 
contempt. 

“I admit he has nothing of your fancy skipper about 
him, if that’s what you mean,” said the elder man, 
curtly. “Is the foreman of the joiners on the Nan-Shan 
outside? . . . Come in, Bates. How is it that you let 
Tait’s people put us off with a defective lock on the 
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cabin door? The captain could see directly he set eyes 
on it. Have it replaced at once. The little straws, Bates 
. . , the little straws. . . 

The lock was replaced accordingly, and a few days 
afterwards the Nan-Shan steamed out to the East, with- 
out MacWhirr having oflFered any further remark as to 
her fittings, or having been heard to utter a single word 
hinting at pride in his ship, gratitude for his appoint- 
ment, or satisfaction at his prospects. 

With a temperament neither loquacious nor taciturn 
he found very little occasion to talk. There were matters 
of duty, of course — directions, orders, and so on; but 
the past being to his mind done with, and the future not 
there yet, the more general actualities of the day re- 
quired no comment — because facts can speak for them- 
selves with overwhelming precision. 

PJd_Mr.._Sigg^ liked a man of few words, and one t hat 
"you could be sure would not try to improve uponTiis 
instructions.” MacWhinL ^-satisfying these requirements, 
was continued in command of the Nan-Shan^. and ap- 
plied himself to the careful navigation of his ship in the 
China seas. She had come out on a British register, but 
after some time Messrs. Sigg judged it expedient to 
transfer her to the Siamese flag. 

At the news of the contemplated transfer Jukes grew 
restless, as if under a sense of personal aflFront. He went 
about grumbling to himself, and uttering short scorn- 
ful laughs. "Fancy having a ridiculous Noah s Ark ele- 
phant in the ensign of one’s ship,” he said once at the 
engine-room door. "Dash me if I can stand it; 111 throw 
up the billet. Don’t it make you sick, Mr. Rout?” The 
chief engineer only cleared his throat with the air of a 
man who knows the value of a good billet. 

The first morning the new flag floated over the stern 
of the Nan-Shan Jukes stood looking at it bitterly from 
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the bridge. He struggled with his feelings for a while, 
and then remarked, ‘‘Queer flag for a man to sail under, 
sir.” 

“What’s the matter with the flag?” inquired Captain 
MacWhirr. “Seems all right to me.” And he walked 
across to the end of the bridge to have a good look. 

“Well, it looks queer to me,” burst out Jukes, greatly 
exasperated, and flung off the bridge. 

Captain MacWhirr was amazed at these manners. 
After a while he stepped quietly into the chart room, 
and opened his International Signal Code Book at the 
plate where the flags of all the nations are correctly 
figured in gaudy rows. He ran his finger over them, and 
when he came to Siam he contemplated with great 
attention the red field and the white elephant. Noth ing 
could be more simple; but to make sure he brought the 
book out on the bridge for the purpose of comparing 
the colored drawing with the real thing at the flagstaff 
astern. When next Jukes, who was carrying on the duty 
that day with a sort of suppressed fierceness, happened , 
on the bridge, his commander observed: 

“There’s nothing amiss with that flag.” 

“Isn t there?” mumbled Jukes, falling on his knees 
before a deck locker and perking therefrom viciously a 
spare lead line. 

“No. I looked up the book. Length twice the breadth 
and the elephant exactly in the middle. I thought the 
people ashore would know how to make the local flag. 
Stands to reason. You were wrong. Jukes. . . .” 

“Well, sir,” began Jukes, getting up excitedly, “all 
I can say — ” He fumbled for the end of the coil of line 
with trembling hands. 

“That’s all right.” Captain MacWhirr soothed him, 
sitting heavily on a little canvas folding stool he gready 
affected. “All you have to do is to take care they don’t 
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hoist the elephant upside-down before they get quite 

used to it.” 

Jukes flung the new lead line over on the foredeck 
with a loud *‘Here you are, bosun — don’t forget to wet 
it thoroughly,” and turned with immense resolution to- 
wards his commander; but Captain MacWhirr spread 
his elbows on the bridge rail comfortably. 

“Because it would be, I suppose, understood as a 
signal of distress,” he went on. “What do you think? 
That elephant there, I take it, stands' for something in 
the nature of the Union Jack in the flag. . . .” 

“Does it!” yelled Jukes, so that every head on the 
Nan-Shans decks looked towards the bridge. Then he 
sighed, and with sudden resignation: “It would cer- 
tainly be a dam’ distressful sight,” he said, meekly. 

Later in the day he accosted the chief engineer with 
a confidential, “Here, let me tell you the old man’s 
latest.” 

Mr. Solomon Rout (frequently alluded to as Long 
Sol, Old Sol, or Father Rout), from finding himself al- 
most invariably the tallest man on board every ship he 
joined, had acquired the habit of a stooping, leisurely 
condescension. His hair was scant and sandy, his flat 
cheeks were pale, his bony wrists and long scholarly 
hands were pale, too, as though he had lived all his life 
in the shade. 

He smiled from on high at Jukes, and went on smok- 
ing and glancing about quietly, in the manner of a kind 
uncle lending an ear to the tale of an excited schoolboy. 
Then, greatly amused but impassive, he asked: 

“And did you throw up the billet?” 

“No,” cried Jukes, raising a weary, discouraged voice 
above the harsh buzz of the Nan-Shans friction winches. 
All of them were hard at work, snatching slings of cargo, 
high up, to the end of long derricks, only, as it seemed, 
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to let them rip down recklessly by the run. The cargo 
chains groaned in the gins, clinked on coamings, rat- 
tled over the side; and the whole ship quivered, with 
her long gray flanks smoking in wreaths of steam. “No,” 
cried Jukes, “I didn’t. What’s the good? I might just as 
well fling my resignation at this bulkhead . I don’t be- 
li eve you can make a man like tha t und erstand an y thin g. 
He simp ly knocks me over.” - 

At that moment Captain M'acWhirr, back from the 
shore, crossed the deck, umbrella in hand, escorted by 
a mournful, self-possessed Chinaman, walking behind 
in paper-soled silk shoes, and who also carried an um- 
brella. 

The master of the Nan-Shan, speaking just audibly 
and gazing at his boots as his manner was, remarked 
that it would be necessary to call at Fu-chau this trip, 
and desired Mr. Rout to have steam up tomorrow after- 
noon at one o’clock sharp. He pushed back his hat to 
wipe his forehead, observing at the same time diat he 
hated going ashore anyhow; while overtopping hhn Mr. 
Rout, without deigning a word, smoked austerely, nurs- 
ing his right elbow in the palm of his left hand. Then 
Jukes was directed in the same subdued voice to keep 
the forward ’tween-deck clear of cargo. Two hundred 
coolies were going to be put down there. The Bun Hin 
Company were sending that lot home. Twenty-five bags 
of rice would be coming oflF in a sampan directly, for 
stores. All seven-years’-men they were, said Captain 
MaeWhirr, with a camphor-wood chest to every man. 
The carpenter should be set to work nailing three-inch 
battens along the deck below, fore and aft, to keep 
these boxes from shifting in a seaway. Jukes had better 
look to it at once. “D’ye hear. Jukes?” This Chinaman 
here was coming with the ship as far as Fu-chau — a sort 
of interpreter he would be. Bun Hin’s clerk he was, and 
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wanted to have a look at the space. Jukes had better 

take him forward. “D ye hear, Jukes?” 

Jukes took care to punctuate these instructions in 
proper places with the obligatory “Yes, sir,” ejaculated 
without enthusiasm. His brusque "Come along, John; 
make look see” set the Chinaman in motion at his heels. 

‘Wanchee look see, all same look see can do,” said 
Jukes, who having no talent for foreign languages man- 
gled the very pidgin-English cruelly. He pointed at the 
open hatch. “Catchee number one piecie place to sleep 
in. Eh?” 

He was gruff, as became his racial superiority, but not 
unfriendly. The Chinaman, gazing sad and speechless 
into the darkness of the hatchway, seemed to stand at 
the head of a yawning grave. 

“No catchee rain down there — ^savee?” pointed out 
Jukes. “Suppose allee same fine weather, one piecie 
coolie-man come topside,” he pursued, warming up 
imaginatively. “Make so— Phooooo!” He expanded his 
chest and blew out his cheeks. “Savee, John? Breathe — 
fresh air. Good. Eh? Washee him piecie pants, chow- 
chow topside — see, John?” 

With his mouth and hands he made exuberant mo- 
tions of eating rice and washing clothes; and the Chi- 
naman, who concealed his distrust of this pantomime 
under a collected demeanor tinged by a gentle and re- 
fined melancholy, glanced out of his almond eyes from 
Jukes to the hatch and back again. “Velly good,” he 
murmured, in a disconsolate undertone, and hastened 
smoothly along the decks, dodging obstacles in his 
course. He disappeared, ducking low under a sling of 
ten dirty gunny bags full of some costly merchandise 
and exhaling a repulsive smell. 

Captain MacWhirr meantime had gone on the bridge. 
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and into the chart room, where a letter, commenced 
two days before, awaited termination. These long letters 
began with the words, **My darling wife,** and the stew- 
ard, between the scrubbing of the floors and the dusting 
of chronometer boxes, snatched at every opportunity 
to read them. They interested him much more than they 
possibly could the woman for whose eye they were 
intended; and this for the reason that they related in 
minute detail each successive trip of the Nan-Shan, 

Her master, faithful to facts, which alone his con- 
sciousness reflected, would set them down with pains- 
taking care upon many pages. The house in a northern 
suburb to which these pages were addressed had a bit 
of garden before the bow-windows, a deep porch of 
good appearance, colored glass with imitation lead 
frame in the front door. He paid five-and-forty pounds 
a year for it, and did not think the rent too high, be- 
cause Mrs. MacWhirr (a pretentious person with a 
scraggy neck and a disdainful manner) was admittedly 
ladylike, and in the neighborhood considered as **quite 
superior.” The only secret of jher life was h^jabject 
terror of the time when her husband would coiufi Jiome 
to stay fo r goo d. Under the same roof there dwiell: also 
a daughter called Lydia and a son, Tom, These two 
were_but slightly acquainted with their father. Mainly, 
they knew him as a rare but privileged visitor, who of 
an evening smoked his pipe in the dining room and 
slept in the house. The lanky girl, upon the whole, was 
rather ashamed of him; the boy was frankly and utterly 
indifferent in a straightforward, delightful, unaffected 
way manly boys have. 

And Captain MacWhirr wrote hcm^^ from the coast 
of China twelve times eyery . year, desiring. quaiutly^lQ 
be 'remembered to the children,” and subscribing him- 



204 ENGLAND AND THE WORLD 

self *Vour lov ing:^ liuj;baRd»” calmly a^Jf th e wor ds 
so long used by so many men were, apart from their 
shape, worn-out things, and of a faded meaning. 

The China seas north and south are narrow seas. 
They are seas full of everyday, eloquent facts, such as 
islands, sand banks, reefs, swift and changeable cur- 
rents — ^tangled facts that nevertheless speak to a sea- 
man in clear and definite language. Their speech ap- 
pealed to Captain MacWhirr s sense of realities so 
forcibly that he had given up his stateroom below and 
practically lived all his days on the bridge of his ship, 
often having his meals sent up, and sleeping at night 
in the chart room. And he indited there his home letters. 
Each of them, without exception, contained the phrase, 
*'The weather has been v ery fine t his trip^'* or-j^ome 
gthericum.QO„JStatej^^ thateffect. And this state- 
ment, too, in its wonderful persistence, was of the same 
perfect accuracy as all the others they contained. 

Mr. Rout likewise wrote letters; only no one on board 
knew how chatty he could be pen in hand, because the 
chief engineer had enough imagination to keep his desk 
locked. His wife relished his style greatly. They were a 
childless couple, and Mrs. Rout, a big, high-bosomed, 
jolly woman of forty, shared with Mr. Rout's toothless 
and venerable mother a little cottage near Teddington. 
She would run over her correspondence, at breakfast, 
with lively eyes, and scream out interesting passages in 
a joyous voice at the deaf old lady, prefacing each ex- 
tract by the warning shout, "‘Solomon saysl” She had the 
trick of firing off Solomon's utterances also upon stran- 
gers, astonishing them easily by the unfamiliar text and 
the unexpectedly jocular vein of these quotations. On 
the day the new curate called for the first time at the 
cottage, she found occasion to remark, “As Solomon 
says: "the engineers that go down to the sea in ships 



behold the wonders of sailor nature’ when a change in 
the visitor s countenance made her stop and stare. 

‘'Solomon. . . . OhI . . . Mrs. Rout,” stuttered the 
young man, very red in the face, ‘1 must say ... I 
don’t. . . 

"He’s my husband,” she announced in a great shout, 
throwing herself back in the chair. Perceiving the joke, 
she laughed immoderately with a handkerchief to her 
eyes, while he sat wearing a forced smile, and, from his 
inexperience of jolly women, fully persuaded that she 
must be deplorably insane. They were excellent friends 
afterwards; for, absolving her from irreverent intention, 
he came to think she was a very worthy person indeed; 
and he learned in time to receive without flinching other 
scraps of Solomon s wisdom. 

"For my part,” Solomon was reported by his wife to 
have said once, "give me the dullest ass for a skipper 
before a rogue. There is a way to take a fool; but a 
rogue is smart and slippery.” This was an airy general- 
ization drawn from the particular case of Captain Mac- 
Whirr’s honesty, which, in itself, had the heavy obvious- 
ness of a lump of clay. On the other hand, .Mr > fakes, 
unable to generalize, unmarried, and unengaged ^ in 
the habit of opening his heart after another fashiPU to 
an old chuni^aud-iiiM actually ser\^g.as 

second ofiicer pn board an Atlantic liner. 

First of all he would insist upon the advantages of 
the Eastern trade, hinting at its superiority to the West- 
ern ocean service. He extolled the sky, the seas, the 
ships, and the easy life of the Far East. The Nan-Shan, 
he aflSrmed, was second to none as a sea boat. 


" We have no brass-boun d unifor ms, but the n we ar e 
li keTirnthers here/' h e wrote. "We all mess together and 
live like fighting cocks. ... All the chaps of the black- 
squad are as decent as they make that kind, and old Sol, 
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the Chief, is a dry stick. We are good friends. As to our 
old man, you could not find a quieter skipper. Some- 
times you would think he_hadnt sense e nough to s ee 
anything wrong. And yet it isn’t that. Can’t be. He has 
been in command for a good few years now. He doesn’t 
do anything actually foolish, and gets his ship along all 
right without worrying anybody. J believ e he hasn’t 
brains enough to enjoy kicking up a row. I don’t take 
advantage of him. I would scorn it. Outside the ro utine 
of duty he doesn’t seem to understand more than hd^of 
what you-teH him. We get a laugh out of this at times; 
but it is dull, too, to be with a man like this — ^in the long 
run. Old Sol says he hasn’t much conversation. Conver- 
sation! O Lord! He never talks. The other day I had 
been yarning under the bridge with one of the engi- 
neers, and he must have heard us. When I came up to 
take my watch, he steps out of the chart room and has 
a good look all round, peeps over at the sidelights, 
glances at the compass, squints upwards at the stars. 
That’s his regular performance. By and by he says: Was 
that you talking just now in the port alleyway?’ ‘Yes, sir.’ 
With the third engineer?’ ‘Yes, sir.’ He walks off to star- 
board, and sits under the dodger on a little campstool 
of his, and for half an hour perhaps he makes no sound, 
except that I heard him sneeze once. Then after a while 
I hear him getting up over there, and he strolls across to 
port, where I was. ‘I can’t understand what you can find 
to talk about,’ says he. "Two solid hours. I am not blam- 
ing you. I see people ashore at it all day long, and then 
in the evening they sit down and keep at it over the 
drinks. Must be saying the same things over and over 
— again. I can’t understand.’ 

‘‘Did you ever hear anything like that? And he was 
so patient about it. It made me quite sorry for him. But 
he is exasperating, too, sometimes. Of course one would 
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not do anything to vex him even if it were worth while. 
But it isn't. He’s so jolly mnocent that if you were to put 
your lhumlLtQ..your .nose and^wave your fingers at him 
he^would j)nly wonder gravely to himself what got into 
He told me once quite simply that he found it very 
difficult to make out what made people always act so 
queerly. He*s too dense to trouble about, and that s 
truth.” 

Thus wrote Mr. Jukes to his chum in the Western 
ocean trade, out of the fullness of his heart and the 
liveliness of his fancy. 

He had expressed his honest opinion. It was not 
worth while trying to impress a man of that sort. If the 
world had been full of such men, life would have prob- 
ably appeared to Jukes an unentertaining and unprofit- 
able business. He was not alone in his opinion. The sea 
itself, as if sharing Mr. Jukes’ good-natured forbearance, 
had never put itself out to startle the silent man, who 
seldom looked up, and wandered innocently over the 
waters with the only visible purpose of getting food, 
raiment, and house-room for three people ashore. Dirty 
weather he had known, of course. He had been made 
wet, uncomfortable, tired in the usual way, felt at the 
time and presently forgotten. So that upon the whole he 
had been justified in reporting fine weather at home. 
But he had never been given a glimpse of immeasurable 
strength and of immoderate wrath, the wrath that passes 
exhausted but never appeased — the wrath and fury of 
the passionate sea. He knew it existed, as we know that 
crime and abominations exist; he had heard of it as a 
peaceable citizen in a town that hears of battles, 
famines, and floods, and yet knows nothing of what 
these things mean — though, indeed, he may have been 
mixed up in a street row, have gone without his dinner 
once, or been soaked to the skin in a shower. Captain 
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MacWhirr had sailed over the surface of the oceans as 
some men go skimming over the years of existence to 
sink gently into a placid grave, ignorant of life to the 
last^ without ever having been all i> 

contain of perfidy , vinlpnr^p iatxax. There are 

on sea and land such men thus fortunate— or thus dis- 
dained by destiny or by the sea. 

II 

Observing the steady fall of the barometer, Captain 
MacWhirr thought, 'There’s some dirty weather knock- 
ing about.” This is precisely what he thought. He had 
had an experience of moderately dirty weather — the 
term dirty as applied to the weather implying only 
moderate discomfort to the seaman. Had he been in- 
formed by an indisputable authority that the end of 
the world was to be finally accomplished by a cata- 
strophic disturbance of the atmosphere, he would have 
assimilated the information under the simple idea of 
dirty weather, and no other, because he had no experi- 
ence of cataclysms, and belief does not necessarily imply 
comprehension. The wisdom of his country had pro- 
nounced by means of an Act of Parliament that before 
he could be considered as fit to take charge of a ship he 
should be able to answer certain simple questions on the 
subject of circular storms such as hurricanes, cyclones, 
typhoons; and apparently he had answered them, since 
he was now in command of the Nan-Shan in the China 
seas during the season of typhoons. But if he had an- 
swered he remembered nothing of it. He was, however, 
conscious of being made uncomfortable by the clammy 
heat. He came out on the bridge, and found no relief 
to this oppression. The air seemed thick. He gasped like 
a fish, and began to believe himself greatly out of sorts. 
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The Nan-Shan was plowing a vanishing furrow upon 
the circle of the sea that had the surface and the shim- 
mer of an undulating piece of gray silk. The sun, 
pale and without rays, poured down leaden heat in a 
strangely indecisive light, and the Chinamen were lying 
prostrate about the decks. Their bloodless, pinched, yel- 
low faces were like the faces of bilious invalids. Captain 
MacWhirr noticed two of them especially, stretched out 
on their backs below the bridge. As soon as they had 
closed their eyes they seemed dead. Three others, how- 
ever, were quarreling barbarously away forward; and 
one big fellow, half naked, with herculean shoulders, 
was hanging limply over a winch; another, sitting on the 
deck, his knees up and his head drooping sideways in a 
girlish attitude, was plaiting his pigtail with infinite 
languor depicted in his whole person and in the very 
movement of his fingers. The smoke struggled with 
difficulty out of the funnel, and instead of streaming 
away spread itself out like an infernal sort of cloud, 
smelling of sulphur and raining soot all over the decks. 

“What the devil are you doing there, Mr. Jukes?” 
asked Captain MacWhirr. 

This unusual form of address, though mumbled 
rather than spoken, caused the body of Mr. Jukes to 
start as though it had been prodded under the fifth rib. 
He had had a low bench brought on the bridge, and 
sitting on it, with a length of rope curled about his feet 
and a piece of canvas stretched over his knees, was 
pushing a sail-needle vigorously. He looked up, and his 
surprise gave to his eyes an expression of innocence and 
candor. 

“I am only roping some of that new set of bags we 
made last trip for whipping up coals,” he remonstrated, 
gently. “We shall want them for the next coaling, sir.” 

“What became of the others?” 
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“Why, worn out of course, sir/’ 

Captain MacWhirr, after glaring down irresolutely 
at his chief mate, disclosed the gloomy and cynical con- 
viction that more than half of them had been lost over- 
board, “if only the truth was known,” and retired to the 
other end of the bridge. Jukes, exasperated by this un- 
provoked attack, broke the needle at the second stitch, 
and dropping his work got up and cursed the heat in a 
violent undertone. 

The propeller thumped, the three Chinamen forward 
had given up squabbling very suddenly, and the one 
who had been plaiting his tail clasped his legs and 
stared dejectedly over his knees. The lurid sunshine cast 
faint and sickly shadows. The swell ran higher and 
swifter every moment, and the ship lurched heavily in 
the smooth, deep hollows of the sea. 

“I wonder where that beastly swell comes from,” said 
Jukes aloud, recovering himself after a stagger. 

“Northeast,” grunted the literal MacWhirr, from his 
side of the bridge. “There’s some dirty weather knock- 
ing about. Go and look at the glass.” 

When Jukes came out of the chart room, the cast of 
his countenance had changed to thoughtfulness and 
concern. He caught hold of the bridge rail and stared 
ahead. 

The temperature in the engine room had gone up to 
a hundred and seventeen degrees. Irritated voices were 
ascending through the skylight and through the fiddle 
of the stokehold in a harsh and resonant uproar, mingled 
with angry clangs and scrapes of metal, as if men with 
limbs of iron and throats of bronze had been quarreling 
down there. The second engineer was falling foul of the 
stokers for letting the steam go down. He was a man 
with arms like a blacksmith, and generally feared; but 
that afternoon the stokers were answering him back reck- 
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lessly, and slammed the furnace doors with the fury of 
despair. Then the noise ceased suddenly, and the second 
engineer appeared, emerging out of the stokehold 
streaked jyijjL^ime and soaking wet like a chimney 
sweep coming out of a well. As soon as his head was clear 
of the fiddle he began to scold Jukes for not trimming 
properly the stokehold ventilators; and in answer Jukes 
made with his hands deprecatory soothing signs mean- 
ing: “No wind — can't be helped — ^you can see for your- 
self.'" But the other wouldn't hear reason. His teeth 
flashed angrily in his dirty face. He didn't mind, he said, 
the trouble of punching their blanked heads down there, 
blank his soul, but did the condemned sailors think you 
could keep steam up in the God-forsaken boilers simply 
by knocking the blanked stokers about? No, by George! 
You had to get some draught, too — may he be ever- 
lastingly blanked for a swab-headed deck hand if you 
didn’t! And the chief, too, rampaging before the steam 
gauge and carrying on like a lunatic up and down the 
engine room ever since noon. What did Jukes tliink he 
was stuck up there for, if he couldn't get one of his 
decayed, good-for-nothing deck-cripples to turn the 
ventilators to the wind? 

The relations of the “engine room" and the “deck" of 
the Nan-Shan were, as is known, of a brotherly nature; 
therefore Jukes leaned over and begged the other in a 
restrained tone not to make a disgusting ass of himself; 
the skipper was on the other side of the bridge. But the 
second declared mutinously that he didn't care a rap 
who was on the other side of the bridge, and Jukes, 
passing in a flash from lofty disapproval into a state of 
exaltation, invited him in unflattering terms to come up 
and twist the beastly things to please himself, and catch 
such wind as a donkey of his sort could find. The 
second rushed up to the fray. He flung himself at the 
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port ventilator as though he meant to tear it out bodily 
and toss it overboard. All he did was to move the cowl 
round a few inches, with an enormous expenditure of 
force, and seemed spent in the effort. He leaned against 
the back of the wheelhouse, and Jukes walked up to 
him. 

‘‘Oh, Heavens!” ejaculated the engineer in a feeble 
voice. He lifted his eyes to the sky, and then let his 
glassy stare descend to meet the horizon that, tilting up 
to an angle of forty degrees, seemed to hang on a slant 
for a while and settled down slowly. “Heavens! Phew! 
What's up, anyhow?” 

Jukes, straddling his long legs like a pair of com- 
passes, put on an air of superiority. “We're going to 
catch it this time,” he said. “The barometer is tumbling 
down like anything, Harry. And you trying to kick up 
that silly row. . . .” 

The word ‘iDarometer” seemed to revive the second 
engineer's mad animosity. Collecting afresh all his en- 
ergies, he directed Jukes in a low and brutal tone to 
shove the unmentionable instrument down his gory 
throat. Who cared for his crimson barometer? It was the 
steam — the steam — that was going down; and what be- 
tween the firemen going faint and the chief going silly, it 
was worse than a dog's life for him; he didn't care a 
tinker's curse how soon the whole show was blown out 
of the water. He seemed on the point of having a cry, 
but after regaining his breath he muttered darkly, “I'll 
faint them,” and dashed off. He stopped upon the fiddle 
long enough to shake his fist at the unnatural daylight, 
and dropped into the dark hole with a whoop. 

When Jukes turned, his eyes fell upon the rounded 
back and the big red ears of Captain MacWhirr, who 
had come across. He did not look at his chief officer, 
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blit said at once, “That s a very violent man, that second 
engineer.” 

'‘Jnhy good second, anyhow,” grunted Jukes. “They 
can’t keep up steam,” he added, rapidly, and made a 
grab at the rail against the coming lurch. 

Captain MacWhirr, unprepared, took a run and 
brought himself up with a jerk by an awning stanchion. 

“A profane man,” he said, obstinately. “If this goes 
on, ril have to get rid of him the first chance.” 

“It*s the heat,” said Jukes. “The weather s^wfuL^It 
would make a saint swear. Even upTEereT feel exacdy 
as if I had my tiead tied up^ in a woolen blanket.” 

Captain MacWhirr looked up. “D ye mean to say. 
Mr. Jukes, ypy.em Jiad.youx.li^jad tied up ia.a blanket? 
What was tliat for?” ' 

“It’s a manner of speaking, sir,” said Jukes, stolidly. 

“Some of you fellows do go on! What's that about 
saints swearing? I wish you wouldn't talk so wild. What 
sort of saint would that be that would swear? No more 
saint than yourself, I expect. And what's a blanket got 
to do with it — or the weather either. . . . The heat 
does not make me swear— does it? It’s filthy bad temper,; 
That's what it is. And what's the good of your talking 
like this?” 

Thus Captain MacWhirr expostulated against the use 
of images in speech, and at the end electrified Jukes by 
a contemptuous snort, followed by words of passion and 
resentment: “Damme! I'll fire him out of the ship if he 
don’t look out.” 

And Jukes, incorrigible, thought: “Goodness me! 
Somebody’s put a new inside to my old man. Here's 
temper, if you like. Of course it’s the weather; what 
else? It would make an angel quarrelsome — let alone 
a saint.” 
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All the Chinamen on deck appeared at their last gasp. 

At its setting the sun had a diminished diameter and 
an expiring brown, rayless glow, as if millions of cen- 
turies elapsing since the morning had brought it near 
its end. A dense bank of cloud became visible to the 
northward; it had a sinister dark-olive tint, and lay low 
and motionless upon the sea, resembling a solid obstacle 
in the path of the ship. She went floundering towards it 
like an exhausted creature driven to its death. The cop- 
pery twilight retired slowly, and the darkness brought 
out overhead a swarm of unsteady, big stars, that, as 
if blown upon, flickered exceedingly and seemed to 
hang very near the earth. At eight o’clock Jukes went 
into the chart room to write up the ship’s log. 

He copied neatly out of the rough-book the number 
of miles, the course of the ship, and in the column for 
"wind” scrawled the word "calm” from top to bottom 
of the eight hours since noon. He was exasperated by 
the continuous, monotonous rolling of the ship. The 
heavy inkstand would slide away in a manner that sug- 
gested perverse intelligence in dodging the pen. Having 
written in the large space under the head of "Remarks” 
"Heat very oppressive,” he stuck the end of the pen- 
holder in his teeth, pipe fashion, and mopped his face 
carefully. 

"Ship rolling heavily in a high cross swell,” he began 
again, and commented to himself, “Heavily is no word 
for it.” Then he wrote: "Sunset threatening, with a low 
bank of clouds to N. and E. Sky clear overhead.” 

Sprawling over the table with arrested pen, he 
glanced out of the door, and in that frame of his vision 
he saw all the stars flying upwards between the teak- 
wood jambs on a black sky. The whole lot took flight 
together and disappeared, leaving only a blackness 
flecked with white flashes, for the sea was as black as 
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the sky and speckled with foam afar. The stars that had 
flown to the roll came back on the return swing of the 
ship, rushing downwards in their glittering multitude, 
not of fiery points, but enlarged to tiny discs brilliant 
with a clear wet sheen. 

Jukes watched the flying big stars for a moment, and 
then wrote: “8 p.m. Swell increasing. Ship laboring and 
taking water on her decks. Battened down the coolies 
for the night. Barometer still falling.” He paused, and 
thought to himself, ‘'Perhaps nothing whatever’ll come 
of it.” And then he closed resolutely his entries: “Every 
appearance of a typhoon coming on.” r*" ' 

On going out he had to stand aside, and Captain 
MacWhirr strode over the doorstep without saying a 
word or making a sign. 

“Shut the door, Mr. Jukes, will you?” he cried from 
within. 

Jukes turned back to do so, muttering ironically: 
“Afraid to catch cold, I suppose.” It was his watch be^ 
low, but he yearned for communion with his kind; and 
he remarked cheerily to the second mate: “Doesn't look 
so bad, after all — does it?” 

The second mate was marching to and fro on the 
bridge, tripping down with small steps one moment, 
and the next climbing with difficulty the shifting slope 
of the deck. At the sound of Jukes' voice he stood still, 
facing forward, but made no reply. 

“Hallo! That's a heavy one,” said Jukes, swaying to 
meet the long roll till his lowered hand touched the 
planks. This time the second mate made in his throat a 
noise of an unfriendly nature. 

He was an oldish, shabby little fellow, with bad teeth 
and no hair on his face. He had been shipped in a hurry 
in Shanghai, that trip when the second officer brought 
from home had delayed the ship three hours in port by 
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contriving (in some manner Captain MacWhirr could 
never understand) to fall overboard into an empty coal 
lighter lying alongside, and had to be sent ashore to the 
hospital with concussion of the brain and a broken limb 
or two. 

Jukes was not discouraged by the unsympathetic 
sound. “The Chinamen must be having a lovely time of 
it down there,” he said. "It's lucky for them the old girl 
has the easiest roll of any ship IVe ever been in. There 
now! This one wasn't so bad.'* 

"You wait,” snarled the second mate. 

With his sharp nose, red at the tip, and his thin 
pinched lips, he always looked as though he were raging 
inwardly; and he was concise in his speech to the point 
of rudeness. All his time off duty he spent in his cabin 
with the door shut, keeping so still in there that he was 
supposed to fall asleep as soon as he had disappeared; 
but the man who came in to wake him for his watch on 
deck would invariably find him with his eyes wide open, 
flat on his back in the bunk, and glaring irritably from a 
soiled pillow. He never wrote any letters, did not seem 
to hope for news from anywhere; and though he had 
been heard once to mention West Hartlepool, it was 
with extreme bitterness, and only in connection with the 
extortionate charges of a boardinghouse. He was one of 
those men who are picked up at need in the ports of the 
world. They are competent enough, appear hopelessly 
hard up, show no evidence of any sort of vice, and carry 
about them all the signs of manifest failure. They come 
aboard on an emergency, care for no ship afloat, live 
in their own atmosphere of casual connection amongst 
their shipmates who know nothing of them, and make 
up their minds to leave at inconvenient times. They 
clear out with no words of leave-taking in some God- 



TYPHOON 217 

forsaken port other men would fear to be stranded in, 
and go ashore in company of a shabby sea chest, corded 
like a treasure box, and with an air of shaking the ship's 
dust off their feet. 

"You wait,” he repeated, balanced in great swings 
with his back to Jukes, motionless and implacable. 

"Do you mean to say we are going to catch it hot?” 
asked Jukes with boyish interest. 

"Say? ... I say nothing. You don’t catch me,” 
snapped the little second mate, with a mixture of pride, 
scorn, and cunning, as if Jukes’ question had been a trap 
cleverly detected. "Oh, no! None of you here shall make 
a fool of me if I know it,” he mumbled to himself. 

Jukes reflected rapidly that this second mate was a 
mean little beast, and in his heart he wished poor Jack 
Allen had never smashed himself up in, the coal lighter. 
The far-off blackness ahead of the ship was like another 
night seen through the starry night of the earth — ^the 
starless night of the immensities beyond the created 
universe, revealed in its appalling stillness through a 
low fissure in the glittering sphere of which the earth 
is the kernel. 

"Whatever there might be about,” said Jukes, "we 
are steaming straight into it.” 

*‘Youve said it,” caught up the second mate, always 
with his back to Jukes. "You’ve said it, mind — ^not I.” 

"Oh, go to Jericho!” said Jukes, frankly; and the other 
emitted a triumphant little chuckle. 

"You’ve said it,” he repeated. 

"And what of that?” 

"I’ve known some real good men get into trouble with 
their skippers for saying a dam’ sight less,” answered 
the second mate feverishly. "Oh, no! You don’t catch 
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“You seem deucedly anxious not to give yourself 
away,” said Jukes, completely soured by such absurdity. 
‘1 wouldn’t be afraid to say what I think.” 

“Aye, to me! That’s no great trick. I am nobody, and 
well I know it.” 

The ship, after a pause of comparative steadiness, 
started upon a series of rolls, one worse than the other, 
and for a time Jukes, preserving his equilibrium, was 
too busy to open his mouth. As soon as the violent 
swinging had quieted down somewhat, he said: “This 
is a bit too much of a good thing. Whether anything is 
coming or not I think she ought to be put head on to 
that swell. The old man is just gone in to lie down. Hang 
me if I don’t speak to him.” 

But when he opened the door of the chart room he 
saw his captain reading a book. Captain MacWhirr was 
not lying down: he was standing up with one hand 
grasping the edge of the bookshelf and the other hold- 
ing open before his face a thick volume. The lamp 
wriggled in the gimbals, the loosened books toppled 
from side to side on the shelf, the long barometer swung 
in jerky circles, the table altered its slant every moment. 
In the midst of all this stir and movement Captain Mac- 
Whirr, holding on, showed his eyes above the upper 
edge, and asked, “What’s the matter?” 

“Swell getting worse, sir.” 

“Noticed that in here,” muttered Captain MacWhirr. 
“Anything wrong?” 

Jukes, inwardly disconcerted by the seriousness of 
the eyes looking at him over the top of the book, pro- 
duced an embarrassed grin. 

“Rolling like old boots,” he said, sheepishly. 

“Aye! Very heavy — very heavy. What do you want?’^ 

At this Jukes lost his footing and began to flounder. 
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"I was thinking of our passengers,” he said, in the 
manner of a man clutching at a straw. 

*Tassen gers ?*^ wond ered the Captain^graYeJyj^ ‘What 
passengers?” 

‘Why, the Chinamen, sir/" explained Jukes, very sick 
of this conversation. 

'‘The Chinamen! JWhy. don’t you . speak plainly? 
Coujda’t/ tell what„ you meant. Never heard a lot of 
coolies spoken of as passengers before. PassengerSy in- 
deed! What’s come to you?’" 

Captain MacWhirr, closing the book on his forefinger, 
lowered his arm and looked completely mystified. ‘Why 
are you thinking of the Chinamen, Mr. Jukes?” he in* 
quired. 

Jukes took a plunge, like a man driven to it. “She’s 
rolling her decks full of water, sir. Thought you might 
put her head on perhaps — for a while. Till this goes 
down a bit — ^very soon, I dare say. Head to the east- 
ward. I never knew a ship roll like this.” 

He held on in the doorway, and Captain MacWhirr, 
feeling his grip on the shelf inadequate, made up his 
mind to let go in a hurry, and fell heavily on the couch. 

“Head to the eastward?” he said, struggling to sit 
up. “That’s more than four points off her course.” 

“Yes, sir. Fifty degrees. . . . Would just bring her 
head far enough round to meet this. . . 

Captain MacWhirr was now sitting up. He had not 
dropped the book, and he had not lost his place. 

“To the eastward?” he repeated, with dawning aston- 
ishment. “To the . . . Where do you think we are 
bound to? You want me to haul a full-powered steam- 
ship four points off her course to make the Chinamen 
comfortable! Now, I’ve heard more than enough of mad 
things done in the world — ^but this. ... If I didn’t 
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know you, Jukes, I would think you were in liquor. Steer 
four points oflF. « . . And what afterwards? Steer four 
points over the other way, I suppose, to make the course 
good. What put it into your head that I would start to 
tack a steamer as if she were a sailing ship?’' 

“Jolly good thing she isn’t,’’ threw in Jukes, with 
bitter readiness. “She would have rolled every blessed 
stick out of her this afternoon.” 

“Aye! And you just would have had to stand and see 
them go,” said Captain MacWhirr, showing a certain 
animation. “It’s a dead calm, isn’t it?” 

“It is, sir. But there’s something out of the common 
coming, for sure.” 

“Maybe. I suppose you have a notion I should be 
getting out of the way of that dirt,” said Captain Mac- 
Whirr, speaking with the utmost simplicity of manner 
and tone, and fixing the oilcloth on the floor with a 
heavy stare. Thus he noticed neither Jukes’ discomfiture 
nor the mixture of vexation and astonished respect on 
his face. 

“Now, here’s this book,” he continued with delibera- 
tion, slapping his thigh with the closed volume. “iVe 
been reading the chapter on the storms there.” 

This was true. He had been reading the chapter on 
the storms. When he had entered the chart room, it 
was with no intention of taking the book down. Some 
influence in the air — the same influence, probably, that 
caused the steward to bring without orders the Cap- 
tain’s sea boots and oilskin coat up to the chart room — 
had as it were guided his hand to the shelf; and without 
taking the time to sit down he had waded with a con- 
scious effort into the terminology of the subject. He 
lost himself amongst advancing semicircles, left- and 
right-hand quadrants, the curves of the tracks, the 
probable bearing of the center, the shifts of wind and 
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the readings of barometer. He tried to bring all these 
things into a definite relation to himself, and ended by 
becoming contemptuously angry with such a lot of 
words and with so much advice, all headwork and sup- 
position, without a glimmer of certitude. 

“It s the damnedest thing, Jukes,” he said. “If a fellow 
was to believe all that’s in there, he would be running 
most of his time all over the sea trying to get behind 
the weather.” 

Again he slapped his leg with the book; and Jukes 
opened his mouth, but said nothing. 

“Running to get behind the weather! Do you under- 
stand that, Mr. Jukes? It’s the maddest thing!” ejacu- : 
kited Captain MacWhirr, with pauses, gazing at the 
floor profoundly. “You would think an old woman had^ 
been writing this. It passes me. If that thing means any- 
thing useful, then it means that I should at once alter 
the course away, away to the devil somewhere, and 
come booming down on Fu-chau from the northward at 
the tail of this dirty weather that^s supposed to be knock- 
ing about in our way. From the north! Do you under- 
stand, Mr. Jukes? Three hundred extra miles to the 
distance, and a pretty coal bill to show. I couldn’t bring 
myself to do that if every word in there was gospel 
truth, Mr. Jukes. Don’t you expect me. . . 

And Jukes, silent, marveled at this display of feeling 
and loquacity. 

“But the truth is that you don’t know if the fellow is 
right, anyhow. How can you tell what a gale is made of 
till you get it? He isn’t aboard here, is he? Very well. 
Here he says that the center of them things bears 
eight points off the wind; but we haven’t got any 
wind, for all the barometer falling. Where’s his center 
now?” 

“We will get the wind presently,” mumbled Jukes. 
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‘Xet it come, then,” said Captain MacWhirr, with 
dignified indignation. *lt"s only to let you see, Mr. 
Jukes, that you don’t find everything in books. All these 
rules for dodging breezes and circumventing the winds 
of heaven, Mr. Jukes, seem to me the maddest thing, 
when you come to look at it sensibly.” 

He raised his eyes, saw Jukes gazing at him dubi- 
ously, and tried to illustrate his meaning. 

“About as queer as your extraordinary notion of dodg- 
ing the ship head to sea, for I don’t know how long, to 
make the Chinamen comfortable; whereas all weVe got 
to do is to take them to Fu-chau, being timed to get there 
before noon on Friday. If the weather delays me — very 
well. There’s your logbook to talk straight about the 
weather. But suppose I went swinging off my course 
and came in two days late, and they asked me: Where 
have you been all that time. Captain?’ What could I say 
to that? Went around to dodge the bad weather,’ I 
would say. Tt must’ve been dam’ bad,’ they would say. 
^Don’t know,’ I would have to say; I’ve dodged clear of 
it,’ See that, Jukes? I have been thinking it all out this 
afternoon.” 

He looked up -again. .in his unseeing, unimagmatiYO. 
way. No one had ever hear3^ him say so much at one 
time. Jukes, with his arms open in the doorway, was 
like a man invited to behold a miracle. Unbounded 
wonder was the intellectual meaning of his eye, while 
incredulity was seated in his whole countenance. 

“A gale is a gale, Mr. Jukes,” resumed the Captain, 
“and a full-powered steamship has got to face it. There’s 
just so much dirty weather knocking about the world, 
and the proper thing is to go through it with none of 
what old Captain Wilson of the Melita calls ‘storm 
; strategy.’ The other day ashore I heard him hold forth 
-^bput it to a lot of shipmasters who came in and sat at 
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a table next to mine. It seemed to me the greatest non- 
sense. He was telling them how he outmaneuvered, I 
think he said, a terrific gale, so that it never came 
nearer than fifty miles to him. A neat piece of headwork 
he called it. How he knew there was a terrific gale fifty 
miles oflF beats me altogether. It was like listening to a 
crazy man. I would have thought Captain Wilson was 
old enough to know better."' 

Captain MacWhirr ceased for a moment, then said, 
‘Tt's your watch below, Mr. Jukes?" 

Jukes came to himself with a start. “Yes, sir." 

“Leave orders to call me at the slightest change,” 
said the Captain. He reached up to put the book away, 
and tucked his legs upon the couch. “Shut tbej^or so 
that it don’t fly open, will you? I can’t stand a door 
banging. They’ve put a lot of rubbishy locks into this 
ship, I must say.” 

Captain MacWhirr closed his eyes. 

He did so to rest himself. He was tired, and he ex- 
perienced that state of mental vacuity which comes at 
the end of an exhaustive discussion that has liberated 
some belief matured in the course of meditative years. 
He had indeed been making his confession of faith, had 
he only known it; and its effect was to make Jukes, on 
the other side of the door, stand scratching his head 
for a good while. 

Captain MacWhirr opened his eyes. 

He thought he must have been asleep. What was that 
loud noise? Wind? Why had he not been called? The 
lamp wriggled in its gimbals, the barometer swung in 
circles, the table altered its slant every moment; a pair 
of limp sea boots with collapsed tops went sliding past 
the couch. He put out his hand instantly, and captured 
one. 

Jukes’ face appeared in a crack of the door; only his 
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face, very red, with staring eyes. The flame of the lamp 

leaped, a piece of paper flew up, a rush of air enveloped 

Captain MacWhirr. Beginning to draw on the boot, he 

directed an expectant gaze at Jukes’ swollen, excited 

features. 

“Came on like this,” shouted Jukes, “five minutes ago 
• all of a sudden.” 

The head disappeared with a bang, and a heavy 
splash and patter of drops swept past the closed door 
as if a pailful of melted lead had been flung against the 
house. A whistling could be heard now upon the deep 
vibrating noise outside. The stuffy chart room seemed 
as full of drafts as a shed. Captain MacWhirr collared 
the other sea boot on its violent passage along the floor. 
He was not flustered, but he could not find at once the 
opening for inserting his foot. The shoes he had flung 
off were scurrying from end to end of the cabin, gam- 
boling playfully over each od ^ like pupp ies. As soon 
as he stood up he kickeftTanKem viciously, but without 
effect. 

He threw himself into the attitude of a lunging 
fencer, to reach after his oilskin coat; and afterwards 
he staggered all over the confined space while he jerked 
himself into it. Very grave, straddling his legs far apart, 
and stretching his neck, he started to tie deliberately 
the strings of his sou’-wester under his chin, with thick 
fingers that trembled slightly. He went through all the 
movements of a woman putting on her bonnet before 
a glass, with a strained, listening attention, as though he 
had expected every moment to hear the shout of his 
name in the confused clamor that had suddenly beset 
his ship. Its increase filled his ears while he was getting 
ready to go out and confront whatever it might mean. 
It was tumultuous and very loud — ^made up of the rush 
of the wind, the crashes of the sea, with that prolonged 
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deep vibration of the air, like the roll of an immense and 
remote drum beating the charge of the gale. 

He stood for a moment in the light of the lamp, thick, 
clumsy, shapeless in his panoply of combat, vigilant and 
red-faced. 

“There's a lot of weight in this,” he muttered. 

As soon as he attempted to open the door the wind 
caught it. Clinging to the handle, he was dragged out 
over the doorstep, and at once found himself engaged 
with the wind in a sort of personal scuffle whose object 
was the shutting of that door. At the last moment a 
tongue of air scurried in and licked out the flame of the I 
lamp. 

Ahead of the ship he perceived a great darkness 
lying upon a multitude of white flashes; on the star- 
board beam a few amazing stars drooped, dim and fitful, 
above an immense waste of broken seas, as if seen 
through a mad drift of smoke. 

On the bridge a knot of men, indistinct and toiling, 
were making great efforts in the light of the wheel- 
house windows that shone mistily on their heads and 
backs. Suddenly darkness closed upon one pane, then 
on another. The voices of the lost group reached him 
after the manner of men s voices in a gale, in shreds and 
fragments of forlorn shouting snatched past the ear. All 
at once Jukes appeared at his side, yelling, with his head 
down. 

' W atch — put — in — wheelhouse — shutters — glass — 
afraid — blow in.” 

Jukes heard his commander upbraiding. 

“This — come — anything — ^warning — call me.” 

He tried to explain, with the uproar pressing on his 
lips. 

“Light air — ^remained — ^bridge — sudden — ^northeast 

— could turn — thought — ^you — sure — ^hear.” 
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They had gained the shelter of the weather cloth, 
and could converse with raised voices, as people quar- 
rel. 

‘1 got the hands along to cover up all the ventilators. 
Good job I had remained on deck. I didn’t think you 
would be asleep, and so . . . What did you say, sir? 
What?” 

‘"Nothing,” cried Captain MacWhirr. “I said — all 
right.” 

“By all the powers! We ve got it this time,” observed 
Jukes in a howl. 

“You haven’t altered her course?” inquired Captain 
MacWhirr, straining his voice. 

“No, sir. Certainly not. Wind came out right ahead. 
And here comes the head sea.” 

A plunge of the ship ended in a shock as if she had 
landed her forefoot upon something solid. After a mo- 
ment of stillness a lofty flight of sprays drove hard with 
the wind upon their faces. 

“Keep her at it as long as we can,” shouted Captain 
MacWhirr. 

Before Jukes had squeezed the salt water out of his 
eyes all the stars had disappeared. 


Ill 

Jukes was as ready a man as any half-dozen young 
mates that may be caught by casting a net upon the 
waters; and though he had been somewhat taken aback 
by the startling viciousness of the first squall, he had 
pulled himself together on the instant, had called out 
the hands and had rushed them along to secure such 
openings about the deck as had not been already 
battened down earlier in the evening. Shouting in his 
fresh, stentorian voice, boys, and bear a hand!” 
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he led in the work, telling himself the while that he had 
“just expected this.” 

But at the same time he was growing aware that this 
v/as rather more than he had expected. From the first 
stir of the air felt on his cheek the gale seemed to take 
upon itself the accumulated impetus of an avalanche. 
Heavy sprays enveloped the Nan-Shan from stem to 
stern, and instantly in the midst of her regular rolling 
she began to jerk and plunge as though she had gone 
mad with fright. 

Jukes thought, 'This is no joke.” While he was ex- 
changing explanatory yells with his captain, a sudden 
lowering of the darkness came upon the night, falling 
before their vision like something palpable. It was as 
if the masked lights of the world had been turned down. 
Jukes was uncritically glad to have his captain at hand. 
It relieved him as though that man had, by simply 
coming on deck, taken most of^thfi-gale. & weight upon 
his shoulders. Such is the prestige, the privilege, SgS the 
burden of eommand. 

Captain MacWhiri. could .-expect no relief of thatsort 
fro m anyone on earths. Suck is th». loneliness oL com- 
mand. He was trying to see, with that watchful man- 
ner of a seaman who stares into the wind’s eye as if into 
the eye of an adversary, to penetrate the hidden inten- 
tion and guess the aim and force of the thrust. The 
strong wind swept at him out of a vast obscurity; he 
felt under his feet the uneasiness of his ship, and he 
could not even discern the shadow of her shape. He 
wished it were not so; and veiy still he waited, feeling 
stricken by a blind man’s helplessness. 

To be silent was natural to him, dark or shine. Jukes, 
at his elbow, made himself heard yelling cheerily in the 
gusts, “We must have got the worst of it at once, sir.” 
A faint burst of lightning quivered all round, as if 
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flashed into a cavern — ^into a black and secret chamber 

of the sea, with a floor of foaming crests. 

It unveiled for a sinister, fluttering moment a ragged 
mass of clouds hanging low, the lurch of the long out- 
lines of the ship, the black figures of men caught on 
the bridge, heads forward, as if petrified in the act of 
butting. The darkness palpitated down upon all this, 
and then the real thing came at last. 

It was something formidable and swift, like the sud- 
den smashing of a vial of wrath. It seemed to explode 
all round the ship with an overpowering concussion and 
a rush of great waters, as if an immense dam had been 
blown up to windward. In an instant the men lost touch 
of each other. This is the disintegrating power of a great 
wind: it isolates one from one’s kind. An earthquake, 
a landslip, an avalanche, overtake a man incidentally, 
as it were — ^without passion. A furious gale attacks him 
like a personal enemy, tries to grasp his limbs, fastens 
upon his mind, seeks to rout his very spirit out of him. 

Jukes was driven away from his commander. He 
fancied himself whirled a great distance through the 
air. Everything disappeared— even, for a moment, his 
power of thinking; but his hand had found one of the 
rail stanchions. His distress was by no means alleviated 
by an inclination to disbelieve the reality of this experi- 
ence. Though young, he had seen some bad weather, 
and had never doubted his ability to imagine the worst; 
but this was so much beyond his power; ^ of fanry^thai: 
it appeared incompatible with -the, existence oi<aa}LShip 
whatever. He would have been incredulous about him- 
self in the same way, perhaps, had he not been so 
harassed by the necessity of exerting a wrestling effort 
against a force trying to tear him away from his hold. 
Moreover, the conviction of not being utterly destroyed 
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returned to him through the sensations of being half- 
drowned, bestially shaken, and partly choked. 

It seemed to him he remained there precariously 
alone with the stanchion for a long, long time. The rain 
poured on him, flowed, drove in sheets. He breathed in 
gasps; and sometimes the water he swallowed was fresh 
and sometimes it was salt. For the most part he kept his 
eyes shut tight, as if suspecting his sight might be de- 
stroyed in the immense flurry of the elements. When he 
ventured to blink hastily, he derived some moral support 
from the green gleam of the starboard light shining 
feebly upon the flight of rain and sprays. He was actu- 
ally looking at it when its ray fell upon the uprearing 
sea which put it out. He saw the head of the wave 
topple over, adding the mite of its crash to the tremen- 
dous uproar raging around him, and almost at the same 
instant the stanchion was wrenched away from his em- 
bracing arms. After a crushing thump on his back he 
found himself suddenly afloat and borne upwards. His 
first irresistible notion was that the whole China Sea had 
climbed on the bridge. Then, more sanely, he concluded 
himself gone overboard. All the time he was being 
tossed, flung, and rolled in great volumes of water, he 
kept on repeating mentally, with the utmost precipita- 
tion, the words: “My God! My God! My God! My God!’* 

All at once, in a revolt of misery and despair, he 
formed the crazy resolution to get out of that. And he 
began to thrash about with his arms and legs. But as 
soon as he commenced his wretched struggles he dis- 
covered that he had become somehow mixed up with 
a face, an oilskin coat, somebody’s boots. He clawed 
ferociously all these things in turn, lost them, found 
them again, lost them once more, and finally was him- 
self caught in the firm clasp of a pair of stout arms. He 
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returned the embrace closely round a thick solid body. 
He had found his captain. 

They tumbled over and over, tightening their hug. 
Suddenly the water let them down with a brutal bang; 
and, stranded against the side of the wheelhouse, out of 
breath and bruised, they were left to stagger up in the 
wind and hold on where they could. 

Jukes came out of it rather horrified, as though he 
had escaped some unparalleled outrage directed at his 
feelings. It weakened his faith in himself. He started 
shouting aimlessly to the man he could feel near him 
in that fiendish blackness, ‘Is it you, sir? Is it you, sir?' 
till his temples seemed ready to burst. And he heard in 
answer a voice, as if crying far away, as if screaming tc 
him fretfully from a very great distance, the one word 
^‘Yes!” Other seas swept again over the bridge. He re- 
ceived them defenselessly right over his bare head, witf 
both his hands engaged in holding. 

The motion of the ship was extravagant. Her lurchei 
had an appalling helplessness: she pitched as if taking 
a header into a void, and seemed to find a wall to hil 
every time. When she rolled she fell on her side head- 
long, and she would be righted back by such a demol- 
ishing blow that Jukes felt her reeling as a clubbed mar 
reels before he collapses. The gale howled and scufflec 
about gigantically in the darkness, as though the entir( 
world were one black gully. At certain moments the aii 
streamed against the ship as if sucked through a tunne 
with a concentrated solid force of impact that seemec 
to lift her clean out of the water and keep her up fo: 
an instant with only a quiver running through her fron 
end to end. And then she would begin her tumblinj 
again as if dropped back into a boiling caldron. Juke 
tried hard to compose his mind and judge things coolly 

The sea, flattened down in the heavier gusts, woulc 
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uprise and overwhelm both ends of the Nan-Shan in 
snowy rushes of foam, expanding wide, beyond both 
rails, into the night. And on this dazzling sheet, spread 
under the blackness of the clouds and emitting a bluish 
glow. Captain MacWhirr could catch a desolate glimpse 
of a few tiny specks black as ebony, the tops of the 
hatches, the battened companions, the heads of the 
covered winches, the foot of a mast. This was all he 
could see of his ship. Her middle structure, covered by 
the bridge which bore him, his mate, the closed wheel- 
house where a man was steering shut up with the fear 
of being swept overboard together with the whole thing 
in one great crash — ^her middle structure was like a half- 
tide rock awash upon a coast. It was like an outlying 
rock with the water boiling up, streaming over, pouring 
off, beating round — like a rock in the surf to which 
shipwrecked people cling before they let go— only it 
rose, it sank, it rolled continuously, without respite and 
rest, like a rock that should have miraculously struck 
adrift from a coast and gone wallowing upon the sea. 

The Nan-Shan was being looted by the storm with a 
senseless, destructive fury; trysails torn out of the extra 
gaskets, double-lashed awnings blown away, bridge 
swept clean, weather cloths burst, rails twisted, light- 
screens smashed — and two of the boats had gone al- 
ready. They had gone unheard and unseen, melting, as 
it were, in the shock and smother of the wave. It was 
only later, when upon the white flash of another high 
sea hurling itself amidships. Jukes had a vision of two 
pairs of davits leaping black and empty out of the solid 
blackness, with one overhauled fall flying and an iron- 
bound block capering in the air, that he became aware 
of what had happened within about three yards of his 
back. 

He poked his head forward, groping for the ear of 
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returned the embrace closely round a thick solid body. 
He had found his captain. 

They tumbled over and over, tightening their hug. 
Suddenly the water let them down with a brutal bang; 
and, stranded against the side of the wheelhouse, out of 
breath and bruised, they were left to stagger up in the 
wind and hold on where they could. 

Jukes came out of it rather horrified, as though he 
had escaped some unparalleled outrage directed at his 
feelings. It weakened his faith in himself. He started 
shouting aimlessly to the man he could feel near him 
in that fiendish blackness, “Is it you, sir? Is it you, sir?” 
till his temples seemed ready to burst. And he heard in 
answer a voice, as if crying far away, as if screaming to 
him fretfully from a very great distance, the one word 
“Yes!” Other seas swept again over the bridge. He re- 
ceived them defenselessly right over his bare head, with 
both his hands engaged in holding. 

The motion of the ship was extravagant. Her lurches 
had an appalling helplessness: she pitched as if taking 
a header into a void, and seemed to find a wall to hit 
every time. When she rolled she fell on her side head- 
long, and she would be righted back by such a demol- 
ishing blow that Jukes felt her reeling as a clubbed man 
reels before he collapses. The gale howled and scuffled 
about gigantically in the darkness, as though the entire 
world were one black gully. At certain moments the air 
streamed against the ship as if sucked through a tunnel 
with a concentrated solid force of impact that seemed 
to lift her clean out of the water and keep her up for 
an instant with only a quiver running through her from 
end to end. And then she would begin her tumbling 
again as if dropped back into a boiling caldron. Jukes 
tried hard to compose his mind and judge things coolly. 

The sea, flattened down in the heavier gusts, would 
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Uprise and overwhelm both ends of the Nan-Shan in 
snowy rushes of foam, expanding wide, beyond both 
rails, into the night. And on this dazzling sheet, spread 
under the blackness of the clouds and emitting a bluish 
glow. Captain MacWhirr could catch a desolate glimpse 
of a few tiny specks black as ebony, the tops of the 
hatches, the battened companions, the heads of the 
covered winches, the foot of a mast. This was all he 
could see of his ship. Her middle structure, covered by 
the bridge which bore him, his mate, the closed wheel- 
house where a man was steering shut up with the fear 
of being swept overboard together with the whole thing 
in one great crash — ^her middle structure was like a half- 
tide rock awash upon a coast. It was like an outlying 
rock with the water boiling up, streaming over, pouring 
off, beating round — like a rock in the surf to which 
shipwrecked people cling before they let go— only it 
rose, it sank, it rolled continuously, without req)ite and 
rest, like a rock that should have miraculously struck 
adrift from a coast and gone wallowing upon the sea. 

The Nan-Shan was being looted by the storm with a 
senseless, destructive fury: trysails torn out of the extra 
gaskets, double-lashed awnings blown away, bridge 
swept clean, weather cloths burst, rails twisted, light- 
screens smashed — and two of the boats had gone al- 
ready. They had gone unheard and unseen, melting, as 
it were, in the shock and smother of the wave. It was 
only later, when upon the white flash of another high 
sea hurling itself amidships. Jukes had a vision of two 
pairs of davits leaping black and empty out of the solid 
blackness, with one overhauled fall flying and an iron- 
bound block capering in the air, that he became aware 
of what had happened within about three yards of his 
back. 

He poked his head forward, groping for the ear of 
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his commander. His lips touched it — ^big, fleshy, very 
wet. He cried in an agitated tone, '‘Our boats are going 
now, sir.’' 

And again he heard that voice, forced and ringing 
feebly, but with a penetrating effect of quietness in the 
enormous discord of noises, as if sent out from some 
remote spot of peace beyond the black wastes of the 
gale; again he heard a man s voice — the frail and in- 
domitable sound that can be made to carry an infinity 
of thought, resolution and purpose, that shall be pro- 
nouncing confident words on the last day, when heavens 
fall, and justice is done — again he heard it, and it was 
crying to him, as if from very, very far — “All right.” 

He thought he had not managed to make himself 
understood. “Our boats — say boats — ^the boats, sir! 
Two gone!” 

The same voice, within a foot of him and yet so re- 
mote, yelled sensibly, “Cant be helped.” 

Captain MacWhirr had never turned his face, but 
Jukes caught some more words on the wind. 

“What can-Trexpect™when hammering through — 

such Bound to leave-r-something 4>diind--‘^'-^taftds 

to reason.” l 2 -. 

Watchfully Jukes listened for more. No more^ame. 
This was all Captain MacWhirr had to say; and Jukes 
could picture to himself rather than see the broad squat 
back before him. An impenetrable obscurity pressed 
down upon the ghostly glimmers of the sea. A dull con- 
viction seized upon Jukes that there was nothing to be 
done. 

If the steering gear did not give way, if the immense 
volumes of water did not burst the deck in or smash 
one of the hatches, if the engines did not give up, if 
way could be kept on the ship against this terrific wind, 
and she did not bury herself in one of these awful seas, 
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of whose white crests alone, topping high above her 
bows, he could now and then get a sickening glimpse — 
then there was a chance of her coming out of it. Some- 
thing within him seemed to turn over, bringing upper- 
most the feeling that the Nan-Shan was lost. 

“She’s done for,” he said to himself, with a surprising 
mental agitation, as though he had discovered an un- 
expected meaning in this thought. One of these things 
was bound to happen. Nothing could be prevented now, 
and nothing could be remedied. The men on board did 
not count, and the ship could not last. This weather was 
too impossible. 

Jukes felt an arm thrown heavily over his shoulders; 
and to this overture he responded with great intelli- 
gence by catching hold of his captain round the waist. 

They stood clasped thus in the blind night, bracing 
each other against the wind, cheek to cheek and lip to 
ear, in the manner of two hulks lashed stem to stern 
together. 

And Jukes heard the voice of his commander hardly 
any louder than before, but nearer, as though, starting 
to march athwart the prodigious rush of the hurricane, 
it had approached him, bearing that strange effect of 
quietness like the serene glow of a halo. 

"D’ye know where the hands got to?” it asked, vigor- 
ous and evanescent at the same time, overcoming the 
strength of the wind, and swept away from Jukes in- 
stantly. 

Jukes didn’t know. They were all on the bridge when 
the real force of the hurricane struck the ship. He had 
no idea where they had crawled to. Under the circum- 
stances they were nowhere, for all the use that could be 
made of them. Somehow the Captain’s wish to know 
distressed Jukes. 

“Want the hands, sir?” he cried, apprehensively. 
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"Ought to know,” asserted Captain MacWhirr. "Hold 
hard.” 

They held hard. An outburst of unchained fury, a 
vicious rush of the wind absolutely steadied the ship; 
she rocked only, quick and light like a child’s cradle, 
for a terrific moment of suspense, while the whole at- 
mosphere, as it seemed, streamed furiously past her, 
roaring away from the tenebrous earth. 

It suffocated them, and with eyes shut they tightened 
their grasp. What from the magnitude of the shock 
might have been a column of water running upright in 
the dark, butted against the ship, broke short, and fell 
on her bridge, crushingly, from on high, with a dead 
burying weight. 

A flying fragment of that collapse, a mere splash, 
enveloped them in one swirl from their feet over their 
heads, filling violently their ears, mouths and nostrils 
with salt water. It knocked out their legs, wrenched in 
haste at their arms, seethed away swiftly under their 
chins; and opening their eyes, they saw the piled-up 
masses of foam dashing to and fro amongst what looked 
like the fragments of a ship. She had given way as if 
driven straight in. Their panting hearts yielded, too, be- 
fore the tremendous blow; and all at once she sprang 
up again to her desperate plunging, as if trying to 
scramble out from under the ruins. 

The seas in tfie dark seemed to rush from all sides 
to keep her back where she might perish. There was 
hate in the way she was handled, and a ferocity in the 
blows that fell. She was like a living creature thrown 
to the rage of a mob: hustled terribly, struck at, borne 
up, flung down, leaped upon. Captain MacWhirr and 
Jukes kept hold of each other, deafened by the noise, 
gagged by the wind; and the great physical tumult 
beating about their bodies, brought, like an unbridled 
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display of passion, a profound trouble to their souls. 
One of those wild and appalling shrieks that are heard 
at times passing mysteriously overhead in the steady 
roar of a hurricane, swooped, as if borne on wings, upon 
the ship, and Jukes tried to outscream it. 

‘‘Will she live through this?'^ 

The cry was wrenched out of his breast. It was as 
unintentional as the birth of a thought in the head, and 
he heard nothing of it himself. It all became extinct at 
once — thought, intention, effort — and of his cry the in- 
audible vibration added to the tempest waves of the air. 

He expected nothing from it. Nothing at all. For in- 
deed what answer could be made? But after a while he 
heard with amazement the frail and resisting voice in 
his ear, the dwarf sound, unconquered in the giant tu- 
mult. 

“She may!'* 

iTwas a dull yell, more diflScult to seize than a whis- 
per. And presently the voice returned again, half sub- 
merged in the vast crashes, like a ship battling against 
the waves of an ocean. 

“Let s hope so!” it cried — small, lonely and unmoved, 
a stranger to the visions of hope or fear; and it flickered 
into disconnected words: “Ship. . . . This. . . . Never 
— Anyhow . . . for the best.” Jukes gave it up. 

Then, as if it had come suddenly upon the one thing 
fit to withstand the power of a storm, it seemed to gain 
force and firmness for the last broken shouts: 

“Keep on hammering . . . builders . . . good men. 
. . . And chance it . . . engines. . . . Rout . . . good 
man.” 

Captain MaeWhirr removed his arm from Jukes' 
shoulders, and thereby ceased to exist for his mate, so 
dark it was; Jukes, after a tense stiffening of every 
muscle, would let himself go limp all over. The gnawing 
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of profound discomfort existed side by side with an in- 
credible disposition to somnolence, as though he had 
been buffeted and worried into drowsiness. The wind 
would get hold of his head and try to shake it off his 
shoulders; his clothes, full of water, were as heavy as 
lead, cold and dripping like an armor of melting ice: he 
shivered — ^it lasted a long time; and with his hands 
closed hard on his hol3, he was letting himself sink 
slowly into the depths of bodily misery. His mind be- 
came concentrated upon himself in an aimless, idle way, 
and when something pushed lightly at the back of his 
knees he nearly, as the saying is, jumped out of his skin. 

In the start forward he bumped the back of Captain 
MacWhirr, who didn't move; and then a hand gripped 
his thigh. A lull had come, a menacing lull of the wind, 
the holding of a stormy breath — ^and he felt himself 
pawed all over. It was the boatswain. Jukes recognized 
these hands, so thick and enormous that they seemed 
to belong to some new species of man. 

The boatswain had arrived on the bridge, crawling 
on all fours against the wind, and had found the chief 
mate’s legs with the top of his head. Immediately he 
crouched and began to explore Jukes’ person upwards 
with prudent, apologetic touches, as became an inferior. 

He was an ill-favored, undersized, gruff sailor of fifty, 
Coarsely hairy, short-legged, long-armed, resembling an 
elderly ape. His strength was immense; and in his great 
lumpy paws, bulging like brown boxing gloves on the 
end of furry forearms, the heaviest objects were handled 
like playthings. Apart from the grizzled pelt on his 
chest, the menacing demeanor and the hoarse voice, he 
had none of the classical attributes of his rating. His 
good nature almost amounted to imbecility: the men did 
what they liked with him, and he had not an ounce of 
initiative in his character, which was easygoing and 
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talkative. For these reasons Jukes disliked him; but 
Captain MacWhirr, to Jukes’ scornful disgust, seemed 
to regard him as a first-rate petty officer. 

He pulled himself up by Jukes’ coat, taking that lib- 
erty with the greatest moderation, and only so far as it 
was forced upon him by the hurricane. 

“What is it, bosun, what is it?” yelled Jukes, im- 
patiently. What could that fraud of a bosun want on the 
bridge? The typhoon had got on Jukes’ nerves. The 
husky bellowings of the other, though unintelligible, 
seemed to suggest a state of lively satisfaction. There 
could be no mistake. The old fool was pleased with 
something. 

The boatswain’s other hand had found some other 
body, for in a changed tone he began to inquire: “Is it 
you, sir? Is it you, sir?” The wind strangled his howls. 

“Yes!” cried Captain MacWhirr. 

IV 

All that the boatswain, out of a superabundance of 
yells, could make clear to Captain MacWhirr was the 
bizarre intelligence that “All them Chinamen in the fore 
’tween-deck have fetched away, sir.” 

Jukes to leeward could hear these two shouting within 
six inches of his face, as you may hear on a still night 
half a mile away two men conversing across a field. He 
heard Captain MacWhirr ’s exasperated “What? What?” 
and the strained pitch of the other’s hoarseness. “In a 
lump . . . seen them myself. . . . Awful sight, sir 
. . . thought . . . tell you.” 

Jukes remained indifferent, as if rendered irrespon- 
sible by the force of the hurricane, which made the very 
thought of action utterly vain. Besides, being very 
young, he had found the occupation of keeping his heart 
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completely steeled against the worst so engrossing that 
he had come to feel an overpowering dislike towards 
any other form of activity whatever. He was not scared; 
he knew this because, firmly believing he would never 
see another sunrise, he remained calm in that belief. 

These are the moments of do-nothing heroics to 
which even good men surrender at times. Many oflBcers 
of ships can no doubt recall a case in their experience 
when just such a trance of confounded stoicism would 
come all at once over a whole ship's company. Jukes, 
however, had no wide experience of men or storms. He 
conceived himself to be calm — ^inexorably calm; but as 
a matter of fact he was daunted; not abjectly, but only 
so far as a decent man may, without becoming loath- 
some to himself. 

It was rather like a forced-on numbness of spirit. The 
long, long stress of a gale does it; the suspense of the 
interminably culminating catastrophe; and there is a 
bodily fatigue in the mere holding on to existence within 
the excessive tumult; a searching and insidious fatigue 
that penetrates deep into a man s breast to cast down 
and sadden his heart, which is incorrigible, and of all 
the gifts of the earth — even before life itself — aspires to 
peace. 

Jukes was benumbed much more than he supposed. 
He held on — very wet, very cold, stiff in every hmb; 
and in a momentary hallucination of swift visions (it is 
said that a drowning man thus reviews all his life) he 
beheld all sorts of memories altogether unconnected 
with his present situation. He remembered his father, 
for instance: a worthy businessman, who at an unfortu- 
nate crisis in his affairs went quietly to bed and died 
forthwith in a state of resignation. Jukes did not recall 
these circumstances, of course, but remaining otherwise 
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unconcerned he seemed to see distinctly the poor man s 
face; a certain game of nap played when quite a boy 
in Table Bay on board a ship, since lost with all hands; 
the thick eyebrows of his first skipper; and without any 
emotion, as he might years ago have walked listlessly 
into her room and found her sitting there with a book, 
he remembered his mother — dead, too, now — the reso- 
lute woman, left badly off, who had been very firm in 
his bringing up. 

It could not have lasted more than a second, perhaps 
not so much. A heavy arm had fallen about his shoul- 
ders; Captain MacWhirr’s voice was speaking his name 
into his ear. 

‘‘Jukes! Jukes!'' 

He detected the tone of deep concern. The wind had 
thrown its weight on the ship, trying to pin her down 
amongst the seas. They made a clean breach over her, 
as over a deep-swimming log; and the gathered weight 
of crashes menaced monstrously from afar. The breakers 
flung out of the night with a ghostly light on their crests 
— the light of sea foam that in a ferocious, boiling-up 
pale flash showed upon the slender body of the ship the 
toppling rush, the downfall, and the seething mad scurry 
of each wave. Never for a moment could she shake her- 
self clear of the water; Jukes, rigid, perceived in her 
motion the ominous sign of haphazard floundering. She 
was no longer struggling intelligently, jt was the begin - 
ning o f the end; and the note of busy concern in Captain 
Mac whirr's voice sickened him like an exhibition of 
blind and pernicious folly. 

The spell of the storm had fallen upon Jukes. He was 
penetrated by it, absorbed by it; he was rooted in it 
with a rigor of dumb attention. Captain MacWhirr per- 
sisted in his cries, but the wind got between them like a 
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solid wedge. He hung round Jukes* neck as heavy as a 
millstone, and suddenly the sides of their heads knocked 
together. 

“Jukes! Mr. Jukes, I say!** 

He had to answer that voice that would not be si- 
lenced. He answered in the customary manner: . . 

Yes, sir.** 

And directly, his heart, corrupted by the storm that 
breeds a craving for peace, rebelled against the tyranny 
of training and command. 

Captain Mac Whirr had his mate’s head fixed firm in 
the crook of his elbow, and pressed it to his yelling lips 
mysteriously. Sometimes Jukes would break in, admon- 
ishing hastily: ‘'Look out, sir!** or Captain Mac Whirr 
would bawl an earnest exhortation to “Hold hard, there!” 
and the whole black universe seemed to reel together 
with the ship. They paused. She floated yet. And Cap- 
tain MacWhirr would resume his shouts. . . Says 
. . . whole lot . . . fetched away. . . • Ought to see 
. . . what*s the matter.** 

Directly the full force of the hurricane had struck the 
ship, every part of her deck became untenable; and the 
sailors, dazed and dismayed, took shelter in the port 
alleyway under the bridge. It had a door aft, which 
they shut; it was very black, cold, and dismal. At each 
heavy fling of the ship they would groan all together in 
the dark, and tons of water could be heard scuttling 
about as if trying to get at them from above. The boat- 
swain had been keeping up a gruff talk, but a more 
unreasonable lot of men, he said afterwards, he had 
never been with. They were snug enough there, out of 
harm’s way, and not wanted to do anything, either; and 
yet they id nothing but grumble and complain pee- 
vishly like so many sick kids. Finally, one of them said 
that if there had been at least some light to see each 
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other s noses by, it wouldn’t be so bad. It was making 
]iim crazy, he declared, to lie there in the dark waiting 
for tlie blamed hooker to sink, 

*Why don’t you step outside, then, and be done with 
it at once?” the boatswain turned on him. 

This called up a shout of execration. The boatswain 
found himself overwhelmed with reproaches of all sorts. 
They seemed to take it ill that a lamp was not instantly 
created for them out of nothing. They would whine 
after a light to get drowned by — anyhow! And though 
the unreason of their revilings was patent — since no 
one could hope to reach the lamp room, which was for- 
ward — he became greatly distressed. He did not think 
it was decent of them to be nagging at him like this. He 
told them so, and was met by general contumely. He 
sought refuge, therefore, in an embittered silence. At 
the same time their grumbling and sighing and mutter- 
ing worried him greatly, but by and by it occurred to 
him that there were six globe lamps hung in the ’tween- 
deck, and that there could be no harm in depriving the 
coolies of one of them. 

The Nan-Shan had an athwartship coal bunker, 
which, being at times used as cargo space, communi- 
cated by an iron door with the fore ’tween-deck. It was 
empty then, and its manhole was the foremost one in 
the alleyway. The boatswain could get in, therefore, 
without coming out on deck at all; but to his great sur- 
prise he found he could induce no one to help him in 
taking off the manhole cover. He groped for it all the 
same, but one of the crew lying in his way refused to 
budge. 

“Why, I only want to get you that blamed light you 
are crying for,” he expostulated, almost pitifully. 

Somebody told him to go and put his head in a bag. 
He regretted he could not recognize the voice, and that 
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it was too dark to see, otherwise, as he said, he would 
have put a head on that son of a sea cook, anyway, sink 
or swim. Nevertheless, he had made up his mind to 
show them he could get a light, if he were to die for it. 

Through the violence of the ship's rolling, every 
movement was dangerous. To be lying down seemed 
labor enough. He nearly broke his neck dropping into 
the bunker. He fell on his back, and was sent shooting 
helplessly from side to side in the dangerous company 
of a heavy iron bar — a coal-trimmer's slice probably — 
left down there by somebody. This thing made him as 
nervous as though it had been a wild beast. He could 
not see it, the inside of the bunker coated with coal- 
dust being perfectly and impenetrably black; but he 
heard it sliding and clattering, and striking here and 
there, always in the neighborhood of his head. It seemed 
to make an extraordinary noise, too— to give heavy 
thumps as though it had been as big as a bridge girder. 
This was remarkable enough for him to notice while he 
was flung from port to starboard and back again, and 
clawing desperately the smooth sides of the bunker in 
the endeavor to stop himself. The door into the 'tween- 
deck not fitting quite true, he saw a thread of dim light 
at the bottom. 

Being a sailor, and a still active man, he did not want 
much of a chance to regain his feet; and as luck would 
have it, in scrambling up he put his hand on the iron 
slice, picking it up as he rose. Otherwise he would have 
been afraid of the thing breaking his legs, or at least 
knocking him down again. At first he stood still. He felt 
unsafe in this darkness that seemed to make the ship’s 
motion unfamiliar, unforeseen, and difiicult to counter- 
act. He felt so much shaken for a moment that he dared 
not move for fear of “taking charge again.” He had no 
mind to get battered to pieces in that bunker. 
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He had struck his head twice; he was dazed a little. 
He seemed to hear yet so plainly the clatter and bangs 
of the iron slice flying about his ears that he tightened 
his grip to prove to himself he had it there safely in his 
hand. He was vaguely amazed at the plainness with 
which down there he could hear the gale raging. Its 
howls and shrieks seemed to take on, in the emptiness 
of the bunker, something of the human character, of 
human rage and pain — ^being not vast but infinitely 
poignant. And there were, with every roll, thumps, too 
— profound, ponderous thumps, as if a bulky object of 
five-ton weight or so had got play in the hold. But there 
was no such thing in the cargo. Something on deck? Im- 
possible. Or alongside? Couldn’t be. 

He thought all this quickly, clearly, competently, like 
a seaman, and in the end remained puzzled. This noise, 
though, came deadened from outside, together with the 
washing and pouring of water on deck above his head. 
Was it the wind? Must be. It made down there a row 
like the shouting of a big lot of crazed men. And he dis- 
covered in himself a desire for a light, too — ^if only to 
get drowned by — and a nervous anxiety to get out of 
that bunker as quickly as possible. 

He pulled back the bolt: the heavy iron plate turned 
on its hinges; and it was though he had opened the door 
to the sounds of the tempest. A gust of hoarse yelling 
met him: the air was still; and the rushing of water 
overhead was covered by a tumult of strangled, throaty 
shrieks that produced an effect of desperate confusion. 
He straddled his legs the whole width of the doorway 
and stretched his neck. And at first he perceived only 
what he had come to seek: six small yellow flames 
swinging violently on the great body of the dusk. 

It was stayed like the gallery of a mine, with a row 
of stanchions in the middle, and crossbeams overhead, 
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penetrating into the gloom ahead — ^indefinitely. And 
to port there loomed, like the caving in of one of the 
sides, a bulky mass with a slanting outline. The whole 
place, with the shadows and the shapes, moved all the 
time. The boatswain glared: the ship lurched to star- 
board, and a great howl came from that mass that had 
the slant of fallen earth. 

Pieces of wood whizzed past. Planks, he thought, in- 
expressibly startled, and flinging back his head. At his 
feet a man went sliding over, open-eyed, on his back, 
straining with uplifted arms for nothing: and another 
came bounding like a detached stone with his head be- 
tween his legs and his hands clenched. His pigtail 
whipped in the air; he made a grab at the boatswain s 
legs, and from his opened hand a bright white disc 
rolled against the boatswains foot. He recognized a 
silver dollar, and yelled at it with astonishment. With a 
precipitated sound of trampling and shuffling of bare 
feet, and with guttural cries, the mound of writhing 
bodies piled up to port detached itself from the ship’s 
side and sliding, inert and struggling, shifted to star- 
board, with a dull, brutal thump. The cries ceased. The 
boatswain heard a long moan through the roar and 
whistling of the wind; he saw an inextricable confusion 
of heads and shoulders, naked soles kicking upwards, 
fists raised, tumbling backs, legs, pigtails, faces. 

*‘Good Lord!” he cried, horrified, and banged-to the 
iron door upon this vision. 

This was what he had come on the bridge to tell. He 
could not keep it to himself; and on board ship there is 
only one man to whom it is worth while to unburden 
yourself. On his passage back the hands in the alleyway 
swore at him for a fool. Why didn’t he bring that lamp? 
Wha j the devil did the coolies matter to anybody? 
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^vhen he came out, the extremity of the ship made what 
^vent on inside of her appear of little moment. 

At first he thought he had left the alleyway in the 
ery moment of her sinking. The bridge ladders had 
)eeii washed away, but an enormous sea filling the 
iterdeck floated him up. After that he had to lie on his 
tomach for some time, holding to a ring bolt, getting 
lis breath now and then, and swallowing salt water, 
le struggled farther on his hands and knees, too fright- 
-ned and distracted to turn back. In this way he reached 
the after-part of the wheelhouse. In that comparatively 
sheltered spot he found the second mate. The boatswain 
was pleasantly surprised — ^his impression being that 
everybody on deck must have been washed away a long 
time ago. He asked eagerly where the Captain was. 

The second mate was lying low, like a malignant little 
animal under a hedge. 

‘‘Captain? Gone overboard, after getting us into this 
mess.” The mate, too, for all he knew or cared. Another 
fool. Didn’t matter. Everybody was going by and by. 

The boatswain crawled out again into the strength 
of the wind; not because he much expected to find any- 
body, he said, but just to get away from “that man.” 
He crawled out as outcasts go to face an inclement 
world. Hence his great joy at finding Jukes and the Cap- 
tain. But what was going on in the ’tween-deck was to 
him a minor matter by that time. Besides, it was difiicult 
to make yourself heard. But he managed to convey the 
idea that the Chinamen had broken adrift together with 
their boxes, and that he had come up on purpose to re- 
port this. As to the hands, they were all right. Then, 
appeased, he subsided on the deck in a sitting posture, 
hugging with his arms and legs the stand of the engine- 
room telegraph — an iron casting as thick as a post. 
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When that went, why, he expected he would go, too. He 

gave no more thought to the coolies. 

Captain MacWhirr had made Jukes understand thal 
he wanted him to go down below — to see. 

‘‘What am I to do then, sir?” And the trembling of 
his whole wet body caused Jukes’ voice to sound like 
bleating. 

“See first . . . Bosun . . . says . . . adrift.” 

“That bosun is a confounded fool,” howled Jukes, 
shakily. 

The absurdity of the demand made upon him re- 
volted Jukes. He was as unwilling to go as if the moment 
h^ had left the deck the ship were sure to sink. 

’ “I must know . . . can’t leave. . . 

“They’ll settle, sir.” 

“Fight . . . bosun says they fight. . . . Why? 
Can’t have . . . fighting . . . board ship. . . . Much 
rather keep you here . . . case ... I should . 
washed overboard myself. . . . Stop it . . . some 
way. You see and tell me . . . through engine-room 
tube. Don’t want you . . . come up here ... too 
ofteiL Dangerous . . . moving about . . . deck.” 

Jukes, held with his head in chancery, had to listen 
to what seemed horrible suggestions. 

“Don’t want . . . you get lost ... so long . . 
ship isn’t. . . . Rout . . . Good man. . . . Ship . 
may . . . through this ... all right yet.” 

All at once Jukes understood he would have to go. 

“Do you think she may?” he screamed. 

But the wind devoured the reply, out of which Jukes 
heard only the one word, pronounced with great energy 

. . Always. . . .” 

Captain MacWhirr released Jukes, and bending over 
the boatswain, yelled, “Get back with the mate.” Jukes 
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only knew that the arm was gone ofiF his shoulders. He 
was dismissed with his orders — ^to do what? He was 
exasperated into letting go his hold carelessly, and on 
the instant was blown away. It seemed to him that noth- 
ing could stop him from being blown right over the stern. 
He flung himself down hastily, and the boatswain, who 
was following, fell on him. 

“Don’t you get up yet, sir,” cried the boatswain. "No 
hurry!” 

A sea swept over. Jukes understood the boatswain 
to splutter that the bridge ladders were gone. “I’ll lower 
you down, sir, by your hands,” he screamed. He 
shouted also something about the smokestack being as 
likely to go overboard as not. Jukes thought it very 
possible, and imagined the fires out, the ship helpless. 
. . . The boatswain by his side kept on yelling. “What? 
What is it?” Jukes cried distressfully; and the other re- 
peated, “What would my old woman say if she saw me 
now?” 

In the alleyway, where a lot of water had got in and 
splashed in the dark, the men were still as death, till 
Jukes stumbled against one of them and cursed him 
savagely for being in the way. Two or three voices then 
asked, eager and weak, “Any chance for us, sir?” 

“What’s the matter with you fools?” he said brutally. 
He felt as though he could throw himself down amongst 
them and never move any more. But they seemed 
cheered; and in the midst of obsequious warnings, 
“Look out! Mind that manhole lid, sir,” they lowered 
him into the bunker. The boatswain tumbled down after 
him, and as soon as he had picked himself up he re- 
marked, “She would say, ‘Serve you right, you old fool, 
for going to sea.’ ” 

The boatswain had some means, and made a point 
of alluding to them frequently. His wife — a fat woman 
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— and two grown-up daughters kept a greengrocer’s 
shop in the East End of London. 

In the dark. Jukes, unsteady on his legs, listened to 
a faint thunderous patter. A deadened screaming went 
on steadily at his elbow, as it were; and from above the 
louder tumult of the storm descended upon these near 
sounds. His head swam. To him, too, in that bunker, 
the motion of the ship seemed novel and menacing, 
sapping his resolution as though he had never been 
afloat before. 

He had half a mind to scramble out again; but the 
remembrance of Captain MacWhirr’s voice made this 
impossible. His orders were to go and see. What was 
the good of it, he wanted to know. Enraged, he told 
himself he would see — of course. But the boatswain, 
staggering clumsily, warned him to be careful how he 
opened that door; there was a blamed fight going on. 
And Jukes, as if in great bodily pain, desired irritably 
to know what the devil they were fighting for. 

“Dollars! Dollars, sir. All their rotten chests got burst 
open. Blamed money skipping all over the place, and 
they are tumbling after it head over heels — ^tearing and 
biting like anything. A regular little hell in there.” 

Jukes convulsively opened the door. The short boat- 
swain peered under his arm. 

One of the lamps had gone out, broken perhaps. 
Rancorous, guttural cries burst out loudly on their ears, 
and a strange panting sound, the working of all these 
straining breasts. A hard blow hit the side of the ship: 
water fell above with a stunning shock, and in the fore- 
front of the gloom, where the air was reddish and thick, 
Jukes saw a head bang the deck violently, two thick 
calves waving on high, muscular arms twined round a 
naked body, a yellow face, openmouthed and with a 
set wild stare, look up and slide away. An empty chest 
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as if lifted by a kick; and farther off, indistinct, others 
streamed like a mass of rolling stones down a bank, 
thumping the deck with their feet and flourishing their 
arms wildly. The hatchway ladder was loaded with 
coolies swarming on it like bees on a branch. They hung 
on the steps in a crawling, stirring cluster, beating 
madly with their fists the underside of the battened 
hatch, and the headlong rush of the water above was 
heard in the intervals of their yelling. The ship heeled 
over once more, and they began to drop off: first one, 
then two, then all the rest went away together, falling 
straight off with a great cry. 

Jukes was confounded. The boatswain, with gruff 
anxiety, begged him, ‘‘Don’t you go in there, sir.” 

The whole place seemed to twist upon itself, jumping 
incessantly the while; and when the ship rose to a sea 
Jukes fancied that all these men would be shot upon 
him in a body. He backed out, swung the door to, and 
with trembling hands pushed at the bolt. . . . 

As soon as his mate had gone Captain MacWhirr, 
left alone on the bridge, sidled and staggered as far as 
the wheelhouse. Its door being hinged forward, he had 
to fight the gale for admittance, and when at last he 
managed to enter, it was with an instantaneous clatter 
and a bang, as though he had been fired through the 
wood. He stood within, holding on to the handle. 

The steering gear leaked steam, and in the confined 
space the glass of the binnacle made a shiny oval of 
light in a thin white fog. The wind howled, hummed, 
whistled, with sudden booming gusts that rattled the 
doors and shutters in the vicious patter of sprays. Two 
coils of lead line and a small canvas bag hung on a long 
lanyard, swung wide off, and came back clinging to the 
bulkheads. The gratings underfoot were nearly afloaU 
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lently through the cracks all round the door, and the 
man at the helm had flung down his cap, his coat, and 
stood propped against the gear casing in a striped cotton 
shirt open on his breast. The little brass wheel in his 
hands had the appearance of a bright and fragile toy. 
The cords of his neck stood hard and lean, a dark patch 
lay in the hollow of his throat, and his face was still and 
sunken as in death. 

Captain MacWhirr wiped his eyes. The sea that had 
nearly taken him overboard had, to his great annoyance, 
washed his sou’wester hat off his bald head. The fluffy, 
fair hair, soaked and darkened, resembled a mean skein 
of cotton threads festooned round his bare skull. His 
face, glistening with sea water, had been made crimson 
with the wind, with the sting of sprays. He looked as 
though he had come off sweating from before a furnace. 

“You here?” he muttered, heavily. 

The second mate had found his way into the wheel- 
house some time before. He had fixed himself in a corner 
with his knees up, a fist pressed against each temple; 
and this attitude suggested rage, sorrow, resignation, 
surrender, with a sort of concentrated unforgiveness. He 
said mournfully and defiantly, ‘Well, its my watch be- 
low now; ain’t it?” 

The steam gear clattered, stopped, clattered again; 
and the helmsman s eyeballs seemed to project out of a 
hungry face as if the compass card behind the binnacle 
glass had been meat. God knows how long he had been 
left there to steer, as if forgotten by all his shipmates. 
The bells had not been struck; there had been no reliefs; 
the ship s routine had gone down wind; but he was try- 
ing to keep her head north-northeast. The rudder might 
have been gone for all he knew, the fires out, the engines 
broken down, the ship ready to roll over like a corpse. 
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He was anxious not to get muddled and lose control 
of her head, because the compass card swung far both 
ways, wriggling on the pivot, and sometimes seemed to 
whirl right round. He suffered from mental stress. He 
was horribly afraid, also, of the wheelhouse going* 
Mountains of water kept on tumbling against it. When 
the ship took one of her desperate dives the corners of 
his lips twitched. 

Captain MacWhirr looked up at the wheelhouse 
clock. Screwed to the bulkhead, it had a white face on 
which the black hands appeared to stand quite still. It 
\vas half-past one in the morning. 

"Another day,” he muttered to himself. 

The second mate heard him, and lifting his head as 
one grieving amongst ruins, "You wont see it break,” 
he exclaimed. His wrists and his knees could be seen to 
shake violently. "No, by God! You wont. . . 

He took his face again between his fists. 

The body of the helmsman had moved slightly, but 
his head didn’t budge on his neck — like a stone head 
fixed to look one way from a column. During a roll that 
all but took his booted legs from under him, and in the 
very stagger to save himself. Captain MacWhirr said 
austerely, "Don’t you pay any attention to what that 
man says.” And then, with an indefinable change of 
tone, very grave, he added, "He isn’t on duty.” 

The sailor said nothing. 

The hurricane boomed, shaking the little place, which 
seemed air-tight; and the light of the binnacle flickered 
all the time. 

"You haven’t been relieved,” Captain MacWhirr went 
on, looking down. "I want you to stick to the helm, 
though, as long as you can. You’ve got the hang of her. 
Another man coming here might make a mess of it. 
Wouldn’t do. No child’s play. And the hands are prob- 
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ably busy with a job down below. . . . Think you 

can?” 

The steering gear leaped into an abrupt short clatter, 
stopped smoldering like an ember; and the still man, 
with a motionless gaze, burst out, as if all the passion 
in him had gone into his lips: “By Heavens, sir! I can 
steer forever if nobody talks to me.” 

“Oh! aye! All right. . . .” The Captain lifted his eyes 
for the first time to the man, . . Hackett.” 

And he seemed to dismiss this matter from his mind. 
He stooped to the engine-room speaking tube, blew in, 
and bent his head. Mr. Rout below answered, and at 
once Captain MacWhirr put his lips to the mouthpiece. 

With the uproar of the gale around him he applied 
alternately his lips and his ear, and the engineer s voice 
mounted to him, harsh and as if out of the heat of an 
engagement. One of the stokers was disabled, the others 
had given in, the second engineer and the donkeyman 
were firing-up. The third engineer was standing by the 
steam valve. The engines were being tended by hand. 
How was it above? 

“Bad enough. It mostly rests with you,” said Captain 
MacWhirr. Was the mate down there yet? No? Well, 
he would be presently. Would Mr. Rout let him talk 
through the speaking tube? — ^through the deck speaking 
tube, because he — the Captain — ^was going out again 
on the bridge directly. There was some trouble amongst 
the Chinamen. They were fighting, it seemed. Couldn’t 
allow fighting anyhow. . . . 

Mr. Rout had gone away, and Captain MacWhirr 
could feel against his ear the pulsation of the engines, 
like the beat of the ship’s heart. Mr. Rout’s voice down 
there shouted something distantly. The ship pitched 
headlong, the pulsation leaped with a hissing tumult, 
and stopped dead. Captain MacWhirr’s face was im- 
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passive, and his eyes were fixed aimlessly on the crouch- 
ing shape of the second mate. Again Mr. Rout's voice 
cried out in the depths, and the pulsating beats recom- 
menced, with slow strokes — growing swifter. 

Mr. Rout had returned to the tube. “It don't matter 
much what they do,” he said, hastily; and then, with 
irritation, “She takes these dives as if she never meant 
to come up again.” 

“Awful sea,” said the Captain's voice from above. 

“Don't let me drive her under,” barked Solomon Rout 
dp the pipe. 

“Dark and rain. Can't see what s coming,” uttered 
the voice. “Must — ^keep — ^her — ^moving — enough to 
steer — and chance it,” it went on to state distinctly. 

“I am doing as much as I dare.” 

“We are — getting — smashed up — a good deal up 
here,” proceeded the voice mildly. “Doing — ^fairly well 
— ^though. Of course, if the wheelhouse should go. . . 

Mr. Rout, bending an attentive ear, muttered pee- 
vishly something under his breath. 

But the deliberate voice up there became animated 
to ask; “Jukes turned up yet?” Then, after a short wait, 
“I wish he would bear a hand. I want him to be done 
and come up here in case of anything. To look after the 
ship. I am all alone. The second mate's lost. . . .” 

“What?” shouted Mr. Rout into the engine room, 
taking his head away. Then up the tube he cried, “Gone 
overboard?” and clapped his ear to. 

“Lost his nerve,” the voice from above continued in 
a matter-of-fact tone. “Damned awkward circumstance.” 

Mr. Rout, listening with bowed neck, opened his eyes 
wide at this. However, he heard something like the 
sounds of a scuffle and broken exclamations coming 
down to him. He strained his hearing; and all the time 
Beale, the third engineer, with his arms uplifted, held 
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between the palms of his hands the rim of a little black 
wheel projecting at the side of a big copper pipe. He 
seemed to be poising it above his head, as though it 
were a correct attitude in some sort of game. 

To steady himself, he pressed his shoulder against 
the white bulkhead, one knee bent, and a sweat-rag 
tucked in his belt hanging on his hip. His smooth cheek 
was begrimed and flushed, and the coaldust on his 
eyelids, like the black penciling of a make-up, enhanced 
the liquid brilliance of the whites, giving to his youthful 
face something of a feminine, exotic and fascinating 
aspect. When the ship pitched he would with hasty 
movements of his hands screw hard at the little wheel. 

“Gone crazy,” began the Captain’s voice suddenly in 
the tube. “Rushed at me. . . . Just now. Had to knock 
him down. . . . This minute. You heard, Mr. Rout?” 

“The devill” muttered Mr. Rout. “Look out, Beale!” 

His shout rang out like the blast of a warning trum- 
pet, between the iron walls of the engine room. Painted 
white, they rose high into the dusk of the skylight, slop- 
ing like a roof; and the whole lofty space resembled the 
interior of a monument, divided by floors of iron grating, 
with lights flickering at different levels, and a mass of 
gloom lingering in the middle, within the columnar stir 
of machinery under the motionless swelling of the cyl- 
inders. A loud and wild resonance, made up of all the 
noises of the hurricane, dwelt in the still warmth of the 
air. There was in it the smell of hot metal, of oil, and a 
slight mist of steam. The blows of the sea seemed to 
traverse it in an unringing, stunning shock, from side to 
side. 

Gleams, like pale long flames, trembled upon the 
polish of metal; from the flooring below the enormous 
crank-heads emerged in their turns with a flash of brass 
and steel — going over; while the connecting rods, big- 
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jointed, like skeleton limbs, seemed to thrust them down 
and pull them up again with an irresistible precision. 
And deep in the half-light other rods dodged deliber- 
ately to and fro, crossheads nodded, discs of metal 
rubbed smoothly against each other, slow and gentle, 
in a commingling of shadows and gleams. 

Sometimes all those powerful and unerring move- 
ments would slow down simultaneously, as if they had 
been the functions of a living organism, stricken sud- 
denly by the blight of languor; and Mr. Rout’s eyes 
would blaze darker in his long sallow face. He was 
fighting this fight in a pair of carpet slippers. A short 
shiny jacket barely covered his loins, and his white 
wrists protruded far out of the tight sleeves, as though 
the emergency had added to his stature, had lengthened 
his limbs, augmented his pallor, hollowed his eyes. 

He moved, climbing high up, disappearing low down, 
with a restless, purposeful industry, and when he stood 
still, holding the guard rail in front of the starting gear, 
he would keep glancing to the right at the steam gauge, 
at the water gauge, fixed upon the white wall in the 
light of a swaying lamp. The mouths of two speaking 
tubes gaped stupidly at his elbow, and the dial of the 
engine-room telegraph resembled a clock of large diam- 
eter, bearing on its face curt words instead of figures. 
The grouped letters stood out heavily black, around the 
pivot-head of the indicator, emphatically symbolic 
of loud exclamations: Ahead, Astern, Slow, Half, 
Stand By; and the fat black hand pointed downwards 
to the word Full, which, thus singled out, captured the 
eye as a sharp cry secures attention. 

The wood-encased bulk of the low-pressure cylinder, 
frowning portly from above, emitted a faint wheeze at 
every thrust, and except for that low hiss the engines 
worked their steel limbs headlong or slow with a silent. 
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determined smoothness. And all this, the white walls, 
the moving steel, the floor plates under Solomon Rout s 
feet, the floors of iron grating above his head, the dusk 
and the gleams, uprose and sank continuously, with one 
accord, upon the harsh wash of the waves against the 
ship s side. The whole loftiness of the place, booming 
hoUow to the great voice of the wind, swayed at the top 
like a tree, would go over bodily, as if borne down this 
way and that by the tremendous blasts. 

“You ve got to hurry up,” shouted Mr. Rout, as soon 
as he saw Jukes appear in the stokehold doorway. 

Jukes* glance was wandering and tipsy; his red face 
was puflFy, as though he had overslept himself. He had 
had an arduous road, and had traveled over it with im- 
mense vivacity, the agitation of his mind corresponding 
to the exertions of his body. He had rushed up out of 
the bunker, stumbling in the dark alleyway amongst a 
lot of bewildered men who, trod upon, asked “What^s 
up, sir?” in awed mutters all round him; down the stoke- 
hold ladder, missing many iron rungs in his hurry, down 
into a place deep as a well, black as Tophet, tipping 
over back and forth like a seesaw. The water in the 
bilges thundered at each roll, and lumps of coal skipped 
to and fro, from end to end, rattling like an avalanche 
of pebbles on a slope of iron. 

Somebody in there moaned with pain, and somebody 
else could be seen crouching over what seemed the 
prone body of a dead man; a lusty voice blasphemed; 
and the glow under each fire door was like a pool of 
flaming blood radiating quietly in a velvety blackness. 

A gust of wind struck upon the nape of Jukes' neck 
and next moment he felt it streaming about his wet 
ankles. The stokehold ventilators hummed; in front of 
the six fire doors two wild figures, stripped to the waist, 
staggered and stooped, wrestling with two shovels. 
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"Hallo! Plenty of draft now,” yelled the second engi- 
neer at once, as though he had been all the time looking 
out for Jukes. The donkeyman, a dapper little chap with 
a dazzling fair skin and a tiny, gingery mustache, 
worked in a sort of mute transport. They were keeping 
a full head of steam, and a profound rumbling, as of an 
empty furniture van trotting over a bridge, made a sus- 
tained bass to all the other noises of the place. 

‘‘Blowing off all the time,” went on yelling the second. 
With a sound as of a hundred scoured saucepans, the 
orifice of a ventilator spat upon his shoulder a sudden 
gush of salt water, and he volleyed a stream of curses 
upon all things on earth including his own soul, rip- 
ping and raving, and all the time attending to his busi- 
ness. With a sharp clash of metal the ardent pale 
glare of the fire opened upon his bullet head, showing 
his spluttering lips, his insolent face, and with another 
clang closed like the white-hot wink of an iron eye. 

“Where’s the blooming ship? Can you tell me? Blast 
my eyes! Under water — or what? Its coming down 
here in tons. Are the condemned cowls gone to Hades? 
Hey? Don’t you know anything — ^you jolly aailor-man 
you . . . ?” 

Jukes, after a bewildered moment, had been helped 
by a roll to dart through; and as soon as his eyes took in 
the comparative vastness, peace and brilliance of the 
engine room, the ship, setting her stern heavily in the 
water, sent him charging head down upon Mr. Rout. 

The chiefs arm, long like a tentacle, and straightening 
as if worked by a spring, went out to meet him, and de- 
flected his rush into a spin towards the speaking tubes. 
At the same time Mr. Rout repeated earnestly; 

“You’ve got to hurry up, whatever it is.” 

Jukes yelled “Are you there, sir?” and listened. Noth- 
ing. Suddenly the roar of the wind fell straight into his 
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ear, but presently a small voice shoved aside the shout- 
ing hurricane quietly. 

“You, Jukes? — ^Well?” 

Jukes was ready to talk: it was only time that seemed 
to be wanting. It was easy enough to account for every- 
thing. He could perfectly imagine the coolies battened 
down in the reeldng ’tween-deck, lying sick and scared 
between the rows of chests. Then one of these chests 
— or perhaps several at once — ^breaking loose in a roll, 
knocking out others, sides splitting, lids flying open, and 
all these clumsy Chinamen rising up in a body to save 
their property. Afterwards every fling of the ship would 
hurl that tramping, yelling mob here and there, from 
side to side, in a whirl of smashed wood, torn clothing, 
rolling dollars. A struggle once started, they would be 
unable to stop themselves. Nothing could stop them 
now except main force. It was a disaster. He had seen it, 
and that was all he could say. Some of them must be 
dead, he believed. The rest would go on fighting. . . . 

He sent up his words, tripping over each other, 
crowding the narrow tube. They mounted as if into a 
silence of an enlightened comprehension dwelling alone 
up there with a storm. And Jukes wanted to be dis- 
missed from the face of that odious trouble intruding 
on the great need of the ship. 

V 

He waited. Before his eyes the engines turned with 
slow labor, that in the moment of going off into a mad 
fling would stop dead at Mr. Rout’s shout, “Look out, 
Beale!” They paused in an intelligent immobility, stilled 
in mid-stroke, a heavy crank arrested on the cant, as if 
conscious of danger and the passage of time. Then, with 
ft “Now, then!” from the chief, and the sound of a breath 
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expelled through clenched teeth, they would accomplish 
the interrupted revolution and begin another. 

There was the prudent sagacity of wisdom and the 
deliberation of enormous strength in their movements. 
This was their work — ^this patient coaxing of a dis- 
tracted ship over the fury of the waves and into the 
very eye of the wind. At times Mr. Rout s chin would 
sink on his breast, and he watched them with knitted 
eyebrows as if lost in thought. 

The voice that kept the hurricane out of Jukes* ear 
began: ‘‘Take the hands with you . . . and left off 
unexpectedly. 

“What could I do with them, sir?” 

A harsh, abrupt, imperious clang exploded suddenly. 
The three pairs of eyes flew up to the telegraph dial to 
see the hand jump from Full to Stop, as if snatched by 
a devil. And then these three men in the engine room 
had the intimate sensation of a check upon the ship, of 
a strange shrinking, as if she had gathered herself for a 
desperate leap. 

“Stop her!” bellowed Mr. Rout. 

Nobody — ^not even Captain MacWhirr, who alone on 
deck had caught sight of a white hne of foam coming 
on at such a height that he couldn't believe his eyes — 
nobody was to know the steepness of that sea and the 
awful depth of the hollow the hurricane had scooped 
out behind the running wall of water. 

It raced to meet the ship, and, with a pause, as of 
girding the loins, the Nan-Shan lifted her bows and 
leaped. The flames in all the lamps sank, darkening the 
engine room. One went out. With a tearing crash and 
a swirling, raving tumult, tons of water fell upon the 
deck, as though the ship had darted under the foot of 
a cataract. 

Down there they looked at each other, stunned. 
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"Swept from end to end, by God!” bawled Jukes. 

She dipped into the hollow straight down, as if going 
over the edge of the world. The engine room toppled 
forward menacingly, like the inside of a tower nodding 
in an earthquake. An awful racket, of iron things falling, 
came from the stokehold. She hung on this appalling 
slant long enough for Beale to drop on his hands and 
knees and begin to crawl as if he meant to fly on all fours 
out of the engine room, and for Mr. Rout to turn his 
head slowly, rigid, cavernous, with the lower jaw drop- 
ping. Jukes had shut his eyes, and his face in a moment 
became hopelessly blank and gentle, like the face of a 
blind man. 

At last she rose slowly, staggering, as if she had to lift 
a mountain with her bows. 

Mr. Rout shut his mouth; Jukes blinked; and little 
Beale stood up hastily. 

"Another one like this, and that s the last of her,” 
cried the chief. 

He and Jukes looked at each other, and the same 
thought came into their heads. The CaptainI Every- 
thing must have been swept away. Steering gear gone 
— ship like a log. All over directly. 

"Rush!” ejaculated Mr. Rout thickly, glaring with en- 
larged, doubtful eyes at Jukes, who answered him by an 
irresolute glance. 

The clang of the telegraph gong soothed them in- 
stantly. The black hand dropped in a flash from Stop 
to Full. 

“Now then, Beale!” cried Mr. Rout. 

The steam hissed low. The piston rods slid in and out. 
Jukes put his ear to the tube. The voice was ready for 
him. It said; "Pick up all the money. Bear a hand now. 
Ill want you up here.” And that was all. 



TYPHOON 261 

“Sir?” called up Jukes. There was no answer. 

He staggered away like a defeated man from the field 
of battle. He had got, in some way or other, a cut above 
his left eyebrow — a cut to the bone. He was not aware 
of it in the least: quantities of the China Sea, large 
enough to break his neck for him, had gone over his 
head, had cleaned, washed, and salted that wound. It 
did not bleed, but only gaped red; and this gash over 
the eye, his disheveled hair, the disorder of his clothes, 
gave him the aspect of a man worsted in a fight with 
fists. 

“Got to pick up the dollars.” He appealed to Mr. 
Rout, smiling pitifully at random. 

“What’s that?” asked Mr. Rout, wildly. “Pick up 
. . . ? I don’t care. . . .” Then, quivering in every 
muscle, but with an exaggeration of paternal tone, “Go 
away now, for God’s sake. You deck people’ll drive me 
silly. There s that second mate been going for the old 
man. Don’t you know? You fellows are going wrong for 
want of something to do. . . 

At these words Jukes discovered in himself the be- 
ginnings of anger. Want of something to do — indeed. 
. . , Full of hot scorn against the chief, he turned to 
go the way he had come. In the stokehold the plump 
donkeyman toiled with his shovel mutely, as if his 
longue had been cut out; but the second was carrying 
on like a noisy, undaunted maniac, who had preserved 
his skill in the art of stoking under a marine boiler. 

“Hallo, you wandering officer? Hey! Can’t you get 
some of your slush-slingers to wind up a few of them 
ashes? I am getting choked with them here. Curse it! 
Hallo! Hey! Remember the articles: Sailors and firemen 
to assist each other. Hey! D’ye hear?” 

Jukes was climbing out frantically, and the other, lift- 
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ing up his face after him, howled, “Can't you speak? 

What are you poking about here for? What's your game, 

anyhow?" 

A frenzy possessed Jukes. By the time he was back 
amongst the men in the darkness of the alleyway, he 
felt ready to wring all their necks at the slightest sign of 
hanging back. The veiy thought of it exasperated him. 
He couldn't hang back. They shouldn't. 

The impetuosity with which he came amongst them 
carried them along. They had already been excited and 
startled at all his comings and goings — ^by the fierceness 
and rapidity of his movements; and more felt than seen 
in his rushes, he appeared formidable — ^busied with 
matters of life and death that brooked no delay. At his 
first word he heard them drop into the bunker one after 
another obediently, with heavy thumps. 

They were not clear as to what would have to be 
done. “What is it? What is it?" they were asking each 
other. The boatswain tried to explain; the sounds of a 
great scuffle surprised them; and the mighty shocks, 
reverberating awfully in the black bunker, kept them in 
mind of their danger. When the boatswain threw open 
the door it seemed that an eddy of the hurricane, steal- 
ing through the iron sides of the ship, had set all these 
bodies whirling like dust: there came to them a con- 
fused uproar, a tempestuous tumult, a fierce mutter, 
gusts of screams dying away, and the tramping of feet 
mingling with the blows of the sea. 

For a moment they glared amazed, blocking the door- 
way. Jukes pushed through them brutally. He said noth- 
ing, and simply darted in. Another lot of coolies on the 
ladder, struggling suicidally to break through the bat- 
tened hatch to a swamped deck, fell off as before, and 
he disappeared under them like a man overtaken by a 
landslide. 
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The boatswain yelled excitedly: "Come along. Get 
the mate out. He'll be trampled to death. Come on.” 

They charged in, stamping on breasts, on fingers, on 
faces, catching their feet in heaps of clothing, kicking 
broken wood; but before they could get hold of him 
Jukes emerged waist deep in a multitude of clawing 
hands. In the instant he had been lost to view, all the 
buttons of his jacket had gone, its back had got split up 
to the collar, his waistcoat had been torn open. The cen- 
tral struggling mass of Chinamen went over to the roll, 
dark, indistinct, helpless, with a wild gleam of many 
eyes in the dim light of the lamps. 

"Leave me alone — damn you. I am all right,” 
screeched Jukes. "Drive them forward. Watch youi 
chance when she pitches. Forward with 'em. Drive them 
against the bulkhead. Jam ’em up.” 

The rush of the sailors into the seething 'tween-deck 
was like a splash of cold water into a boiling caldron. 
The commotion sank for a moment. 

The bulk of Chinamen were locked in such a compact 
scrimmage that, linking their arms and aided by an ap- 
palling dive of the ship, the seamen sent it forward in 
one great shove, like a solid block. Behind their backs 
small clusters and loose bodies tumbled from side to 
side. 

The boatswain performed prodigious feats of 
strength. With his long arms open, and each great paw 
clutching at a stanchion, he stopped the rush of seven 
entwined Chinamen rolling like a boulder. His joints 
cracked; he said, "Ha!” and they flew apart. But the 
carpenter showed the greater intelligence. Without say- 
ing a word to anybody he went back into the alleyway, 
to fetch several coils of cargo gear he had seen there — 
chain and rope. With these life lines were rigged. 

There was really no resistance. The struggle, however 
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it began, had turned into a scramble of blind panic. If 
the coolies had started up after their scattered dollars 
they were by that time fighting only for their footing. 
They took each other by the thi oat merely to save them- 
selves from being hurled about. Whoever got a hold 
anywhere would kick at the others who caught at his 
legs and hung on, till a roll sent them flying together 
across the deck. 

The coming of the white devils was a terror. Had they 
come to kill? The individuals torn out of the ruck be- 
came very limp in the seamen’s hands: some, dragged 
aside by the heels, were passive, like dead bodies, with 
open, fixed eyes. Here and there a coolie would fall on 
his knees as if begging for mercy; several, whom the 
excess of fear made unruly, were hit with hard fists be- 
tween the eyes, and cowered; while those who were hurt 
submitted to rough handling, blinking rapidly without a 
plaint. Faces streamed with blood; there were raw 
places on the shaven heads, scratches, bruises, torn 
wounds, gashes. The broken porcelain out of the chests 
was mostly responsible for the latter. Here and there a 
Chinaman, wild-eyed, with his tail unplaited, nursed a 
bleeding sole. 

They had been ranged closely, after having been 
shaken into submission, cuffed a little to allay excite- 
ment, addressed in gruff words of encouragement that 
sounded like promises of evil. They sat on the deck in 
ghastly, drooping rows, and at the end the carpenter, 
with two hands to help him, moved busily from place to 
place, setting taut and hitching the life lines. The boat- 
swain, with one leg and one arm embracing a stanchion, 
struggled with a lamp pressed to his breast, trying to 
get a light, and growling all the time like an industrious 
gorilla. The figures of seamen stooped repeatedly, with 
the movements of gleaners, and everything was being 
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flung into the bunker: clothing, smashed wood, broken 
china, and the dollars, too, gathered up in men s jackets. 
Now and then a sailor would stagger towards the door- 
way with his arms full of rubbish; and dolorous, slant- 
ing eyes followed his movements. 

With every roll of the ship the long rows of sitting 
Celestials would sway forward brokenly, and her head- 
long dives knocked together the line of shaven polls 
from end to end. When the wash of water rolling on the 
deck died away for a moment, it seemed to Jukes, yet 
quivering from his exertions, that in his mad struggle 
down there he had overcome the wind somehow; that a 
silence had fallen upon the ship, a silence in which the 
sea struck thunderously at her sides. 

Everything had been cleared out of the 'tween-deck 
— all the wreckage, as the men said. They stood erect 
and tottering above the level of heads and drooping 
shoulders. Here and there a coolie sobbed for his breath. 
Where the high light fell. Jukes could see the salient ribs 
of one, the yellow, wistful face of another; bowed necks; 
or would meet a dull stare directed at his face. He was 
amazed that there had been no corpses; but the lot of 
them seemed at their last gasp, and they appeared to 
him more pitiful than if they had been all dead. 

Suddenly one of the coolies began to speak. The light 
came and went on his lean, straining face; he threw his 
head up like a baying hound. From the bunker came the 
sounds of knocking and the tinkle of some dollars rolling 
loose; he stretched out his arm, his mouth yawned black, 
and the incomprehensible guttural hooting sounds, that 
did not seem to belong to a human language, penetrated 
Jukes with a strange emotion as if a brute had tried to 
be eloquent. 

Two more started moutliing what seemed to Jukes 
fierce denunciations; the others stirred with grunts and 
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growls. Jukes ordered the hands out of the ’tween-decks 
hurriedly. He left last himself, backing through the 
door, while the grunts rose to a loud murmur and hands 
were extended after him as after a malefactor. The boat- 
swain shot the bolt, and remarked uneasiW, "Seems as if 
the wind had dropped, sir.” — ^ 

The seamen were glad to get back into the alleyway. 
Secretly each of them thought that at the last moment 
he could rush out on deck — and that was a comfort. 
There is something horribly repugnant in the idea of 
being drowned under a deck. Now they had done with 
the Chinamen, they again became conscious of the 
ship s position. 

Jukes on coming out of the alleyway found himself 
up to the neck in the noisy water. He gained the bridge, 
and discovered he could detect obscure shapes as if his 
sight had become preternaturally acute. He saw faint 
outlines. They recalled not the familiar aspect of the 
Nan-Shan, but something remembered — an old dis- 
mantled steamer he had seen years ago rotting on a 
mudbank. She recalled that wreck. 

There was no wind, not a breath, except the faint cur- 
rents created by the lurches of the ship. The smoke 
tossed out of the funnel was settling down upon her 
deck. He breathed it as he passed forward. He felt the 
deliberate throb of the engines, and heard small sounds 
that seemed to have survived the great uproar; the 
knocking of broken fittings, the rapid tumbling of some 
piece of wreckage on the bridge. He perceived dimly 
the squat shape of his captain holding on to a twisted 
bridge rail, motionless and swaying as if rooted to the 
planks. The unexpected stillness of the air oppressed 
Jukes. 

“We have done it, sir,” he gasped. 
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"Thought you would,” said Captain MacWhirr. 

"Did you?” murmured Jukes to himself. 

"Wind fell all at once,” went on the Captain. 

Jukes burst out: "If you think it was an easy job — ” 

But his captain, clinging to the rail, paid no attention. 
"According to the books the worst is not over yet.” 

"If most of them hadn’t been half dead with sea- 
sickness and fright, not one of us would have come out 
of that ’tween-deck alive,” said Jukes. 

"Had to do what’s fair by them,” mumbled Mac- 
Whirr, stolidly. "You don’t find everything in books.” 

"Why, I believe they would have risen on us if I 
hadn’t ordered the hands out of that pretty quick,” con- 
tinued Jukes with warmth. 

After the whisper of their shouts, their ordinary tones, 
so distinct, rang out very loud to their ears in the amaz- 
ing stillness of the air. It seemed to them they were talk- 
ing in a dark and echoing vault. 

Through a jagged aperture in the dome of clouds the 
light of a few stars fell upon the black sea, rising and 
falling confusedly. Sometimes the head of a watery 
cone would topple on board and mingle with the rolling 
flurry of foam on the swamped deck; and the Nanr 
Shan wallowed heavily at the bottom of a circular cis- 
tern of clouds. This ring of dense vapors, gyrating madly 
round the calm of the center, encompassed the ship like 
a motionless and unbroken wall of an aspect incon- 
ceivably sinister. Within, the sea, as if agitated by an 
internal commotion, leaped in peaked mounds that jos- 
tled each other, slapping heavily against her sides; and 
a low moaning sound, the infinite plaint of the storm's 
fury, came from beyond the limits of the menacing 
calm. Captain MacWhirr remained silent, and Jukes' 
ready ear caught suddenly the faint, long-drawn roar of 
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some immense wave rushing unseen under that thick 
blackness, which made the appalling boundary of his 
vision. 

‘*Of course/’ he started resentfully, "they thought we 
had caught at the chance to plunder them. Of course! 
You said — ^pick up the money. Easier said than done. 
They couldn’t tell what was in our heads. We came in, 
smash — aright into the middle of them. Had to do it by a 
rush.” 

"As long as it’s done . . . mumbled the Captain, 
without attempting to look at Jukes. “Had to do what s 
fair.” 

‘We shall find yet there’s the devil to pay when this 
is over,” said Jukes, feeling very sore. “Let them only 
recover a bit, and you’ll see. They will fly at our throats, 
sir. Don’t forget, sir, she isn’t a British ship now. These 
brutes know it well, too. The damned Siamese flag.” 

‘We are on board, all the same,” remarked Captain 
Mac Whirr. 

“The trouble’s not over yet,” insisted Jukes, prophet- 
ically, reeling and catching on. “She’s a wreck,” he 
added, faintly. 

“The trouble’s not over yet,” assented Captain Mac- 
Whirr, half aloud. , . . “Look out for her a minute.” 

“Are you going off the deck, sir?” asked Jukes, hur- 
riedly, as if the storm were sure to pounce upon him as 
soon as he had been left alone with the ship. 

He watched her, battered and solitary, laboring 
heavily in a wild scene of mountainous black waters lit 
by the gleams of distant worlds. She moved slowly, 
breathing into the still core of the hurricane the excess 
of her strength in a white cloud of steam — and the deep- 
toned vibration of the escape was like the defiant trum- 
peting of a living creature of the sea impatient for the 
renewal of the contest. It ceased suddenly. The still air 
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moaned. Above Jukes* head a few stars shone into a pit 
of black vapors. The inky edge of the cloud-disc frowned 
upon the ship under the patch of glittering sky. The 
stars, too, seemed to look at her intently, as if for the 
last time, and the cluster of their splendor sat like a 
diadem on a lowering brow. 

Captain MacWhirr had gone into the chart room. 
There was no light there; but he could feel the disorder 
of that place where he used to live tidily. His armchair 
was upset. The books had tumbled out on the floor: he 
scrunched a piece of glass under his boot. He grope cj 
forjhe matches, and found a box on a shelf with a deep 
ledgeTHe struclTbneT and puCkeThTg” the cornel's: of liis 
e;^, held out the Tittle Kame towards the barometer 
whose glittering top of glass and metals nodded at him 
continuously. 

It stood very low — ^incredibly low, so low that Cap- 
tain MacWhirr grunted. The match went out, and hur- 
riedly he extracted another, with thick, stifiF fingers. 

Again a little flame flared up before the nodding glass 
and metal of the top. His eyes looked at it, narrowed 
with attention, as if expecting an im pe rce ptible s ign. 
With his grave face he resem bled a booted and mis- 
shapen pagan burning incense before the ora cle o f a 
joss. There was no mistake. It was the lowest reading he 
had ever .seen in his life. 

Captain MacWhirr emitted a low whistle. He forgot 
himself till tlie flame diminished to a blue spark, burnt 
his fingers and vanished. Perhaps something had gone 
wrong with the thing! 

There was an aneroid glass screwed above the couch. 
He turned that way, struck another match, and dis- 
covered the white face of the other instrument looking 
at him from the bulkhead, meaningly, not to be gain- 
said, as though the wisdom of men were made unerring 
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by the indifiFerence of matter. There was no room for 
doubt now. Captain MacWhirr pshawed at it, and threw 
the match down. 

The worst was to come, then — and if the books were 
right this worst would be very bad. The experience of 
the last six hours had enlarged his conception of what 
heavy weather could be like. ''It’U ]be^ terrific^' he pro- 
nounced, mentally. He had not consciously looked at 
anything by the light of the matches except at the ba- 
rometer; and yet somehow he had seen that his water 
bottle and the two tumblers had been flung out of their 
stand. It seemed to give him a more intimate knowledge 
of the tossing the ship had gone through. ‘T wouldn't 
have believed it,” he thought. And his table had been 
cleared, too; his rulers, his pencils, the inkstand — ^all the 
things that had their safe appointed places — they were 
gone, as if a mischievous hand had plucked them out 
one by one and flung them on the wet floor. The hurri- 
cane had broken in upon the orderly arrangements of 
his privacy. This had never happened before, and the 
feeling of dismay reached the very seat of his com- 
posure. And the worst was to come yeti He was glad the 
trouble in the 'tween-deck had been discovered in time. 
If the ship had to go after all, then, at least, she wouldn't 
be going to the bottom with a lot of people in her fight- 
ing teeth and claw. That would have been odious. And 
in that feeling there was a humane intention and a 
vague sense of the fitness of things. 

These instantaneous thoughts were yet in their es- 
sence heavy and slow, partaking of the nature of the 
man. He extended his hand to put back the matchbox 
in its corner of the shelf. There were always matches 

toprgssed . upon him long before. "A box . . . just 
there, see? Not so very full . . . where I can put my 
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hand on it, steward. Might want a light in a hurry. Can't 
tell on board ship wJwt you might want in a hurry. 
Mind, now.” 

And of course on his side he would be careful to put 
it back in its place scrupulously. He did so now, but be- 
fore he removed his hand it occurred to him that pe^ 
haps he would never have occasion to use that box any 
more. The vividness of the thought checked him and for 
an infinitesimal fraction of a second his fingers closed 
again on the small object as though it had been the sym- 
bol of all these little habits that chain us to the weary 
round of life. He released it at last, and letting himself 
fall on the settee, listened for the first sounds of return- 
ing wind. 

Not yet. He heard only the wash of water, the heavy 
splashes, the dull shocks of the confused seas boarding 
his ship from all sides. She would never have a chance 
to clear her decks. 

But the quietude of the air was startlingly tense and 
unsafe, like a slender hair holding a sword suspended 
over his head. By this awful pause the storm penetrated 
the defenses of the man and unsealed his lips. He spoke 
out in the solitude and the pitch darkness of the cabin, 
as if addressing another being awakened within his 
breast. 

“I shouldn’t like to lose her,” he said half aloud. 

He sat unseen, apart from the sea, from his ship, 
isolated, as if withdrawn from the very current of his 
own existence, where such freaks as talking to himself 
surely had no place. His palms reposed on his knees, he 
bowed his short neck and puffed heavily, surrendering 
to a strange sensation of weariness he was not enlight- 
ened enough to recognize for the fatigue of mental 
stress. 

From where he sat he could reach the door of a wash- 
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stand locker. There should have been a towel there. 
There was. Good. . . . He took it out, wiped his face, 
and afterwards went on rubbing his wet head. He 
toweled himself with energy in the dark, and then re- 
mained motionless with the towel on his knees. A mo- 
ment passed, of a stillness so profound that no one could 
have guessed there was a man sitting in that cabin. Then 
a murmur arose. 

“She may come out of it yet.’’ 

When Captain MacWhirr came out on deck, which 
he did brusquely, as though he had suddenly become 
conscious of having stayed away too long, the calm had 
lasted already more than fifteen minutes — ^long enough 
to make itself intolerable even to his imagination. Jukes, 
motionless on the forepart of the bridge, began to speak 
at once. His voice, blank and forced as though he were 
talking through hard-set teeth, seemed to flow away on 
all sides into the darkness, deepening again upon the 
sea. 

“I had the wheel relieved. Hackett began to sing out 
that he was done. He’s lying in there alongside the steer- 
ing gear with a face like death. At first I couldn’t get 
anybody to crawl out and relieve the poor devil. That 
bosun s worse than no good, I always said. Thought I 
would have had to go myself and haul out one of tliem 
by the neck.” 

“Ah, well,” muttered the Captain. He stood watchful 
by Jukes’ side. 

“The second mate’s in there, too, holding his head. Is 
he hurt, sir?” 

“No — crazy,” said Captain MacWhirr, curtly. 

“Looks as if he had a tumble, though.” 

“I had to give him a push,” explained the Captain, 

Jukes gave an impatient sigh. 

“It will come very sudden,” said Captain MacWhirr, 
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“and from over there, I fancy. God only knows though. 
These books are only good to muddle your head and 
make you jumpy. It will be bad, and there s an end. If 
we only can steam her round in time to meet it. . . 

A minute passed. Some art} winked rapidly 

and vanisl^ . 

^^You left them pretty safe?*' began the Captain 
abruptly, as though the silence were unbearable. 

“Are you thinking of the coolies, sir? I rigged life lines 
all ways across that *tween-deck.” 

“Did you? Good idea, Mr. Jukes.** 

“I didn’t . . . think you cared to . . . know,’* said 
Jukes — the lurching of the ship cut his speech as though 
somebody had been jerking him around while he talked 
— ^“how I got on with . . . that infernal job. We did it. 
And it may not matter in the end.” 

“H ad to do what’s fair, f or all — they are only China- 
men. Gi ve them the same chance~with o urselves — ^hang 
it all. She isn’ t lost yet. Bad enou^ to be sliut up below 
m a gali^” 

“That’s what I thought when you gave me the job, 
sir,” interjected Jukes, moodily. 

“ — without being battered to pieces,” pursued Cap- 
tain MacWhirr with rising vehemence. “Couldn’t let 
that go on in my ship, if I knew she hadj^ i^vejniijijf^ 
to live. Couldn’t bear it, Mr. Jukes.’’ ’ 

A hollow echoing noise, like that of a shdht rolling 
in a rocky chasm, approached the ship and went away 
again. The last star, blurred, enlarged, as if returning 
to the fiery mist of its beginning, struggled with the 
colossal depth of blackness hanging over the ship — and 
went out. 

“Now for itl” muttered Captain MacWhirr. “Mr. 
Jukes.” 

J “Here, sir.” 
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The two men were growing indistinct to each other. 

‘*We must trust her to go through it and come out on 
the other side. That s plain and straight. There s no 
room for Captain Wilson s storm-strategy here.” 

“No, sir.” 

“She will be smothered and swept again for hours,” 
mumbled the Captain. '"There's not much left by this 
time above deck for the sea to take away — ^unless you or 
me.” 

“Both, sir,” whispered Jukes, breathlessly. 

“You are always meeting trouble halfway. Jukes,” 
Captain Mac Whirr remonstrated quaintly. “Though it*s 
a fact that the second mate is no good. D ye hear, Mr. 
Jukes? You would be left alone if . . .” 

Captain MacWhirr interrupted himself, and Jukes, 
glancing on all sides, remained silent. 

“Don’t you be put out by anything,” the Captain con- 
tinued, mumbling rather fast. “Keep her facing it. They 
may say what they like, but the heaviest seas run with 
the wind. Facing it — alw£^s facing it — that!& ~the-way 
to get .through. You are a young sai lg^^JEace^it. That4S 
enough for anyL ma n. Keep a cool h^d.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Jukes, with a flutter of the heart. 

In the next few seconds the Captain spoke to the 
engine room and got an answer. 

For some reason Jukes experienced an access of con- 
fidence, a sensation that came from outside like a warm 
breath, and made him feel equal to every demand. The 
distant muttering of the darkness stole into his ears. He 
noted it unmoved, out of that sudden belief in himself, 
as a man safe in a shirt of mail would watch a point. 

The ship labored without intermission amongst the 
black hills of water, paying with this hard tumbling the 
price of her life. She rumbled in her depths, shaking 
a white plummet of steam into the night, and Jukes’ 
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thought skimmed like a bird through the engine room, 
xvliere Mr. Rout — good man — ^was ready. When the 
rumbling ceased it seemed to him that there was a pause 
of every sound, a dead pause in which Captain Mac- 
VVhirr s voice rang out startlingly. 

“What s that? A puff of wind?” — ^it spoke much louder 
than Jukes had ever heard it before — ^“On the bow. 
That's right. She may come out of it yet,” 

The mutter of the winds drew near apace. In the 
forefront could be distinguished a drowsy waking plaint 
passing on, and far off the growth of a multiple clamor, 
inarching and expanding. There was the throb as of 
many drums in it, a vicious rushing note, and like the 
chant of a tramping multitude. 

Jukes could no longer see his captain distinctly. The 
darkness was absolutely piling itself upon the ship. At 
most he made out movements, a hint of elbows spread 
out, of a head thrown up. 

Captain MacWhirr was trying to do up the top button 
of his oilskin coat with unwonted haste. The hurricane, 
with its power to madden the seas, to sink ships, to 
upi oot trees, to overturn strong walls and dash the very 
birds of the air to the ground, had found this taciturn 
man in its path, and, doing its utmost, had managed to 
wring out a few words. Before the renewed wrath of 
winds swooped on his ship, Captain MacWhirr was 
moved to declare, in a tone of vexation, as it were: “I 
wouldn't like to lose her.” 

He was spared tliat annoyance. 


On a bright sunshiny day, with the breeze chasing 
her smoke far ahead, the Nan-Shan came into Fu-chau. 
Her arrival was at once noticed on shore, and the sea- 
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men in harbor said: “Look! Look at that steamer. What’s 

that? Siamese — isn’t she? Just look at her!’^ 

She seemed, indeed, to have been used as a running 
target for the secondary batteries of a cruiser. A hail 
of minor shells could not have given her upper works a 
more broken, tom, and devastated aspect; and she had 
about her the worn, weary air of ships coming from the 
far ends of the world — and indeed with truth, for in her 
short passage she had been very far; sighting, tmly, 
even the coast of the Great Beyond, whence no ship 
ever returns to give up her crew to the dust of the earth. 
She was incrusted and gray with salt to the tmcks of her 
masts and to the top of her funnel; as though (as some 
facetious seaman said) “the crowd on board had fished 
her out somewhere from the bottom of the sea and 
brought her in here for salvage.” And further, excited 
by the felicity of his own wit, he offered to give five 
pounds for her — ^'"as she stands.” 

Before she had been quite an hour at rest, a meager 
little man, with a red-tipped nose and a face cast in an 
angry mold, landed from a sampan on the quay of the 
Foreign Concession, and incontinently turned to shake 
his fist at her. 

A tall individual, with legs much too thin for a rotund 
stomach, and with watery eyes, strolled up and re- 
marked, “Just left her— eh? Quick work.” 

He wore a soiled suit of blue flannel with a pair of 
dirty cricketing shoes; a dingy gray mustache drooped 
from his lip, and daylight could be seen in two places 
between the rim and the crown of his hat. 

“Hallo! what are you doing here?” asked the ex- 
second mate of the Nan-Shan, shaking hands hurriedly. 

“Standing by for a job— chance worth taking — ^got a 
quiet hint,” explained the man with the broken hat, in 
jerky, apathetic wheezes. 
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The second shook his fist again at the Nan-Shan. 
“There’s a fellow there that ain’t fit to have the com- 
mand of a scow,” he declared, quivering with passion, 
while the other looked about listlessly. 

‘Is there?” 

But he caught sight on the quay of a heavy seaman’s 
chest, painted brown under a fringed sailcloth cover, 
and lashed with new manila line. He eyed it with 
awakened interest. 

“I would talk and raise trouble if it wasn’t for that 
damned Siamese flag. Nobody to go to — or I would 
make it hot for him. The fraud! Told his chief engineer 
— that’s another fraud for you — I had lost my nerve. 
The greatest lot of ignorant fools that ever sailed the 
seas. No! You can’t think. . . .” 

‘"Got your money all right?” inquired his seedy ac- 
quaintance suddenly. 

“Yes. Paid me off on board,” raged the second mate 
“ ‘Get your breakfast on shore,’ says he.” 

“Mean skunk!” commented the tall man, vaguely, and 
passed his tongue on his lips. “What about having a 
drink of some sort?” 

“He struck me,” hissed the second mate. 

“No! Struck! You don’t say?” The man in blue began 
to bustle about sympathetically. “Can’t possibly talk 
here. I want to know all about it. Struck — eh? Let’s get 
a fellow to carry your chest. I know a quiet place where 
they have some bottled beer. . . .” 

Mr. Jukes, who had been scanning the shore through 
a pair of glasses, informed the chief engineer afterwards 
that “our late second mate hasn’t been long in finding 
1 friend. A chap looking uncommonly like a bummer. 

[ saw them walk away together from the quay.” 

The hammering and banging of the needful repairs 
lid not disturb Captain MacWhirr. The steward found 
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in the letter he wrote, in a tidy chart room, passages of I 
such absorbing interest that twice he was nearly caught' 
in the act. But Mrs. MacWhirr, in the drawing room of 
the forty-pound house, stifled a yawn — ^perhaps out of 
self-respect — for she was alone. 

She reclined in a plush-bottomed and gilt hammock- 
chair near a tiled fireplace, with Japanese fans on the 
mantel and a glow of coals in the grate. Lifting her 
hands, she glanced wearily here and there into the many 
pages. It was not her fault they were so prosy, so com- 
pletely uninteresting — ^from “My darling wife" at the 
beginning, to “Your loving husband" at the end. She 
couldn’t be really expected to understand all these ship 
affairs. She was glad, of course, to hear from him, but 
she had never asked herself why, precisely. 

“. . . They are called typhoons. . . . The mate did 
not seem to like it. . . . Not in books. . . . Couldn't 
think of letting it go on. . . 

The paper rustled sharply. “. . . A calm that lasted 
more than twenty minutes," she read perfunctorily; and 
the next words her thoughtless eyes caught, on the top 
of another page, were; “see you and the children again. 

, . .” She had a movement of impatience. He was al- 
ways thinking of coming home. He had never had such 
a good salary before. What was the matter now? 

It did not occur to her to turn back overleaf to look. 
She would have found it recorded there that between 4 
and 6 a.m. on December 25th, Captain MacWhirr did 
actually think that his ship could not possibly Jive an- 
other hour in such a sea, and that he would never see 
his wife and children again. Nobody was to know this 
(his letters got mislaid so quickly) — nobody whatever 
but the steward, who had been greatly impressed by 
that disclosure. So much so, that he tried to give the 
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cook some idea of the ‘narrow squeak we all had” by 
saying solemnly, “The old man himself had a dam’ poor 
opinion of our chance.” 

“How do you know?” asked, contemptuously, the 
cook, an old soldier. “He hasn’t told you, maybe?” 

“Well, he did give me a hint to that effect,” the 
steward brazened it out. 

“Get along with you! He will be coming to tell me 
next,” jeered the old cook, over his shoulder. 

Mrs. MacWhirr glanced farther, on the alert. “. . . Do 
what’s fair. . . . Miserable objects. . . . Only three, 
with a broken leg each, and one. . . . Thought had 
better keep the matter quiet . . . hope to have done 
the fair thing. . . .” 

She let fall her hands. No: there was nothing more 
about coming home. Must have been merely expressing 
a pious wish. Mrs. MacWhirr’s mind was set at ease, 
and a black marble clock, priced by the local jeweler at 
£3 18.S. 6d., had a discreet stealthy tick. 

The door flew open, and a girl in the long-legged, 
short-frocked period of existence, flung into the room. 
A lot of colorless, rather lanky hair was scattered over 
her shoulders. Seeing her mother, she stood still, and 
directed her pale prying eyes upon the letter. 

“From father,” murmured Mrs. MacWhirr. “What 
have you done with your ribbon?” 

The girl put her hands up to her head and pouted. 

“He’s well,” continued Mrs. MacWhirr, languidly. 
“At least I think so. He never says.” She had a little 
laugh. The girl’s face expressed a wandering indiffer- 
ence, and Mrs. MacWhirr surveyed her with fond pride. 

“Go and get your hat,” she said after a while. “I 
am going out to do some shopping. There is a sale at 
Linom’s.” 
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“Oh, how jollyl” uttered the child, impressively, in 
unexpectedly grave vibrating tones, and bounded out 
of the room. 

It was a fine afternoon, with a gray sky and dry side- 
walks. Outside the draper's Mrs. MacWhirr smiled upon 
a woman in a black mantle of generous proportions 
armored in jet and crowned with flowers blooming 
falsely above a bilious matronly countenance. They 
broke into a swift little babble of greetings and exclama- 
tions both together, very hurried, as if the street were 
ready to yawn open and swallow all that pleasure before 
it could be expressed. 

Behind them the high glass doors were kept on the 
swing. People couldn’t pass, men stood aside waiting 
patiently, and Lydia was absorbed in poking the end 
of her parasol between the stone flags. Mrs. MacWhirr 
talked rapidly. 

“Thank you very much. He’s not coming home yet. 
Of course it’s very sad to have him away, but it’s such 
a comfort to know he keeps so well.” Mrs. MacWhirr 
drew breath. “The climate there agrees with him,” she 
added, beamingly, as if poor MacWhirr had been away 
touring in China for the sake of his health. 

Neither was the chief engineer coming home yet. 
Mr. Rout knew too well the value of a good billet. 

“Solomon says wonders will never cease,” cried Mrs. 
Rout joyously at the old lady in her armchair by the 
fire. Mr. Rout’s mother moved slightly, her withered 
hands lying in black half -mittens on her lap. 

The eyes of the engineer’s wife fairly danced on the 
paper. “That captain of the ship he is in — a rather 
simple man, you remember, mother? — ^has done some- 
thing rather clever, Solomon says.” 

“Yes, my dear,” said the old woman meekly, sitting 
with bowed silvery head, and that air of inward stillness 
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characteristic of very old people who seem lost in watch- 
ing the last flickers of life. ‘T think I remember.’’ 

Solomon Rout, Old Sol, Father Sol, the Chief, “Rout, 
good man” — Mr. Rout, the condescending and paternal 
friend of youth, had been the baby of her many children 
— all dead by this time. And she remembered him best 
as a boy of ten — ^long before he went away to serve his 
apprenticeship in some great engineering works in the 
North. She had seen so little of him since, she had gone 
through so many years, that she had now to retrace her 
steps very far back to recognize him plainly in the mist 
of time. Sometimes it seemed that her daughter-in-law 
was talking of some strange man. 

Mrs. Rout, junior, was disappointed. “H’m. H’m.” She 
turned the page. “How provoking! He doesn’t say what 
it is. Says I couldn’t understand how much there was in 
it. Fancy! What could it be so very clever? What a 
wretched man not to tell us!” 

She read on without further remark soberly, and at 
last sat looking into the fire. The chief wrote just a 
word or two of the typhoon; but something had moved 
him to express an increased longing for the companion- 
ship of the jolly woman. “If it hadn't been that mother 
must be looked after, I would send you your passage 
money today. You could set up a small house out here. 
I would have a chance to see you sometimes then. We 
are not growing younger. . . .” 

“He’s well, mother,” sighed Mrs. Rout, rousing her- 
self. 

“He always was a strong healthy boy,” said the old 
woman, placidly. 

But Mr. Jukes’ account was really animated and very 
full. His friend in the Western Ocean trade imparted 
it freely to the other oflBcers of his liner. “A chap I know 
writes to me about an extraordinary affair that hap- 
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pened on board his ship in that typhoon — ^you know — 
that we read of in the papers two months ago. Its the 
funniest thing! Just see for yourself what he says. Til 
show you his letter.” 

There were phrases in it calculated to give the im- 
pression of lighthearted, indomitable resolution. Jukes 
had written them in good faith, for he felt thus when he 
wrote. He described with lurid eflFect the scenes in the 
’tween-deck. . . It struck me in a flash that those 
confounded Chinamen couldn’t tell we weren’t a des- 
perate kind of robbers. ’T isn’t good to part the Chi- 
naman from his money if he is the stronger party. We 
need have been desperate indeed to go thieving in such 
weather, but what could these beggars know of us? So, 
without thinking of it twice, I got the hands away in a 
jiffy. Our work was done — that the old man had set his 
heart on. We cleared out without staying to inquire how 
they felt. I am convinced that if they had not been so 
unmercifully shaken, and afraid — each individual one 
of them — to stand up, we would have been torn to 
pieces. Oh! It was pretty complete, I can tell you; and 
you may run to and fro across the Pond to the end of 
time before you find yourself with such a job on your 
hands.” 

After this he alluded professionally to the damage 
done to the ship, and went on thus: 

“It was when the weather quieted down that the 
situation became confoundedly delicate. It wasn’t made 
any better by us having been lately transferred to the 
Siamese flag; though the skipper can’t see that it makes 
any difference — ‘as long as we are on board’ — ^he says. 
There are feelings that this man simply hasn’t got — and 
there’s an end of it. You might just as well try to make 
a bedpost understand. But apart from this it is an in- 
fernally lonely state for a ship to be going about the 
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China seas with no proper consuls, not even a gunboat 
of her own anywhere, nor a body to go to in case of 
some trouble. 

''My notion was to keep these Johnnies under hatches 
for another fifteen hours or so; as we weren't much 
farther than that from Fu-chau. We would find there, 
most likely, some sort of a man-of-war, and once under 
her guns we were safe enough; for surely any skipper of 
a man-of-war — English, French, or Dutch — ^would see 
white men through as far as row on board goes. We 
could get rid of them and their money afterwards by 
delivering them to their Mandarin or Taotai, or what- 
ever they call these chaps in goggles you see being 
carried about in sedan chairs through their stinking 
streets. 

"The old man wouldn't see it somehow. He wanted to 
keep the matter quiet. He got that notion into his head, 
and a steam windlass couldn't drag it out of him. He 
wanted as little fuss made as possible, for the sake of 
the ship’s name and for the sake of the owners — ^‘for the 
sake of all concerned,' says he, looking at me very hard. 
It made me angry hot. Of course you couldn't keep a 
thing like that quiet; but the chests had been secured 
in the usual manner and were safe enough for any 
earthly gale, while this had been an altogether fiendish 
business I couldn’t give you even an idea of. 

"Meantime, I could hardly keep on my feet. None 
of us had a spell of any sort for nearly thirty hours, and 
there the old man sat rubbing his chin, rubbing the top 
of his head, and so bothered he didn't even think of 
pulling his long boots off. 

" 1 hope, sir,' says I, you won't be letting them out 
on deck before we make ready for them in some shape 
or other.’ Not, mind you, that I felt very sanguine about 
controlling these beggars if they meant to take charge. 
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A trouble with a cargo of Chinamen is no child s play. 
I was dam’ tired, too. 1 wish,’ said I, you would let us 
throw the whole lot of these dollars down to them and 
leave them to fight it out amongst themselves, while we 
get a rest.’ 

'Now you talk wild. Jukes,’ says he, looking up in 
his slow way that makes you ache all over, somehow. 
We must plan out something that would be fair to all 
parties.’ 

“I had no end of work on hand, as you may imagine, 
so I set the hands going, and then I thought I would 
turn in a bit. I hadn’t been asleep in my bunk ten min- 
utes when in rushes the steward and begins to pull at 
my leg. 

“ 'For God’s sake, Mr. Jukes, come out! Come on deck 
quick, sir. Oh, do come outl’ 

"The fellow scared all the sense out of me. I didn’t 
know what had happened: another hurricane — or what. 
Could hear no wind. 

" ‘The Captain’s letting them out. Oh, he is letting 
them out! Jump on deck, sir, and save us. The chief 
engineer has just run below for his revolver.’ 

"That’s what I understood the fool to say. However, 
Father Rout swears he went in there only to get a clean 
pocket handkerchief. Anyhow, I made one jump into 
my trousers and flew on deck aft. There was certainly 
a good deal of noise going on forward of the bridge. 
Four of the hands with the bosun were at work abaft. 
I passed up to them some of the rifles all the ships on 
the China coast cany in the cabin, and led them on the 
bridge. On the way I ran against Old Sol, looking 
startled and sucking at an unlighted cigar. 

" ‘Come along,’ I shouted to him. 

"We charged, the seven of us, up to the chart room. 
All was over. There stood the old man with his sea boots 
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still drawn up to the hips and in shirtsleeves — ^got warm 
thinking it out, I suppose. Bun Hin’s dandy clerk at his 
elbow, as dirty as a sweep, was still green in the face. I 
could see directly I was in for something. 

" What the devil are these monkey tricks, Mr. Jukes?" 
asks the old man, as angry as ever he could be. I tell you 
frankly it made me lose my tongue. Tor Gods sake, 
Mr. Jukes," says he, ‘do take away these rifles from the 
men. Somebody’s sure to get hurt before long if you 
don’t. Damme, if this ship isn"t worse than Bedlam! 
Look sharp now. I want you up here to help me and 
Bun Hill’s Chinaman to count that money. You wouldn’t 
mind lending a hand, too, Mr. Rout, now you are here. 
The more of us the better." 

“He had settled it all in his mind while I was having 
a snooze. Had we been an English ship, or only going 
to land our cargo of coolies in an English port, like 
Hong Kong, for instance, there would have been no 
end of inquiries and bother, claims for damages and so 
on. But these Chinamen know their ofiicials better than 
we do. 

“The hatches had been taken off already, and they 
were all on deck after a night and a day down below. 
It made you feel queer to see so many gaunt, wild faces 
together. The beggars stared about at the sky, at the 
sea, at the ship, as though they had expected the whole 
thing to have been blown to pieces. And no wonder! 
They had had a doing that would have shaken the soul 
out of a white man. But then they say a Chinaman has 
no soul. He has, though, something about him that is 
deuced tough. There was a fellow (amongst others of 
the badly hurt) who had had his eye all but knocked 
out. It stood out of his head the size of half a hen’s egg. 
This would have laid out a white man on his back for 
a month; and yet there was that chap elbowing here 
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and there in the crowd and talking to the others as if 
nothing had been the matter. They made a great hub- 
bub amongst themselves, and whenever the old man 
showed his bald head on the foreside of the bridge, 
they would all leave ofi jawing and look at him from 
below. 

*lt seems that after he had done his thinking he made 
that Bun Hiu’s fellow go down and explain to them the 
only way they could get their money back. He told me 
afterwards that, all the coolies having worked in the 
same place and for the same length of time, he reckoned 
he would be doing the fair thing by them as near as 
possible if he shared all the cash we had picked up 
•equally among the lot. You couldn’t tell one man s dol- 
lars from another’s, he said, and if you asked each man 
how much money he brought on board he was afraid 
they would lie, and he would find himself a long way 
short. I think he was right there. As to giving up the 
money to any Chinese oflBcial he could scare up in Fu- 
chau, he said he might just as well put the lot in his own 
pocket at once for all the good it would be to them. I 
suppose they thought so, too. 

'‘We finished the distribution before dark. It was 
rather a sight; the sea running high, the ship a wreck 
to look at, these Chinamen staggering up on the bridge 
one by one for their share, and the old man still booted, 
and in his shirtsleeves, busy paying out at the chart- 
room door, perspiring like anything, and now and then 
coming down sharp on myself or Father Rout about one 
thing or another not quite to his mind. He took the share 
of those who were disabled himself to them on the No. 
2 hatch. There were three dollars left over, and these 
went to the three most damaged coolies, one to each. 
We turned-to afterwards, and shoveled out on deck 
heaps of wet rags, all sorts of fragments of things with- 
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out shape, and that you couldn’t give a name to, and let 
them settle the ownership themselves. 

'This certainly is coming as near as can be to keeping 
the thing quiet for the benefit of all concerned. What s 
your opinion, you pampered mailboat swell? The old 
chief says that this was plainly the only thing that could 
be done. The skipper remarked to me the other day. 
There are things you find nothing about in books.’ I 
think that he got out of it very well for such a stupid 
man.” 




Tale of the Sea 


THE NIGGER OF THE ^NARCISSUS " 


**My Lord in his discourse discovered a great deal of 
love to this ship.” 

— Diary of Samuel Pepys 


So foul a sky clears not without a storm. 

— Shakespeare [on the title-page of Nostromo] 

There is such magnificent vagueness in the expectations that 
had driven each of us to sea, such a glorious indefiniteness, 
such a beautiful greed of adventures that are their own and 
only reward! What we get — well, we won’t talk of that; but 
can one of us restrain a smile? In no other kind of life is the 
illusion more wide of reality — in no other is the beginning all 
illusion — the disenchantment more swift — the subjugation more 
complete. Hadn’t we all commenced with the same desire, 
ended with the same knowledge, carried the memory of the 
same cherished glamour through the sordid days of impreca- 
tion? 

— Conrad: Lord Jim 

If you would know the age of the earth, look upon the sea in 
a storm. 

— Conrad: The Mirror of the Sea 

Both men and ships live in an unstable element. 

— Conrad: The Mirror of the Sea 



editor's note 


The Nigger of the "'Narcissus"* was Conrad’s third book. 
His first, Almayers Folly was begun in 1889 while he was 
still an officer in the Merchant Marine Service, was continued 
on voyages and in ports during the following five years, and 
was published by T. Fisher Unwin in London in 1895, on 
the recommendation of that firm s reader Edward Garnett. It 
won the notice of several discerning critics but no wide popu- 
larity, and Conrad, still at thirty-eight dubious about a career 
in literature, hesitated to begin another book. By his own 
later account it was Garnett who gave him the impetus to do 
so when he said, simply, “Why not write another?” 

Conrad’s second novel. An Outcast of the Islands, which 
dealt with the earlier history of certain characters in Almay- 
ers Folly, appeared in 1896. Conrad next turned from the 
Eastern lands and waters of those two novels and revived a 
memory of his own days at sea — a voyage he made as second 
officer on the sailing ship Narcissus from Bombay, by way of 
the Cape of Good Hope, to Dunkirk, April 28-October 16, 
1884. The men of the crew on that voyage, including a 
Negro who died at sea, served him as his characters, and his 
story became The Nigger of the "Narcissus."" “After vvriting 
the last words of that book, in the revulsion of feeling before 
the accomplished task, I understood tliat I had done with 
the sea, and that henceforth I had to be a writer,” he wrote 
in a later note to the novel. The Nigger was serialized in The 
New Review, edited by W. E. Henley, August-December 
1897, and at the end of the last installment was printed the 
“Preface” in which Conrad stated his creed and conception 
of his art. ( This appears in the present volume on pages 705- 
10.) The completed book was published on November 30, 
1897, by Dodd, Mead and Co., in New York, under the title 
The Children of the Sea: A Tale of the Forecastle, and two 
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days later by Heinemann in London — as eventually in 1914 
by Doubleday, Page and Co. in New York — ^under its origi- 
nal and permanent title. 

The book enlarged the number of Conrad's admirers, who 
now came to include Henry James, Stephen Crane, H. G. 
Wells, John Galsworthy, George Gissing, Harold Frederic^ 
and R. B. Cunninghame Graham; and while it did not bring 
Conrad the public success or security he needed ( these were 
not to come for another fifteen years); it convinced him of 
his vocation in literature and probably remained his own 
favorite among his works. In a ''Note to My Readers in 
America,” he later repeated what he had frequently said of 
it: "It is the book by which, not as a novelist perhaps, but as 
an artist striving for the utmost sincerity of expression, I am 
willing to stand or fall. Its pages are the tribute of my unal- 
terable and profound affection for the ships, the seamen, the 
winds and the great sea — the moulders of my youth, the 
companions of the best years of my life.” Henry James, in a 
letter to Edmund Gosse in 1902, said of it: "The Nigger of 
the ^Narcissus* is in my opinion the very finest and strongest 
picture of the sea and sea-life that our language possesses — 
the masterpiece in a whole great class; and Lord Jim runs it 
\ery close.” The book remains, if not Conrad's greatest or 
most ambitious, one of his most perfectly realized and poeti- 
cally conceived works; and if it invites a classification of 
Conrad's talent as that of a sea-writer, to which he came so 
strongly to object ( a classification corrected by such masterly 
non-maritime novels as Nostromo, The Secret Agent, Under 
Western Eyes, and Chance), the reader will soon discover 
that it is something more than the tale of a ship at sea, and 
find in its narrative of human character and ordeal the clue 
to Conrad's reading of the lesson of human destiny, endur- 
ance, and survival. 

The text of The Nigger of the **Narcmus*' printed here is 
that of the first edition as published in London in 1897 by 
William Heinemann, Ltd. 



TAc Nigger of the "Narcissus'' 


M r. baker, chief mate of the ship Narcissus, 
stepped in one stride out of his lighted cabin 
into the darkness of the quarter-deck. Above his head, 
on the break of the poop, the night watchman rang a 
double stroke. It was nine o'clock. Mr. Baker, speaking 
up to the man above him, asked: “Are all the hands 
aboard, Knowles?” 

The man limped down the ladder, then said reflec- 
tively: *1 think so, sir. All our old chaps are there, and 
a lot of new men has come. . . . ITiey must be all 
there.” 

“Tell the boatswain to send all hands aft,” went on 
Mr. Baker; “and tell one of the youngsters to bring a 
good lamp here. I want to muster our crowd.” 

The main deck was dark aft, but halfway from for- 
ward, through the open doors of the forecastle, two 
streaks of brilliant light cut the shadow of the quiet 
night that lay upon the ship. A hum of voices was heard 
there, while port and starboard, in the illuminated door- 
ways, silhouettes of moving men appeared for a mo- 
ment, very black, without relief, like figures cut out of 
sheet tin. The ship was ready for sea. The carpenter had 
driven in the last wedge of the main-hatch battens, and, 
throwing down his maul, had wiped his face with great 
deliberation, just on the stroke of five. The decks had 
been swept, the windlass oiled and made ready to heave 
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up the anchor; the big towrope lay in long bights along 
one side of the main deck, with one end carried up and 
hung over the bows, in readiness for the tug that would 
come paddling and hissing noisily, hot and smoky, in the 
limpid, cool quietness of the early morning. The captain 
^vas ashore, where he had been engaging some new 
hands to make up his full crew; and, the work of the 
day over, the ship’s officers had kept out of the way, 
^lad of a little breathing time. Soon after dark the few 
liberty-men and the new hands began to arrive in shore- 
^oats rowed by white-clad Asiatics, who clamored 
lercely for payment before coming alongside the gang- 
^vay ladder. The feverish and shrill babble of Eastern 
language struggled against the masterful tones of tipsy 
seamen, who argued against brazen claims and dishonest 
hopes by profane shouts. The resplendent and bestarred 
peace of the East was torn into squalid tatters by howls 

rage and shrieks of lament raised over sums ranging 
from five annas to half a rupee; and every soul afloat in 
Bombay Harbor became aware that the new hands were 
joining the Narcissus. 

Gradually the distracting noise had subsided. The 
mats came no longer in splashing clusters of three or 
our together, but dropped alongside singly, in a sub- 
dued buzz of expostulation cut short by a “Not a pice 
nore! You go to the devil!” from some man staggering 
ip the accommodation ladder — a dark figure, with a 
ong bag poised on the shoulder. In the forecastle the 
newcomers, upright and swaying amongst corded boxes 
ind bundles of bedding made friends with the old hands, 
rvho sat one above another in the two tiers of bunks, 
gazing at their future shipmates with glances critical but 
riendly. The two forecastle lamps were turned up high, 
ind shed an intense hard glare; shore-going hard hats 
vere pushed far on the backs of heads, or rolled about 



on the deck amongst the chain cables; white collars, un- 
done, stuck out on each side of red faces; big arms in 
white sleeves gesticulated; the growling voices hummed 
steady amongst bursts of laughter and hoarse calls. 
“''Here, sonny, take that bunk! . . . Don t you do it! 
. . . What s your last ship? ... I know her. . . . Three 
years ago, in Puget Sound. . . . This here berth leaks, 
I tell you! . . . Come on; give us a chance to swing 
that chest! . . . Did you bring a bottle, any of you 
shore toffs? . . . Give us a bit of ’baccy. ... I know 
her; her skipper drank himself to death. . . . He was a 
dandy boy! . . . Liked his lotion inside, he did! . . . 
No! . . . Hold your row, you chaps! ... I tell you, 
you came on board a hooker, where they get their 
money’s worth out of poor Jack, by ! . . .” 

A little fellow, called Craik and nicknamed Belfast 
abused the ship violently, romancing on principle, just 
to give the new hands something to think over. Archie, 
sitting aslant on his sea chest, kept his knees out of the 
way, and pushed the needle steadily through a white 
patch in a pair of blue trousers. Men in black jackets 
and stand-up collars, mixed with men barefooted, bare- 
armed, with colored shirts open on hairy chests, pushed 
against one another in the middle of the forecastle. The 
group swayed, reeled, turning upon itself with the mo- 
tion of a scrimmage, in a haze of tobacco smoke. All 
were speaking together, swearing at every second word. 
A Russian Finn, wearing a yellow shirt with pink stripes, 
stared upwards, dreamy-eyed, from under a mop of 
tumbled hair. Two young giants with smooth, baby 
faces — ^two Scandinavians — Whelped each other to spread 
their bedding, silent, and smiling placidly at the tempest 
of good-humored and meaningless curses. Old Single- 
ton, the oldest able seaman in the ship, set apart on the 
deck right under the lamps, stripped to the waist, tat- 
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tooed like a cannibal chief all over his powerful chest 
and enormous biceps. Between the blue and red pat- 
terns his white skin gleamed like satin; his bare back 
was propped against the heel of the bowsprit, and he 
held a book at arm’s length before his big, sunburnt 
face. With his spectacles and a venerable white beard, 

] ^ resembled a learned and savage patriarch, the in- 
carnation of barbarian wisdom serene in the blasphe- 
mous turmoil of the world. He was intensely absorbed, 
and, as he turned the pages an expression of grave sur- 
prise would pass over his mgged features. He was read- 
ing “Pelham.” The popularity of Bulwer-Lytton in the 
forecastles of southern-going ships is a wonderful and 
bizarre phenomenon. What ideas do his polished and so 
curiously insincere sentences awaken in the simple minds 
of the big children who people those dark and wander- 
ing places of the earth? What meaning their rough, 
inexperienced souls can find in the elegant verbiage of 
his pages? What excitement? — ^what forgetfulness? — 
what appeasement? Mystery! Is it the fascination of the 
incomprehensible? — ^is it the charm of the impossible? 
Or are those beings who exist beyond the pale of life 
stirred by his talcs as by an enigmatical disclosure of a 
resplendent world that exists within the frontier of in- 
famy and filth, within that border of dirt and hunger, 
of misery and dissipation, that comes down on all sides 
to the water’s edge of the incorruptible ocean, and is 
the only thing they know of life, the only thing they see 
of surrounding land — those lifelong prisoners of the sea? 
Mystery! 

Singleton, who had sailed to the southward since the 
age of twelve, who in the last forty-five years had lived 
(as we had calculated from his papers) no more than 
forty months ashore — old Singleton, who boasted, with 
the mild composure of long years well spent, that gen- 
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eraily from the day he was paid off from one ship till the 
day he shipped in another he seldom was in a condition 
to distinguish daylight — old Singleton sat unmoved in 
the clash of voices and cries, spelling through “Pelham'* 
with slow labor, and lost in an absorption profound 
enough to resemble a trance. He breathed regularly. 
Every time he turned the book in his enormous and 
blackened hands the muscles of his big white arms rolled 
slightly under the smooth skin. Hidden by the white 
mustache, his lips, stained with tobacco juice that 
trickled down the long beard, moved in inward whisper. 
His bleared eyes gazed fixedly from behind the glitter 
of black-rimmed glasses. Opposite to him, and on a level 
with his face, the ship's cat sat on the barrel of the w ind- 
lass in the pose of a crouching chimera, blinking its 
green eyes at its old friend. It seemed to meditate a leap 
onto the old man's lap over the bent back of the ordi- 
nary seaman who sat at Singleton's feet. Young Charley 
was lean and long-necked. The ridge of his backbone 
made a chain of small hills under the old shirt. His face 
of a street-boy — a face precocious, sagacious, and ironic, 
with deep downward folds on each side of the thin, 
wide mouth — ^liung low over his bony knees. He was 
learning to make a lanyard knot with a bit of an old 
rope. Small drops of perspiration stood out on his bulg- 
ing forehead; he sniflFed strongly from time to time, 
glancing out of the corners of his restless eyes at the old 
seaman, who took no notice of the puzzled youngster 
muttering at his work. 

The noise increased. Little Belfast seemed, in the 
heavy heat of the forecastle, to boil with facetious fury. 
His eyes danced; in the crimson of his face, comical 
as a mask, the mouth yawned black, with strange gri- 
maces. Facing him, a half-undressed man held his sides, 
and, throwing his head back, laughed with wet eye- 
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Jashes. Others stared with amazed eyes. Men sitting 
doubled up in the upper bunks smoked short pipes, 
swinging bare, brown feet above the heads of those who, 
sprawling below on sea chests, listened, smiling stupidly 
or scornfully. Over the white rims of berths stuck out 
heads with blinking eyes; but the bodies were lost in 
the gloom of those places, that resembled narrow niches 
for coflBns in a whitewashed and lighted mortuary. 
\^oices buzzed louder. Archie, with compressed lips, 
drew himself in, seemed to shrink into a smaller space, 
and sewed steadily, industrious and dumb. Belfast 
shrieked like an inspired Dervish: . . So I seez to 

him, boys, seez I, ‘Beggin" yer pardon, sorr,’ seez I to 
that second mate of that steamer, ‘beggin your-r-r par- 
don, sorr, the Board of Trade must 'ave been drunk 
when they granted you your certificate!’ ‘What do you 

say, you 1’ seez he, cornin’ at me like a mad bull 

... all in his white clothes; and I up with my tar pot 
and capsizes it all over his blamed lovely face and his 
lovely jacket. . . . 'Take that!’ seez I. T am a sailor, 
anyhow, you nosing, skipper-licking, useless, sooperfloos 
bridge stanchion, you!’ ‘That’s the kind of man I am!’ 
shouts I. . . . You should have seed him skip, boys! 
Drowned, blind with tar, he was! So. . . .” 

“Don’t ’ee believe him! He never upset no tar; I was 
there!” shouted somebody. The two Norwegians sat on 
a chest side by side, alike and placid, resembling a pair 
of love birds on a perch, and with round eyes stared 
innocently; but the Russian Finn, in the racket of ex- 
plosive shouts and rolling laughter, remained motionless, 
limp and dull, like a deaf man without a backbone. Near 
him Archie smiled at his needle. A broad-chested, slow- 
eyed newcomer spoke deliberately to Belfast during an 
exhausted lull in the noise: “I wonder any of the mates 
here are alive yet with such a chap as you on board! I 
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concloode they ain’t that bad now, if you had the taming 

of them, sonny.” 

"Not bad! Not bad!” screamed Belfast. "If it wasn’t 
for us sticking together. ... Not bad! They ain’t never 
bad when they ain’t got a chawnce, blast their black 
’arts. . . .” He foamed, whirling his arms, then sud- 
denly grinned and, taking a tablet of black tobacco out 
of his pocket, bit a piece off with a funny show of feroc- 
ity. Another new hand — ^a man with shifty eyes and a 
yellow hatchet face, who had been listening open- 
mouthed in the shadow of the midship locker — observed 
in a squeaky voice: "WeU, it’s a ’omeward trip, anyhow. 
Bad or good, I can do it hall on my ’ed — s’long as I get 
’ome. And I can look after my rights! I will show ’em!” 
All the heads turned towards him. Only the ordinary 
seaman and the cat took no notice. He stood with arms 
akimbo, a little fellow with white eyelashes. He looked 
as if he had known all the degradations and all the 
furies. He looked as if he had been cuffed, kicked, rolled 
in the mud; he looked as if he had been scratched, spat 
upon, pelted with unmentionable filth . . . and he smiled 
with a sense of security at the faces around. His ears 
were bending down under the weight of his battered 
hard hat. The torn tails of his black coat flapped in 
fringes about the calves of his legs. He unbuttoned the 
only two buttons that remained and everyone saw he 
had no shirt under it. It was his deserved misfortune 
that those rags which nobody could possibly be sup* 
posed to own looked on him as if they had been stolen. 
His neck was long and thin; his eyelids were red; rare 
hairs hung about his jaws; his shoulders were peaked 
and drooped like the broken wings of a bird; all his left 
side was caked with mud which showed that he had 
lately slept in a wet ditch. He had saved his inefficient 
carcass from violent destruction by running away from 
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an American ship where, in a moment of forgetful folly, 
he had dared to engage himself; and he had knocked 
about for a fortnight ashore in the native quarter^ 
cadging for drinks, starving, sleeping on rubbish heaps, 
wandering in sunshine; a startling visitor from a world 
of nightmares. He stood repulsive and smiling in the 
sudden silence. This clean white forecastle was his ref- 
uge; the place where he could be lazy; where he could 
wallow, and lie and eat — and curse the food he ate; 
where he could display his talents for shirking work, for 
cheating, for cadging; where he could find surely some- 
one to wheedle and someone to bully — and where he 
would be paid for doing all this. They all knew him. Is 
there a spot on earth where such a man is unknown, an 
ominous survival testifying to the eternal fitness of lies 
and impudence? A taciturn long-armed shellback, with 
hooked fingers, who had been lying on his back smok- 
ing, turned in his bed to examine him dispassionately, 
then, over his head, sent a long jet of clear saliva to- 
waids the door. They all knew him! He was the man 
that cannot steer, that cannot splice, that dodges the 
work on dark nights; that, aloft, holds on frantically 
with both arms and legs, and swears at the wind, the 
sleet, the darkness; the man who curses the sea while 
others work. The man who is the last out and the first in 
when all hands are called. The man who can t do most 
things and won’t do the rest. The pet of philanthropists 
and self-seeking landlubbers. The sympathetic and de- 
serving creature that knows all about his rights, but 
knows nothing of courage, of endurance, and of the un- 
expressed faith, of the unspoken loyalty that knits to- 
gether a ship’s company. The independent offspring of 
the ignoble freedom of the slums full of disdain and hate 
for the austere servitude of the sea. 

Someone cried at him: ‘‘What’s your name?” “Don- 



800 A TALE OF THE SEA 

kin,” he said, looking round with cheerful effrontery. 
“What are you?” asked another voice. “Why, a sailor 
like you, old man,” he replied, in a tone that meant to 
be hearty but was impudent. “Blamme if you don’t look 
a blamed sight worse than a broken-down fireman,” was 
the comment in a convinced mutter. Charley lifted his 
head and piped in a cheeky voice: “He is a man and a 
sailor,” then wiping his nose with the back of his hand 
bent down industriously over his bit of rope. A few 
laughed. Others stared doubtfully. The ragged new- 
comer was indignant. “That’s a fine way to welcome a 
chap into a fo c sle,” he snarled. “Are you men or a lot 
of ’artless cannybals?” “Don’t take your shirt off for a 
word, shipmate,” called out Belfast, jumping up in front, 
fiery, menacing, and friendly at the same time. “Is that 
’ere bloke blind?” asked the indomitable scarecrow, 
looking right and left with affected surprise. “Can’t ’ee 
see I ’aven’t got no shirt?” 

He held both his arms out crosswise and shook the 
rags that hung over his bones with dramatic effect. 

“ ’Cos why?” he continued very loud. “The bloody 
Yankees been try in’ to jump my guts hout ’cos I stood 
up for my rights like a good ’un. I ham a Henglishman, 
I ham. They set upon me an’ I ’ad to run. That’s why. 
A’n’t yer never seed a man ’ard up? Yah! What kind of 
blamed ship is this? I’m dead broke. I ’aven’t got 
nothink. No bag, no bed, no blanket, no shirt — not a 
bloomin’ rag but what I stand in. But I ’ad the ’art to 
stand hup agin’ them Yankees. ’As any of you ’art 
enough to spare a pair of old pants for a chum?” 

He knew how to conquer the naive instincts of that 
crowd. In a moment they gave him their compassion, 
jocularly, contemptuously, or surlily; and at first it took 
the shape of a blanket thrown at him as he stood there 
with the white skin of his limbs showing his human kin- 
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ship through the black fantasy of his rags. Then a pair 
of old shoes fell at his muddy feet. With a cry: “From 
under,” a rolled-up pair of trousers, heavy with tar 
stains, struck him on the shoulder. The gust of their 
benevolence sent a wave of sentimental pity through 
their doubting hearts. They were touched by their own 
readiness to alleviate a shipmate s misery. Voices cried: 
“We will fit you out, old man.” Murmurs: “Never seed 
seech a hard case. . . . Poor beggar. . . . IVe got an 
old singlet. . . . Will that be of any use to you? . . . 
Take it, matey. . . Those friendly murmurs filled the 
forecastle. He pawed around with his naked foot, gather- 
ing the things in a heap and looked about for more. Un- 
emotional Archie perfunctorily contributed to the pile 
an old cloth cap with the peak torn off. Old Singleton, 
lost in the serene regions of fiction, read on unheeding. 
Charley, pitiless with the wisdom of youth, squeaked: 
Tf you want brass buttons for your new unyforms IVe 
got two for you.” The filthy object of universal charity 
shook his fist at the youngster. “I’ll make you keep this 
ere fo’c sle clean, young feller,” he snarled viciously. 
“Never you fear. I v/ill learn you to be civil to an able 
seaman, you hignorant hass.” He glared harmfully, but 
saw Singleton shut his book, and his little beady eyes 
began to roam from berth to berth. “Take that bunk by 
the door there — it’s pretty fair,” suggested Belfast. So 
advised, he gathered the gifts at his feet, pressed them 
in a bundle against his breast, then looked cautiously 
at the Russian Finn, who stood on one side with an un- 
conscious gaze, contemplating, perhaps, one of those 
weird visions that haunt the men of his race. “Get out of 
my road, Dutchy,” said the victim of Yankee brutality. 
The Finn did not move — did not hear. “Get out, blast 
ye,” shouted the other, shoving him aside with his el- 
bow. “Get out, you blanked deaf and dumb fool. Get 
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out.” The man staggered, recovered himself, and gazed 
at the speaker in silence. ‘'Those damned furriners should 
be kept hunder,” opined the amiable Donkin to the fore- 
castle. “If you don’t teach ’em their place they put on 
you like hanythink.” He flung all his worldly possessions 
into the empty bed-place, gauged with another shrewd 
look the risks of the proceeding, then leaped up to the 
Finn, who stood pensive and dull. “Til teach you to 
swell around,” he yelled. “I’ll plug your eyes for you, 
you blooming squarehead.” Most of the men were now 
in their bunks and the two had the forecastle clear to 
themselves. The development of the destitute Donkin 
aroused interest. He danced all in tatters before the 
amazed Finn, squaring from a distance at the heavy, 
unmoved face. One or two men cried encouragingly: 
“Go it, Whitechapel!” settling themselves luxuriously 
in their beds to survey the fight. Others shouted: “Shut 
yer row! ... Go an’ put yer ’ed in a bag! . . .” 
The hubbub was recommencing. Suddenly many heavy 
blows struck with a handspike on the deck above 
boomed like discharges of small cannon through the 
forecastle. Then the boatswain’s voice rose outside the 
door with an authoritative note in its drawl: “D’ye hear, 
below there? Lay aft! Lay aft to muster all hands!” 

There was a moment of surprised stillness. Then the 
forecastle floor disappeared under men whose bare feet 
flopped on the planks as they sprang clear out of their 
berths. Caps were rooted for amongst tumbled blankets. 
Some, yawning, buttoned waistbands. HalLsmoked 
pipes were knocked hinrriedly against woodwork and 
Stuffed under pillows. Voices growled: “What’s up? 
... Is there no rest for us?” Donkin yelped: “If that’s 
the way of this ship, we’ll ’ave to change hall that. . . . 
You leave me alone. ... I will soon. . . .” None of 
the crowd noticed him. They were lurching in twos and 



threes through the doors, after the manner of merchant 
Jacks who cannot go out of a door fairly, like mere 
landsmen. The votary of change followed them. Single- 
ton, struggling into his jacket, came last, tall and fa- 
therly, bearing high his head of a weatherbeaten sage 
on the body of an old athlete. Only Charley remained 
alone in the white glare of the empty place, sitting be- 
tween the two rows of iron links that stretched into the 
narrow gloom forward. He pulled hard at the strands in 
a hurried endeavor to finish his knot. Suddenly he 
started up, flung the rope at the cat, and skipped after 
the black tom that went off leaping sedately over chain 
compressors, with the tail carried stiff and upright, like 
a small flagpole. 

Outside the glare of the steaming forecastle the serene 
purity of the night enveloped the seamen with its sooth- 
ing breath, with its tepid breath flowing under the stars 
that hung countless above the masthead^ in a thin cloud 
of luminous dust. On the town side the blackness of the 
water was streaked with trails of light which undulated 
gently on slight ripples, similar to filaments that float 
rooted to the shore. Rows of other lights stood away in 
.straight lines as if drawn up on parade between tower- 
ing buildings; but on the other side of the harbor 
somber hills arched high their black spines, on which, 
here and there, the point of a star resembled a spark 
fallen from the sky. Far off, Byculla way, the electric 
lamps at the dock gates shone on the end of lofty stand- 
ards with a glow blinding and frigid like captive ghosts 
of some evil moons. Scattered all over the dark polish 
of the roadstead, the ships at anchor floated in perfect 
stillness under the feeble gleam of their riding-lights, 
looming up, opaque and bulky, like strange and monu- 
mental structures abandoned by men to an everlasting 
repose. 



Before the cabin door Mr. Baker was mustering the 
crew. As they stumbled and lurched along past the 
mainmast, they could see aft his round, broad face with 
a white paper before it, and beside his shoulder the 
sleepy head, with dropped eyelids, of the boy, who held, 
suspended at the end of his raised arm, the luminous 
globe of a lamp. Even before the shuffle of naked soles 
had ceased along the decks, the mate began to call over 
the names. He called distinctly in a serious tone befitting 
this roll call to unquiet loneliness, to inglorious and ob- 
scure struggle, or to the more trying endurance of small 
privations and wearisome duties. As the chief mate read 
out a name, one of the men would answer: “Yes, sir!” 
or “Here!” and, detaching himself from the shadowy 
mob of heads visible above the blackness of starboard 
bulwarks, would step barefooted into the circle of light, 
and in two noiseless strides pass into the shadows on 
the port side of the quarter-deck. They answered in 
divers tones; in thick mutters, in clear, ringing voices; 
and some, as if the whole thing had been an outrage on 
their feelings, used an injured intonation: for discipline 
is not ceremonious in merchant ships, where the sense 
of hierarchy is weak, and where all feel themselves 
equal before the unconcerned immensity of the sea and 
the exacting appeal of the work. 

Mr. Baker read on steadily: “Hansen — Campbell — 
Smith — Wamibo. Now, then, Wamibo. Why don’t you 
answer? Always got to call your name twice.” The Finn 
emitted at last an uncouth grunt, and, stepping out, 
passed through the patch of light, weird and gaudy, 
with the face of a man marching through a dream. The 
mate went on faster: “Craik — Singleton — Donkin. . . . 
O Lord!” he involuntarily ejaculated as the incredibly 
dilapidated figure appeared in the light. It stopped; it 
uncovered pale gums and long, upper teeth in a malevo- 
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lent grin. “Is there anythink wrong with me, Mister 
Mate?” it asked, with a flavor of insolence in the forced 
simplicity of its tone. On both sides of the deck sub- 
dued titters were heard. “That^ll do. Go over,” growled 
Mr. Baker, fixing the new hand with steady blue eyes. 
And Donkin vanished suddenly out of the light into the 
dark group of mustered men, to be slapped on the back 
and to hear flattering whispers. Round him men mut- 
tered to one another: “He ain’t afeard, he’ll give sport 
to ’em, see if he don’t. . . . Reg’lar Punch and Judy 
show. . . . Did ye see the mate start at him? . . . 
Well! Damme, if I ever! . . 

The last man had gone over, and there was a mo- 
ment of silence while the mate peered at his list — ^“Six- 
teen, seventeen,” he muttered. “I am one hand short, 
bosun,” he said aloud. The big west-countryman at his 
elbow, swarthy and bearded like a gigantic Spaniard, 
said in a rumbling bass: “There’s no one left forward, 
sir. I had a look round. He ain’t aboard, but he may turn 
up before daylight.” “Ay. He may or he may not,” com- 
mented the mate; “can’t make out that last name. It’s all 
a smudge. . . . That will do, men. Go below.” 

The indistinct and motionless group stirred, broke up, 
began to move forward. 

“Wait!” cried a deep, ringing voice. 

All stood still. Mr. Baker, who had turned away 
yawning, spun round open-mouthed. At last, furious, he 
blurted out: “What’s this? Who said Wait’? What. . . 

But he saw a tall figure standing on the rail. It came 
down and pushed through the crowd, marching with a 
heavy tread towards the light on the quarter-deck. Then 
again the sonorous voice said with insistence: “Wait!” 
The lamplight lit up the man’s body. He was tall. His 
head was away up in the shadows of lifeboats that stood 
on skids above the deck. The whites of his eyes and his 
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teeth gleamed distinctly, but the face was indistinguish- 
able. His hands were big and seemed gloved. 

Mr. Baker advanced intrepidly. “Who are you? How 
dare you . . .” he began. 

The boy, amazed like the rest, raised the light to the 
man's face. It was black. A surprised hum — a faint hum 
that sounded like the suppressed mutter of the word 
“Nigger'* — ran along the deck and escaped out into the 
night. The nigger seemed not to hear. He balanced him- 
self where he stood in a swagger that marked time. 
After a moment he said calmly: “My name is Wait — > 
James Wait." 

“Ohl'* said Mr. Baker. Then, after a few seconds of 
smoldering silence, his temper blazed out. “Ah! Your 
name is Wait. What of that? What do you want? What 
do you mean, coming shouting here?" 

The nigger was calm, cool, towering, superb. The 
men had approached and stood behind him in a body. 
He overtopped the tallest by half a head. He said: “I 
belong to the ship." He enunciated distinctly, with soft 
precision. The deep, rolling tones of his voice filled the 
deck without effort. He was naturally scornful, un- 
affectedly condescending, as if from his height of six 
foot three he had surveyed all the vastness of human 
folly and had made up his mind not to be too hard on 
it. He went on: “The captain shipped me this morning. 
I couldn't get aboard sooner. I saw you all aft as I came 
up the ladder, and could see directly you were muster- 
ing the crew. Naturally I called out my name. I thought 
you had it on your list, and would understand. You mis- 
apprehended." He stopped short. The folly around him 
was confounded. He was right as ever, and as ever 
ready to forgive. The disdainful tones had ceased, and, 
breathing heavily, he stood still, surrounded by all these 
white men. He held his head up in the glare of the lamp 
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head vigorously modeled into deep shadows and 
shining lights — a head powerful and misshapen and 
a tormented and flattened face — a face pathetic and 
brutal: the tragic, the mysterious, the repulsive mask of 
a nigger *s soul. 

Mr. Baker, recovering his composure, looked at the 
paper close. *‘Oh, yes; that’s so. All right. Wait. Take 
your gear forward,” he said. 

Suddenly the nigger s eyes rolled wildly, became all 
whites. He put his hand to his side and coughed twice, 
a cough metallic, hollow, and tremendously loud; it re- 
sounded like two explosions in a vault; the dome of the 
sky rang to it, and the iron plates of the ship’s bulwarks 
seemed to vibrate in unison; then he marched off for- 
ward with the others. The officers lingering by the cabin 
door could hear him say: ‘Won’t some of you chaps lend 
a hand with my dunnage? I’ve got a chest and a bag.” 
The words, spoken sonorously, with an even intonation, 
were heard all over the ship, and the question was put 
in a manner that made refusal impossible. The short, 
quick shuffle of men carrying something heavy went 
away forward, but the tall figure of the nigger lingered 
by the main hatch in a knot of smaller shapes. Again he 
was heard asking: ‘Ts your cook a colored gentleman?” 
Then a disappointed and disapproving “Ah! h’m!” was 
his comment upon the information that the cook hap- 
pened to be a mere white man. Yet, as they went all to- 
gether towards the forecastle, he condescended to put 
his head through the galley door and boom out inside 
a magnificent “Good evening, doctor!” that made all 
the saucepans ring. In the dim light the cook dozed 
on the coal locker in front of the captain’s supper. He 
jumped up as if he had been cut with a whip, and 
dashed wildly on deck to see the backs of several men 
going away laughing. Afterwards, when talking about 
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that voyage, he used to say: “The poor fellow had 
scared me. I thought I had seen the devil.” The cook 
had been seven years in the ship with the same captain. 
He was a serious-minded man with a wife and three 
children, whose society he enjoyed on an average one 
month out of twelve. When on shore he took his family 
to church twice every Sunday. At sea he went to sleep 
every evening with his lamp turned up full, a pipe in 
his mouth, and an open Bible in his hand. Someone had 
always to go during the night to put out the light, take 
the book from his hand, and the pipe from between his 
teeth. “For,” Belfast used to say, irritated and complain- 
ing, “some night, you stupid cookie, you’ll swallow your 
ould clay, and we will have no cook.” “Ah! sonny, I am 
ready for my Maker’s call . . . wish you all were,” the 
other would answer with a benign serenity that was 
altogether imbecile and touching. Belfast outside the 
galley door danced with vexation. “You holy fool! I don’t 
want you to die,” he howled, looking up with furious, 
quivering face and tender eyes. “What's the hurry? you 
blessed wooden-headed ould heretic, the diwle will 
have you soon enough. Think of Us ... of Us ... of 
Us!” And he would go away, stamping, spitting aside, 
disgusted and worried; while the other, stepping out, 
saucepan in hand, hot, begrimed, and placid, watched 
with a superior, cocksure smile the back of his “queer 
little man” reeling in a rage. They were great friends. 

Mr. Baker, lounging over the after-hatch, sniffed the 
humid night in the company of the second mate. “Those 
West India niggers run fine and large — some of them 
, . . Ough! . . . Don’t they? A fine, big man that, 
Mr. Creighton. Feel him on a rope. Hey? Ough! I will 
take him into my watch, I think.” The second mate, a 
fair, gentlemanly young fellow, with a resolute face and 
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Splendid physique, observed quietly that it was just 
about what he expected. There could be felt in his tone 
some slight bitterness which Mr. Baker very kindly set 
himself to argue away. “Come, come, young man,” he 
said, grunting between the words. “Come! Don’t be too 
greedy. You had that big Finn in your watch all the 
voyage. I will do what’s fair. You may have those two 
young Scandinavians and I . . . Ough! ... 1 get the 
nigger, and will take that . . . Ough! that cheeky 
costermonger chap in a black frock coat. Til make him 
. . . Ough! . . . make him toe the mark, or my . . . 
Ough! . . . name isn’t Baker. Ough! Ough! Ough!” 

He grunted thrice — ferociously. He had that trick of 
grunting so between his words and at the end of sen- 
tences. It was a fine, eflPective grunt that went well with 
his menacing utterance, with his heavy, bullnecked 
flume, his jerky, rolling gait; with his big, seamed face, 
his steady eyes, and sardonic mouth. But its effect had 
been long ago discounted by the men. They liked him; 
Belfast — who was a favorite, and knew it — ^mimicked 
him, not quite behind his back. Charley — ^but with 
greater caution — imitated his walk. Some of his sayings 
became established, daily quotations in the forecastle. 
Popularity can go no further! Besides, all hands were 
ready to admit that on a fitting occasion the mate could 
“jump down a fellow’s throat in a reg’lar Western Ocean 
style.” 

Now he was giving his last orders. “Ough! . , . You, 
Knowles! Call all hands at four. I want . . . Ough! 
... to heave short before the tug comes. Look out for 
the captain. I am going to lay down in my clothes. . . . 
Ough! . . . Call me when you see the boat coming. 
Ough! Ough! . . . The old man is sure to have some- 
thing to say when he comes aboard,” he remarked to 
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Creighton. “Well, good night. . . . Ough! A long day 
before us tomorrow. . . . Ough! . . . Better turn in 
now. Ough! Ough!” 

Upon the dark deck a band of hght flashed, then a 
door slammed, and Mr. Baker was gone into his neat 
cabin. Young Creighton stood leaning over the rail, and 
looked dreamily into the night of the East. And he saw 
in it a long country lane, a lane of waving leaves and 
dancing sunshine. He saw stirring boughs of old trees 
outspread, and framing in their arch the tender, the 
caressing blueness of an English sky. And through the 
arch a girl in a clear dress, smiling under a sunshade, 
seemed to be stepping out of the tender sky. 

At the other end of the ship the forecastle, with only 
one lamp burning now, was going to sleep in a dim 
emptiness traversed by loud breathings, by sudden short 
sighs. The double row of berths yawned black, like 
graves tenanted by uneasy corpses. Here and there a 
curtain of gaudy chintz, half drawn, marked the resting 
place of a sybarite. A leg hung over the edge very white 
and lifeless. An arm stuck straight out with a dark palm 
turned up, and thick fingers half closed. Two light 
snores, that did not synchronize, quarreled in funny 
dialogue. Singleton stripped again — the old man suf- 
fered much from prickly heat — stood cooling his back 
in the doorway, with his arms crossed on his bare and 
adorned chest. His head touched the beam of the deck 
above. The nigger, half undressed, was busy casting 
adrift the lashing of his box, and spreading his bedding 
in an upper berth. He moved about in his socks, tall and 
noiseless, with a pair of braces beating about his heels. 
Amongst the shadows of stanchions and bowsprit, Don- 
kin munched a piece of hard ship's bread, sitting on 
the deck with upturned feet and restless eyes; he held 
the biscuit up before his mouth in the whole fist, and 
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snapped his jaws at it with a raging face. Crumbs fell 
between his outspread legs. Then he got up. 

‘Where's our water cask?” he asked in a contained 
voice. 

Singleton, without a word, pointed with a big hand 
that held a short smoldering pipe. Donkin bent over the 
cask, drank out of the tin, splashing the water, turned 
round and noticed the nigger looking at him over the 
shoulder with calm loftiness. He moved up sideways. 

“There’s a blooming supper for a man,” he whispered 
bitterly. “My dorg at ’ome wouldn’t ’ave it. It’s fit enouf 
for you an* me. ’Ere’s a big ship’s fo’c’sle! . . . Not a 
blooming scrap of meat in the kids. IVe looked in all the 
lockers. . . .” 

The nigger stared like a man addressed unexpectedly 
in a foreign language. Donkin changed his tone: “Giv’ 
us a bit of ’baccy, mate,” he breathed out confidentially, 
“I ’aven’t ’ad smoke or chew for the last month. I am 
rampin’ mad for it. Come on, old man!” 

“Don’t be familiar,” said the nigger. Donkin started 
and sat down on a chest near by, out of sheer surprise. 
“We haven’t kept pigs together,” continued James Wait 
in a deep undertone. “Here’s your tobacco.” Then, after 
a pause, he asked: “What ship?” ** Golden State, mut- 
tered Donkin indistinctly, biting the tobacco. The nigger 
whistled low. “Ran?” he said curtly. Donkin nodded: 
one of his cheeks bulged out. “In course I ran,” he 
mumbled. “They booted the life hout of one Dago chap 
on the passage ’ere, then started on me. I cleared hout 
’ere.” “Left your dunnage behind?” “Yes, dunnage and 
money,” answered Donkin, raising his voice a little; “I 
got nothink. No clothes, no bed. A bandy-legged little 
Hirish chap ’ere ’as give me a blanket. . . . Think I’ll 
go an’ sleep in the fore topmast staysail tonight.” 

He went on deck trailing behind his back a corner of 



312 A TALE OF THE SEA 

the blanket. Singleton, without a glance, moved slightly 
aside to let him pass. The nigger put away his shore togs 
and sat in clean working clothes on his box, one arm 
stretched over his knees. After staring at Singleton for 
some time he asked without emphasis: “What kind of 
ship is this? Pretty fair? Eh?"' 

Singleton didn’t stir. A long while after he said, with 
unmoved face: “Ship! . . . Ships are all right. It is the 
men in them!” 

He went on smoking in the profound silence. The wis- 
dom of half a century spent in listening to the thunder 
of the waves had spoken unconsciously through his old 
lips. The cat purred on the windlass. Then James Wait 
had a fit of roaring, rattling cough, that shook him, 
tossed him like a hurricane, and flung him panting with 
staring eyes headlong on his sea chest. Several men 
woke up. One said sleepily out of his bunk: “ ’Struth! 
what a blamed row!” have a cold on my chest,” 
gasped Wait. “Cold! you call it,” grumbled the man; 
"should think ’twas something more. . . .” “Oh! you 
think so,” said the nigger upright and loftily scornful 
again. He climbed into his berth and began coughing 
persistently while he put his head out to glare all round 
the forecastle. There was no further protest. He fell back 
on the pillow, and could be heard there wheezing regu- 
larly like a man oppressed in his sleep. 

Singleton stood at the door with his face to the light 
and his back to the darkness. And alone in the dim 
emptiness of the sleeping forecastle he appeared bigger, 
colossal, very old; old as Father Time himself, who 
should have come there into this place as quiet as a 
sepulcher to contemplate with patient eyes the short 
victory of sleep, the consoler. Yet he was only a child 
of time, a lonely relic of a devoured and forgotten gen- 
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pration. He stood, still strong, as ever unthinking; a 
ready man with a vast empty past and with no future, 
^vith his childlike impulses and his man’s passions al- 
ready dead within his tattooed breast. The men who 
could understand his silence were gone — ^those men who 
knew how to exist beyond the pale of life and within 
sight of eternity. They had been strong, as those are 
strong who know neither doubts nor hopes. They had 
been impatient and enduring, turbulent and devoted, 
unruly and faithful. Well-meaning people had tried to 
represent those men as whining over every mouthful of 
their food; as going about their work in fear of their 
lives. But in truth they had been men who knew toil, 
privation, violence, debauchery — but knew not fear, 
and had no desire of spite in their hearts. Men hard to 
manage, but easy to inspire; voiceless men — ^but men 
enough to scorn in their hearts the sentimental voices 
that bewailed the hardness of their fate. It was a fate 
unique and their own; the capacity to bear it appeared 
to them the privilege of the chosen! Their generation 
lived inarticulate and indispensable, without knowing 
the sweetness of affections or the refuge of a home — and 
died free from the dark menace of a narrow grave. They 
were the everlasting children of the mysterious sea. 
Their successors are the grown-up children of a discon- 
tented earth. They are less naughty, but less innocent; 
less profane, but perhaps also less believing; and if they 
had learned how to speak they have also learned how to 
whine. But the others were strong and mute; they were 
effaced, bowed and enduring, like stone caryatids that 
hold up in the night the lighted halls of a resplendent 
and glorious edifice. They are gone now — and it does 
not matter. The sea and the earth are unfaithful to their 
children: « truth, a faith, a generation of men goes — 
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and is forgotten, and it does not matter! Except, per- 
haps, to the few of those who believed the truth, con- 
fessed the faith — or loved the men. 

A breeze was coming. The ship that had been lying 
tide-rode swung to a heavier puff; and suddenly the 
slack of the chain cable between the windlass and the 
hawse-pipe clinked, slipped forward an inch, and rose 
gently off the deck with a startling suggestion as of un- 
suspected life that had been lurking stealthily in the 
iron. In the hawse-pipe the grinding links sent through 
the ship a sound like a low groan of a man sighing under 
a burden. The strain came on the windlass, the chain 
tautened like a string, vibrated — and the handle of the 
screw brake moved in slight jerks. Singleton stepped 
forward. 

Till then he had been standing meditative and un- 
thinking, reposeful and hopeless, with a face grim and 
blank — a sixty-year-old child of the mysterious sea. The 
thoughts of all his lifetime could have been expressed 
in six words, but the stir of those things that were as 
much part of his existence as his beating heart called up 
a gleam of alert understanding upon the sternness of his 
aged face. The flame of the lamp swayed, and the old 
man, with knitted and bushy eyebrows, stood over the 
brake, watchful and motionless in the wild saraband of 
dancing shadows. Then the ship, obedient to the call of 
her anchor, forged ahead slightly and eased the strain. 
The cable relieved, hung down, and after swaying im- 
perceptibly to and fro dropped with a loud tap on the 
hard wood planks. Singleton seized the high lever, and, 
by a violent throw forward of his body, wrung out an- 
other half-turn from the brake. He recovered himself, 
breathed largely, and remained for a while glaring down 
at the powerful and compact engine that squatted on 
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the deck at his feet, like some quiet monster — a creature 
amazing and tame. 

‘‘You . . . hold!” he growled at it masterfully, in 
the incult tangle of his white beard. 

II 

Next morning, at daylight, the Narcissus went to sea. 

A slight haze blurred the horizon. Outside the harbor 
the measureless expanse of smooth water lay sparkling 
like a floor of jewels, and as empty as the sky. The short 
black tug gave a pluck to windward, in the usual way, 
then let go the rope, and hovered for a moment on the 
quarter with her engines stopped; while the slim, long 
hull of the ship moved ahead slowly under lower top- 
sails. The loose upper canvas blew out in the breeze 
with soft round contours, resembling small white clouds 
snared in the maze of ropes. Then the sheets were 
hauled home, the yards hoisted, and the ship became a 
high and lonely pyramid, gliding, all shining and white, 
through the sunlit mist. The tug turned short round and 
went away towards the land. Twenty-six pairs of eyes 
watched her low broad stern crawling languidly over 
the smooth swell between the two paddlewheels that 
turned fast, beating the water with fierce hurry. She re- 
sembled an enormous and aquatic blackbeetle, surprised 
by the light, overwhelmed by the sunshine, trying to 
escape with ineffectual effort into the distant gloom of 
the land. She left a lingering smudge of smoke on the 
sky, and two vanishing trails of foam on the water. On 
the place where she had stopped a round black patch of 
soot remained, undulating on the swell — an unclean 
mark of the creature’s rest. 

The Narcissus left alone, heading south, seemed to 
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Stand resplendent and still upon the restless sea, under 
the moving sun. Flakes of foam swept past her sides; the 
water struck her with flashing blows; the land glided 
away, slowly fading; a few birds screamed on motion- 
less wings over the swaying mastheads. But soon the 
land disappeared, the birds went away; and to the west 
the pointed sail of an Arab dhow running for Bombay, 
rose triangular and upright above the sharp edge of the 
horizon, lingered, and vanished like an illusion. Then 
the ship s wake, long and straight, stretched itself onl 
through a day of immense solitude. The setting sun, 
burning on the level of the water, flamed crimson below 
the blackness of heavy rain clouds. The sunset squall, 
coming up from behind, dissolved itself into the shoit 
deluge of a hissing shower. It left the ship glistening 
from trucks to waterline, and with darkened sails. She 
ran easily before a fair monsoon, with her decks cleared 
for the night; and, moving along with her, was heard 
the sustained and monotonous swishing of the waves, 
mingled with the low whispers of men mustered aft for 
the setting of watches; the short plaint of some block 
aloft; or, now and then, a loud sigh of wind. 

Mr. Baker, coming out of his cabin, called out the 
first name .sharply before closing the door behind him. 
He was going to take charge of the deck. On the home- 
ward trip, according to an old custom of the sea, the 
chief oflBcer takes the first night watch — ^from eight till 
midnight. So Mr. Baker, after he had heard the last 
‘‘Yes, sir!’* said moodily, “Relieve the wheel and look- 
out”; and climbed with heavy feet the poop ladder to 
windward. Soon after Mr. Creighton came down, whis- 
tling softly, and went into the cabin. On the doorstep 
the steward lounged, in slippers, meditative, and with 
his shirtsleeves rolled up to the armpits. On the main 
deck the cook, locking up the galley doors, had an alter- 
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cation with young Charley about a pair of socks. He 
could be heard saying impressively, in the darkness 
amidships: “You don’t deserve a kindness. I’ve been 
drying them for you, and now you complain about the 
holes — and you swear, too! Right in front of me! If I 
hadn’t been a Christian — ^which you ain’t, you young 
ruffian — I would give you a clout on the head. ... Go 
away!” Men in couples or threes stood pensive or moved 
silently along the bulwarks in the waist. The first busy 
day of a homeward passage was sinking into the dull 
peace of resumed routine. Aft, on the high poop, Mr. 
Baker walked shuffling; grunted to himself in the pauses 
of his thoughts. Forward, the lookout man, erect be- 
tween the flukes of the two anchors, hummed an endless 
tune, keeping his eyes fixed dutifully ahead in a vacant 
stare. A multitude of stars coming out into the clear night 
peopled the emptiness of the sky. They glittered, as if 
alive above the sea; they surrounded the running ship 
on all sides; more intense than the eyes of a staring 
crowd, and as inscrutable as the souls of men. 

The passage had begun, and the ship, a fragment de- 
tached from the earth, went on lonely and swift like a 
small planet. Round her the abysses of sky and sea met 
in an unattainable frontier. A great circular solitude 
moved with her, ever changing and ever the same, al- 
ways monotonous and always imposing. Now and then 
another wandering white speck, burdened with life, ap- 
peared far off — disappeared; intent on its own destiny. 
The sun looked upon her all day, and every morning 
rose with a burning, round stare of undying curiosity. 
She had her own future; she was alive with the lives of 
those beings who trod her decks; like that earth which 
had given her up to the sea, she had an intolerable load 
of regrets and hopes. On her lived timid truth and au- 
dacious lies; and, like the earth, she was unconscious. 
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fair to see — and condemned by men to an ignoble fate. 
The august loneliness of her path lent dignity to the 
sordid inspiration of her pilgrimage. She drove foaming 
to the southward, as if guided by the courage of a high 
endeavor. The smiling greatness of the sea dwarfed the 
extent of time. The days raced after one another, bril- 
liant and quick like the flashes of a lighthouse, and the 
nights, eventful and short, resembled fleeting dreams. 

The men had shaken into their places, and the half- 
hourly voice of the bells ruled their life of unceasing 
care. Night and day the head and shoulders of a seaman 
-could be seen aft by the wheel, outlined high against 
sunshine or starlight, very steady above the stir of re- 
volving spokes. The faces changed, passing in rotation. 
Youthful faces, bearded faces, dark faces: faces serene, 
or faces moody, but all akin with the brotherhood of 
the sea; all with the same attentive expression of eyes, 
carefully watching the compass or the sails. Captain 
Allistoun, serious, and with an old red mufller round his 
throat, all day long pervaded the poop. At night, many 
times he rose out of the darkness of the companion, such 
as a phantom above a grave, and stood watchful and 
mute under the stars, his nightshirt fluttering like a flag 
— then, without a sound, sank down again. He was born 
on the shores of the Pentland Firth. In his youth he 
attained the rank of harpooner in Peterhead whalers. 
When he spoke of that time his restless gray eyes be- 
came still and cold, like the loom of ice. Afterwards he 
went into the East Indian trade for the sake of change. 
He had commanded the Narcissus since she was built. 
He loved his ship, and drove her unmercifully; for his 
secret ambition was to make her accomplish some day 
a brilliantly quick passage which would be mentioned 
in nautical papers. He pronounced his owner's name 
with a sardonic smile, spoke but seldom to his officers, 
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and reproved errors in a gentle voice, with words that 
cut to the quick. His hair was iron-gray, his face hard 
and of the color of pump-leather. He shaved every 
morning of his life — at six — ^but once (being caught in 
a fierce hurricane eighty miles southwest of Mauritius) 
he had missed three consecutive days. He feared naught 
but an unforgiving God, and wished to end his days in 
a little house, with a plot of ground attached — ^far in the 
country — out of sight of the sea. 

He, the ruler of that minute world, seldom descended 
from the Olympian heights of his poop. Below him — at 
his feet, so to speak — common mortals led their busy 
and insignificant lives. Along the main deck Mr. Baker 
grunted in a manner bloodthirsty and innocuous; and 
kept all our noses to the grindstone, being — as he once 
remarked — ^paid for doing that very thing. The men 
working about the deck were healthy and contented — as 
most seamen are, when once well out to sea. The true 
peace of God begins at any spot a thousand miles from 
the nearest land; and when He sends there the messen- 
gers of His might it is not in terrible wrath against 
crime, presumption, and folly, but paternally, to chasten 
simple hearts — ^ignorant hearts that know nothing of 
life, and beat undisturbed by envy or greed. 

In the evening the cleared decks had a reposeful 
aspect, resembling the autumn of the earth. The sun was 
sinking to rest, wrapped in a mantle of warm clouds. 
Forward, on the end of the spare spars, the boatswain 
and the carpenter sat together with crossed arms; two 
men friendly, powerful, and deep-chested. Beside them 
the short, dumpy sailmaker — ^who had been in the Navy 
— ^related, between the whiffs of his pipe, impossible 
stories about admirals. Couples tramped backwards and 
forwards, keeping step and balance without effort, in a 
confined space. Pigs grunted in the big pigsty. Belfast, 



leaning thoughtfully on his elbow, above the bars, com- 
muned with them through the silence of his meditation. 
Fellows with shirts open wide on sunburnt breasts sat 
upon the mooring bits, and all up the steps of the fore- 
castle ladders. By the foremast a few discussed in a 
circle the characteristics of a gentleman. One said: “Its 
money as does it.” Another maintained: ‘*No, its the 
way they speak.” Lame Knowles stumped up with an 
unwashed face (he had the distinction of being the dirty 
man of the forecastle), and, showing a few yellow fangs 
in a shrewd smile, explained craftily that he “had seen 
some of their pants.” The backsides of them — ^he had 
observed — were thinner than paper from constant sit- 
ting down in oflBces, yet otherwise they looked first-rate 
and would last for years. It was all appearance. “It was,” 
he said, “bloomin’ easy to be a gentleman when you had 
a clean job for life.” They disputed endlessly, obstinate 
and childish; they repeated in shouts and with inflamed 
faces their amazing arguments; while the soft breeze, 
eddying down the enormous cavity of the foresail, that 
stood out distended above their bare heads, stirred the 
tumbled hair with a touch passing and light like an in- 
dulgent caress. 

They were forgetting their toil, they were forgetting 
themselves. The cook approached to hear, and stood by, 
beaming with the inward consciousness of his faith, like 
a conceited saint unable to forget his glorious reward; 
Donkin, solitary and brooding over his wrongs on the 
forecastle-head, moved closer to catch the drift of the 
discussion below him; he turned his sallow face to the 
sea, and his thin nostrils moved, sniffing the breeze, as 
he lounged negligently by the rail. In the glow of sunset 
faces shone with interest, teeth flashed, eyes sparkled. 
The walking couples stood still suddenly, with broad 
grins; a man, bending over a washtub, sat up, entranced, 
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with the soapsuds flecking his wet arms. Even the 
three petty oflBcers listened leaning back, comfortably 
propped, and with superior smiles. Belfast left off 
scratching the ear of his favorite pig, and, open 
mouthed, tried with eager eyes to have his say. He 
lifted his arms, grimacing and baffled. From a distance 
Charley screamed at the ring: “I know about gentlemen 
more n any of you. IVe been hintymate with em . . . 
iVe blacked their boots.” The cook, craning his neck to 
hear better, was scandalized. “Keep your mouth shut 
when your elders speak, you impudent young heathen — 
you.” “All right, old Hallelujah, Fm done,” answered 
Charley, soothingly. At some opinion of dirty Knowles, 
delivered with an air of supernatural cunning, a ripple 
of laughter ran along, rose like a wave, burst with a 
startling xoar. They stamped with both feet; they turned 
their shouting faces to the sky; many, spluttering, 
slapped their thighs; while one or two, bent double, 
gasped, hugging themselves with both arms like men in 
pain. The carpenter and the boatswain, without chang- 
ing their attitude, shook with laughter where they sat; 
the sailmaker, charged with an anecdote about a com- 
modore, looked sulky; the cook was wiping his eyes with 
a greasy rag; and lame Knowles, astonished at his own 
success, stood in their midst showing a slow smile. 

Suddenly the face of Donkin leaning high-shouldered 
over the after-rail became grave. Something like a weak 
rattle was heard through the forecastle door. It became 
a murmur; it ended in a sighing groan. The washerman 
plunged both his arms into the tub abruptly; the cook 
became more crestfallen than an exposed backslider; the 
boatswain moved his shoulders uneasily; the carpenter 
got up with a spring and walked away — ^while the sail- 
maker seemed mentally to give his story up, and began 
to puff at his pipe with somber determination. In the 
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blackness of the doorway a pair of eyes glimmered 
white, and big, and staring. Then James Waits head 
protruding, became visible, as if suspended between the 
two hands that grasped a doorpost on each side of the 
face. The tassel of his blue woolen nightcap, cocked for- 
ward, dancing gaily over his left eyelid. He stepped out 
in a tottering stride. He looked powerful as ever, but 
showed a strange and affected unsteadiness in his gait; 
his face was perhaps a trifle thinner, and his eyes ap- 
peared rather startlingly prominent. He seemed to has- 
ten the retreat of departing light by his very presence; 
the setting sun dipped sharply, as though fleeing before 
our nigger; a black mist emanated from him; a subtle 
and dismal influence; a something cold and gloomy that 
floated out and settled on all the faces like a mourning 
veil. The drcle broke up. The joy of laughter died on 
stiffened lips. There was not a smile left among all the 
ship s company. Not a word was spoken. Many turned 
their backs, trying to look unconcerned; others with 
averted heads, sent half-reluctant glances out of the 
corners of their eyes. They resembled criminals con- 
scious of misdeeds more than honest men distracted by 
doubt; only two or three stared frankly, but stupidly, 
with lips slightly open. All expected James Wait to say 
something, and, at the same time, had the air of know- 
ing beforehand what he would say. He leaned his back 
against the doorpost, and with heavy eyes swept over 
us a glance domineering and pained, like a sick tyrant 
overawing a crowd of abject but untrustworthy slaves. 

No one went away. They waited in fascinated dread. 
He said ironically, with gasps between the words: 
“Thank you . . . chaps. You . . . are nice . . . and 
. . . quiet . . . you are! Yelling so . . . before . . . 
the door. . . 

He made a longer pause, during which he worked his 
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ribs in an exaggerated labor of breathing. It was intoler- 
able. Feet were shuffled. Belfast let out a groan; but 
ponkin above blinked his red eyelids with invisible eye- 
lashes, and smiled bitterly over the nigger’s head. 

The nigger went on again with surprising ease. He 
gasped no more, and his voice rang, hollow and loud, as 
diough he had been talking in an empty cavern. He was 
contemptuously angry. 

‘T tried to get a wink of sleep. You know I can’t sleep 
o' nights. And you come jabbering near the door here 
like a blooming lot of old women. , . . You think your- 
selves good shipmates. Do you? . . . Much you care 
for a dying man!” 

Belfast spun away from the pigsty. “Jimmy,” he cried 
tremulously, “if you hadn’t been sick I would — 

He stopped. The nigger waited a while, then said, in 
a gloomy tone: “You would. . . . What? Go an’ fight an- 
other such one as yourself. Leave me alone. It won’t be 
for long, ril soon die. . . . It’s coming right enough!” 

Men stood around very still, breathing lightly, and 
with exasperated eyes. It was just what they had ex- 
pected, and hated to hear, that idea of a stalking death, 
thrust at them many times a day like a boast and like a 
menace by this obnoxious nigger. He seemed to take a 
pride in that death which, so far, had attended only 
upon the ease of his life; he was overbearing about it, 
as if no one else in the world had ever been intimate 
with such a companion; he paraded it unceasingly 
before us with an affectionate persistence that made its 
presence indubitable, and at the same time incredible. 
No man could be suspected of such monstrous friend- 
ship! Was he a reality — or was he a sham — ^this ever 
expected visitor of Jimmy’s? We hesitated between pity 
and mistrust, while, on the slightest provocation, he 
shook before our eyes the bones of his bothersome and 
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infamous skeleton. He was forever trotting him out. He 
would talk of that coming death as though it had been 
already there, as if it had been walking the deck outside, 
as if it would presently come in to sleep in the only 
empty bunk; as if it had sat by his. side at every meal. It 
interfered daily with our occupations, with our leisure, 
with our amusements. We had no songs and no music in 
the evening, because Jimmy (we all lovingly called him 
Jimmy, to conceal our hate of his accomplice) had mnn- 
aged, with that prospective decease of his, to disturb 
even Archie s mental balance. Archie was the owner of 
the concertina; but after a couple of stinging lectures 
from Jimmy he refused to play any more. He said: 
“Yon’s an uncanny joker. I dinna ken what’s wrang wi’ 
him, but there’s something verra wrang, verra wrang. 
It’s nae manner of use asking me. I won’t play.” Our 
singers became mute because Jimmy was a dying man. 
For the same reason no chap — as Knowles remarked — 
could “drive in a nail to hang his few poor rags upon,” 
without being made aware of the enormity he coin* 
mitted in disturbing Jimmy’s interminable last moments. 
At night, instead of the cheerful yell, “One bell! Turn 
out! Do you hear there? Hey! hey! hey! Show a leg!” the 
watches were called man by man, in whispers, so as not 
to interfere with Jimmy’s, possibly, last slumber on earth. 
True, he was always awake, and managed, as we 
sneaked out on deck, to plant in our backs some cutting 
remark that, for the moment, made us feel as if we had 
been brutes, and afterwards made us suspect ourselves 
of being fools. We spoke in low tones within that fo’c’sle 
as though it had been a church. We ate our meals in 
silence and dread, for Jimmy was capricious with his 
food, and railed bitterly at the salt meat, at the biscuits, 
^t the tea, as at articles unfit for human consumption — 
“let alone for a dying man!” He would say; “Can’t you 



find a better slice of meat for a sick man who’s trying to 
get home to be cured — or buried? But there! If I had a 
chance, you fellows would do away with it. You would 
poison me. Look at what you have given me!” We 
served him in his bed with rage and humility, as though 
we had been the base courtiers of a hated prince; and 
he rewarded us by his unconciliating criticism. He had 
found the secret of keeping forever on the run the fun- 
damental imbecility of mankind; he had the secret of life, 
that confounded dying man, and he made himself mas- 
ter of every moment of our existence. We grew desper- 
ate, and remained submissive. Emotional little Belfast 
was forever on the verge of assault or on the verge of 
tears. One evening he confided to Archie: ‘Tor a ha'- 
penny I would knock his ugly black head off — ^the skulk- 
ing dodger!" And the straightforward Archie pretended 
to be shocked! Such was the infernal spell which that 
casual St. Kitt s nigger had cast upon our guileless man- 
hood! But the same night Belfast stole from the galley 
the oflScers’ Sunday fruit pie, to tempt the fastidious 
appetite of Jimmy. He endangered not only his long 
friendship with the cook but also— as it appeared — ^his 
eternal welfare. The cook was overwhelmed with grief; 
he did not know the culprit but he knew that wicked- 
ness flourished; he knew that Satan was abroad amongst 
those men, whom he looked upon as in some way under 
his spiritual care. Whenever he saw three or four of us 
standing together he would leave his stove, to run out 
and preach. We fled from him; and only Charley (who 
knew the thief) affronted the cook with the candid gaze 
which irritated the good man. “It’s you, I believe,” he 
groaned, sorrowful, and with a patch of soot on his chin. 
“It s you. You are a brand for the burning! No more of 
your socks in my galley.” Soon, unofficially, the infor- 
mation was spread about that, should there be another 
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case of stealing, our marmalade (an extra allowance: 
half a pound per man) would be stopped. Mr. Baker 
ceased to heap jocular abuse upon his favorites, and 
grunted suspiciously at all. The captain s cold eyes, high 
up on the poop, glittered mistrustful, as he surveyed us 
trooping in a small mob from halyards to braces for the 
usual evening pull at all the ropes. Such stealing in a 
merchant ship is difficult to check, and may be taken as 
a declaration by men of their dislike for their officers. It 
is a bad symptom. It may end in God knows what 
trouble. The Narcissus was still a peaceful ship, but 
mutual confidence was shaken. Donkin did not conceal 
his delight. We were dismayed. 

Then illogical Belfast reproached our nigger with 
great fury. James Wait, with his elbow on the pillow, 
choked, gasped out: ‘‘Did I ask you to bone the dratted 
thing? Blow your blamed pie. It has made me worse — 
you little Irish lunatic, you!” Belfast, with scarlet face 
and trembling lips, made a dash at him. Every man in 
the forecastle rose with a shout. There was a moment of 
wild tumult. Someone shrieked piercingly: “Easy, Bel- 
fast! Easy! . . We expected Belfast to strangle Wait 
without more ado. Dust flew. We heard through it the 
nigger's cough, metallic and explosive like a gong. Next 
moment we saw Belfast hanging over him. He was say- 
ing plaintively: “Don’t! Don't, Jimmy! Don’t be like 
that. An angel couldn’t put up with ye — sick as ye are.” 
He looked round at us from Jimmy’s bedside, his comi- 
cal mouth twitching, and through tearful eyes; then he 
tried to put straight the disarranged blankets. The un- 
ceasing whisper of the sea filled the forecastle. Was 
fames Wait frightened, or touched, or repentant? He lay 
on his back with a hand to his side, and as motionless as 
if his expected visitor had come at last. Belfast fumbled 
about hfs fee*-, reoeating with emotion: “Yes. We know. 
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Ye are bad, but . . . Just say what ye want done, and 
. We all know ye are bad — ^very bad. . . No! De- 
cidedly James Wait was not touched or repentant. Truth 
to say, he seemed rather startled. He sat up with in- 
credible suddenness and ease. “Ah! You think I am bad, 
do you?” he said gloomily, in his clearest baritone voice 
(to hear him speak sometimes you would never think 
there was anything wrong with that man). “Do you? 
. . . Well, act according! Some of you haven’t sense 
enough to put a blanket shipshape over a sick man. 
There! Leave it alone! I can die anyhow!” Belfast turned 
away limply with a gesture of discouragement. In the 
silence of the forecastle, full of interested men, Donkin 
pronounced distinctly: ^‘Well, I’m blowed!” and snig- 
gered. Wait looked at him. He looked at him in a quite 
friendly manner. Nobody could tell what would please 
our incomprehensible invalid: but for us the scorn of 
that snigger was hard to bear. 

Donkin’s position in the forecastle was distinguished 
but unsafe. He stood on the bad eminence of a general 
dislike. He was left alone; and in his isolation he could 
do nothing but think of the gales of the Cape of Good 
Hope and envy us the possession of warm clothing and 
waterproofs. Our sea boots, our oilskin coats, our well- 
filled sea chests, were to him so many causes for bitter 
meditation: he had none of those things, and he felt in- 
stinctively that no man, when the need arose, would 
offer to share them with him. He was impudently cring- 
ing to us and systematically insolent to the officers. He 
anticipated the best results, for himself, from such a line 
of conduct- — and was mistaken. Such natures forget that 
under extreme provocation men will be just — ^whether 
they want to be so or not. Donkin’s insolence to long- 
suffering Mr. Baker became at last intolerable to us, and 
rejoiced when the mate, one dark night, tamed him 
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for good. It was done neatly, with great decency and 
decorum, and with little noise. We had been called — 
just before midnight — to trim the yards, and Donkin — 
as usual — made insulting remarks. We stood sleepily in 
a row with the forebrace in our hands waiting for the 
next order, and heard in the darkness a scuffly trampling 
of feet, an exclamation of surprise, sounds of cuflFs and 
slaps, suppressed, hissing whispers: “Ah! Will you!” 

. . . “Don’t! . . . Don’t!” . . . “Then behave.” . . . 
“Oh! Oh! . . Afterwards there were soft thuds mixed 
with the rattle of iron things as if a man's body had been 
tumbling helplessly amongst the main-pump rods. Before 
we could realize the situation, Mr. Baker s voice was 
heard very near and a little impatient: “Haul away, 
men! Lay back on that rope!” And we did lay back on 
the rope with great alacrity. As if nothing had hap- 
pened, the chief mate went on trimming the yards with 
his usual and exasperating fastidiousness. We didn’t at 
the time see anything of Donkin, and did not care. Had 
the chief officer thrown him overboard, no man would 
have said as much as “Hallo! he’s gone!” But, in truth, 
no great harm was done — even if Donkin did lose one of 
his front teeth. We perceived this in the morning, and 
preserved a ceremonious silence: the etiquette of the 
forecastle commanded us to be blind and dumb in such 
a case, and we cherished the decencies of our life more 
than ordinary landsmen respect theirs. Charley, with un- 
pardonable want of savoir vivre, yelled out: “ ’Ave you 
been to your dentyst? . . . Hurt ye, didn’t it?” He got 
a box on the ear from one of his best friends. The boy 
was surprised, and remained plunged in grief for at least 
three hours. We were sorry for him, but youth requires 
even more discipline than age. Donkin grinned venom- 
ously. From that day he became pitiless; told Jimmy 
that he was a “black fraud”; hinted to us that we were 
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an imbecile lot, daily taken in by a vulgar nigger. And 
Jimmy seemed to like the fellow! 

Singleton lived untouched by human emotions. Taci- 
turn and unsmiling, he breathed amongst us — ^in that 
alone resembling the rest of the crowd. We were trying 
to be decent chaps, and found it jolly difficult; we oscil- 
lated between the desire of virtue and the fear of ridi- 
cule; we wished to save ourselves from the pain of re- 
morse, but did not want to be made the contemptible 
dupes of our sentiment. Jimmy's hateful accomplice 
seemed to have blown with his impure breath un- 
dreamt-of subtleties into our hearts. We were disturbed 
and cowardly. That we knew. Singleton seemed to know 
nothing, understand nothing. We had thought him till 
then as wise as he looked, but now we dared, at times, 
suspect him of being stupid — ^from old age. One day, 
however, at dinner, as we sat on our boxes round a 
tin dish that stood on the deck within the circle of our 
feet, Jimmy expressed his general disgust with men 
and things in words that were particuWly disgusting. 
Singleton lifted his head. We became mute. The old 
man, addressing Jimmy, asked: “Are you dying?” Thus 
interrogated, James Wait appeared horribly startled and 
confused. We all were startled. Mouths remained open; 
hearts thumped; eyes blinked; a dropped tin fork rattled 
in the dish; a man rose as if to go out, and stood still. 
In less than a minute Jimmy pulled himself together 
“Why? Can't you see I am?” he answered shakily. 
Singleton lifted a piece of soaked biscuit (“His teeth,” 
he declared, “had no edge on them now”) to his lips. 
“Well, get on with your dying,'’ he said with venerable 
mildness; “don't raise a blamed fuss with us over that 
job. We can't help you.” Jimmy fell back in his bunk, 
and for a long time lay very still wiping the perspiration 
off his chin. The dinner-tins were put away quickly. 
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On deck we discussed the incident in whispers. Some 
showed a chuckling exultation. Many looked grave. 
Wamibo, after long periods of staring dreaminess, at- 
tempted abortive smiles; and one of the young Scandi- 
navians, much tormented by doubt, ventured in the 
second dogwatch to approach Singleton (the old man 
did not encourage us much to speak to him) and ask 
sheepishly: "You think he will die?” Singleton looked 
up. "Why, of course he will die,” he said deliberately. 
This seemed decisive. It was promptly imparted to 
everyone by him who had consulted the oracle. Shy and 
eager, he would step up and with averted gaze recite 
his formula: "Old Singleton says he will die.” It was a 
reliefl At last we knew that our compassion would not 
be misplaced, and we could again smile without misgiv- 
ings — but we reckoned without Donkin. Donkin "didn’t 
want to ave no truck with em dirty furriners.” When 
Neillssen came to him with the news: "Singleton says he 
will die,” he answered him by a spiteful "And so will 
you — ^you fat-headed Dutchman. Wish you Dutchmen 
were hall dead — ’stead cornin’ takin’ our money hinto 
your starvin’ country,” We were appalled. We perceived 
that after all Singleton’s answer meant nothing. We be- 
gan to hate him for making fun of us. All our certitudes 
were going; we were on doubtful terms with our officers; 
the cook had given us up for lost; we had overheard the 
boatswain’s opinion that "we were a crowd of softies.” 
We suspected Jimmy, one another, and even our very 
selves. We did not know what to do. At every insignifi- 
cant turn of our humble life we met Jimmy overbearing 
and blocking the way, ann-in-arm with his awful and 
veiled familiar. It was a weiid servitude. 

It began a week after leaving Bombay and came on 
us stealthily like any other great misfortune. Everyone 
had remarked that Jimmy from the first was very slack 
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at his work; but we thought it simply the outcome of his 
philosophy of life. Donkin said: “You put no more 
weight on a rope than a bloody sparrer.” He disdained 
him. Belfast, ready for a fight, exclaimed provokingly; 
“You don’t kill yourself, old man!” “Would you?” he re- 
torted with extreme scorn — and Belfast retired. One 
morning, as we were washing decks, Mr. Baker called to 
him: “Bring your broom over here. Wait.” He strolled 
languidly. “Move yourself! Ough!” grunted Mr. Baker; 
“what’s the matter with your hind legs?” He stopped 
dead short. He gazed slowly with eyes that bulged out, 
with an expression audacious and sad. “It isn’t my legs,” 
he said, “it’s my lungs.” Everybody listened. “What’s 
. , . Ough! . . . What’s wrong with them?” inquired 
Mr. Baker. All the watch stood around on the wet deck, 
grinning, and with brooms or buckets in their hands* 
He said mournfully: “Going — or gone. Can’t you see I’m 
a dying man? I know it!” Mr. Baker was disgusted. 
“Then why the devil did you ship aboard here?” “1 must 
live till I die — mustn’t I?” he replied. The grins became 
audible. “Go off the deck — get out of my sight,” said 
Mr. Baker. He was nonplused. It was a unique experi- 
ence. James Wait, obedient, dropped his broom, and 
walked slowly forward. A burst of laughter followed 
him. It was too funny. All hands laughed. . . . They 
laughed! . . , Alas! 

He became the tormentor of all our moments; he was 
N^worse than a nightmare. You couldn’t see that there was 
anything wrong with him: a nigger does not show. He 
was not very fat — certainly — ^but then he was no leaner 
than other niggers we had known. He coughed often, 
but the most prejudiced person could perceive that, 
mostly, he coughed when it suited his purpose. He 
wouldn’t, or couldn’t, do his work — and he wouldn’t 
lie-up. One day he would skip aloft with the best of 



them, and next time we would be obliged to risk our 
lives to get his limp body down. He was reported, he 
was examined; he was remonstrated with, threatened, 
cajoled, lectured. He was called into the cabin to in- 
terview the captain. There were wild rumors. It was 
said he had cheeked the old man; it was said he had 
frightened him. Charley maintained that the “skipper, 
weepin’, as giv’ ’im 'is blessin an' a pot of jam.” 
Knowles had it from the steward that the unspeakable 
Jimmy had been reeling against the cabin furniture; 
that he had groaned; that he had complained of general 
brutality and disbelief; and had ended by coughing all 
over the old man's meteorological journals which were 
then spread on the table. At any rate, Wait returned for- 
ward supported by the steward, who, in a pained and 
shocked voice, entreated us: “Here! Catch hold of him, 
one of you. He is to lie-up." Jimmy drank a tin mugful 
of coffee, and, after bullying first one and then another, 
went to bed. He remained there most of the time, but 
when it suited him would come on deck and appear 
amongst us. He was scornful and brooding; he looked 
ahead upon the sea; and no one could tell what was the 
meaning of that black man sitting apart in a meditative 
attitude and as motionless as a carving. 

He refused steadily all medicine; he threw sago and 
cornflour overboard till the steward got tired of bringing 
it to him. He asked for paregoric. They sent him a big 
bottle; enough to poison a wilderness of babies. He kept 
it between his mattress and the deal lining of the ship's 
side; and nobody ever saw him take a dose. Donkin 
abused him to his face, jeered at him while he gasped; 
and the same day Wait would lend him a warm jersey. 
Once Donkin reviled him for half an hour; reproached 
him with the extra work his malingering gave to the 
watch; and ended by calling him “a black-faced swine.” 
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Under the spell of our accursed perversity we were 
horror-struck. But Jimmy positively seemed to revel in 
that abuse. It made him look cheerful — and Donkin had 
a pair of old sea boots thrown at him. ‘‘Here, you East 
End trash,” boomed Wait, “you may have that.” 

At last Mr. Baker had to tell the captain that James 
Wait was disturbing the peace of the ship. “Knock dis- 
cipline on the head — ^he will, Ough,” grunted Mr. Baker. 
As a matter of fact, the starboard watch came as near as 
possible to refusing duty, when ordered one morning by 
the boatswain to wash out their forecastle. It appears 
Jimmy objected to a wet floor — and that morning we 
were in a compassionate mood. We thought the boat- 
swain a brute, and, practically, told him so. Only Mr. 
Bakers delicate tact prevented an all-fired row: he re- 
fused to take us seriously. He came bustling forward, 
and called us many unpolite names, but in such a hearty 
and seamanlike manner that we began to feel ashamed 
of ourselves. In truth, we thought him much too good 
a sailor to annoy him willingly: and after all Jimmy 
might have been a fraud — ^probably was! The forecastle 
got a clean-up that morning; but in the afternoon a sick 
bay was fitted up in the deckhouse. It was a nice little 
cabin opening on deck, and with two berths. Jimmy's 
belongings were transported there, and then — not- 
withstanding his protests — ^Jimmy himself. He said he 
couldn't walk. Four men carried him on a blanket. He 
complained that he would have to die there alone, like 
a dog. We grieved for him, and were delighted to have 
him removed from the forecastle. We attended him as 
before. The galley was next door, and the cook looked 
in many times a day. Wait became a little more cheerful. 
Knowles afiBrmed having heard him laugh to himself in 
peals one day. Others had seen him walking about on 
deck at night. His little place, with the door ajar on a 



334 A TALE OF THE SEA 

long hook, was always full of tobacco smoke. We spoke 
through the crack cheerfully, sometimes abusively, as 
we passed by, intent on our work. He fascinated us. He 
would never let doubt die. He overshadowed the ship. 
Invulnerable in his promise of speedy corruption he 
trampled on our self-respect, he demonstrated to us 
daily our want of moral courage; he tainted our lives. 
Had we been a miserable gang of wretched immortals, 
unhallowed alike by hope and fear, he could not have 
lorded it over us with a more pitiless assertion of his 
sublime privilege. 

m 

Meantime the Narcissus, with square yards, ran out 
of the fair monsoon. She drifted slowly, swinging round 
and round the compass, through a few days of baffling 
light airs. Under the patter of short warm showers, 
grumbling men whirled the heavy yards from side to 
side; they caught hold of the soaked ropes with groans 
and sighs, while their officers, sulky and dripping with 
rain water, unceasingly ordered them about in wearied 
voices. During the short respites they looked with dis- 
gust into the smarting palms of their stiflF hands, and 
asked one another bitterly: “Who would be a sailor if 
he could be a farmer?” All the tempers were spoilt, and 
no man cared what he said. One black night, when the 
watch, panting in the heat and half-drowned with the 
rain, had been through four mortal hours hunted from 
brace to brace, Belfast declared that he would “chuck 
going to sea forever and go in a steamer.” This was ex- 
cessive, no doubt. Captain Allistoun, with great self- 
control, would mutter sadly to Mr. Baker: “It is not so 
bad — not so bad,” when he had managed to shove, and 
dodge, and maneuver his smart ship through sixty miles 
in twenty-four hours. From the doorstep of the little 
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cabin, Jimmy, chin in hand, watched our distasteful 
labors with insolent and melancholy eyes. We spoke to 
him gently — and out of his sight exchanged sour smiles. 

Then, again, with a fair wind and under a clear sky, 
the ship went on piling up the South Latitude. She 
j^assed outside Madagascar and Mauritius without a 
glimpse of the land. Extra lashings were put on the 
spare spars. Hatches were looked to. The steward in his 
leisure moments and with a worried air tried to fit wash- 
boards to the cabin doors. Stout canvas was bent with 
care. Anxious eyes looked to the westward, towards the 
cape of storms. The ship began to dip into a southwest 
swell, and the softly luminous sky of low latitudes took 
on a harder sheen from day to day above our heads: it 
arched high above the ship, vibrating and pale, like an 
immense dome of steel, resonant with the deep voice of 
freshening gales. The sunshine gleamed cold on the 
white curls of black waves. Before the strong breath of 
westerly squalls the ship, with reduced sail, lay slowly 
over, obstinate and yielding. She drove to and fro in the 
unceasing endeavor to fight her way through the in- 
visible violence of the winds; she pitched headlong into 
dark smooth hollows; she struggled upwards over the 
snowy ridges of great running seas; she rolled, restless, 
from side to side, like a thing in pain. Enduring and 
valiant, she answered to the call of men; and her slim 
spars waving forever in abrupt semicircles, seemed to 
beckon in vain for help towards the stormy sky. 

It was a bad winter oflF the Cape that year. The re- 
lieved helmsmen came off flapping their arms, or ran 
stamping hard and blowing into swollen, red fingers. 
The watch on deck dodged the sting of cold sprays or, 
crouching in sheltered corners, watched dismally the 
high and merciless seas boarding the ship time after 
time in unappeasable fury. Water tumbled in cataracts 
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over the forecastle doors. You had to dash through a 
waterfall to get into your damp bed. The men turned 
in wet and turned out stiff to face the redeeming and 
ruthless exactions of their glorious and obscure fate. Far 
aft, and peering watchfully to windward, the officers 
could be seen through the mist of squalls. They stood 
by the weather rail, holding on grimly, straight and glis- 
tening in their long coats; then, at times, in the dis- 
ordered plunges of the hard-driven ship, they appeared 
high up, attentive, tossing violently above the gray line 
of a clouded horizon, and in motionless attitudes. 

They watched the weather and the ship as men oii 
shore watch the momentous chances of fortune. Cap- 
tain Allistoun never left the deck, as though he had been 
part of the ship’s fittings. Now and then the steward, 
shivering, but always in shirtsleeves, would struggle to- 
wards him with some hot coffee, half of which the gale 
blew out of the cup before it reached the master’s lips. 
He drank what was left gravely in one long gulp, while 
heavy sprays pattered loudly on his oilskin coat, the seas 
swishing broke about his high boots; and he never took 
his eyes off the ship. He watched her every motion; he 
kept his gaze riveted upon her as a loving man who 
watches the unselfish toil of a delicate woman upon the 
slender thread of whose existence is hung the whole 
meaning and joy of the world. We all watched her. She 
was beautiful and had a weakness. We loved her no less 
for that. We admired her qualities aloud, we boasted of 
them to one another, as though they had been our own, 
and the consciousness of her only fault we kept buried 
in the silence of our profound affection. She was born 
in the thundering peal of hammers beating upon iron, 
in black eddies of smoke, under a gray sky, on the banks 
of the Clyde. The clamorous and somber stream gives 
birth to things of beauty that float away into the sun- 
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shine of the world to be loved by men. The Narcissus 
was one of that perfect brood. Less perfect than many 
perhaps, but she was ours, and, consequently, incom- 
parable. We were proud of her. In Bombay, ignorant 
landlubbers alluded to her as that ‘‘pretty gray ship/' 
Pretty! A scurvy meed of commendation! We knew she 
was the most magnificent sea boat ever launched. We 
tried to forget that, like many good sea boats, she was at 
times rather crank. She was exacting. She wanted care 
in loading and handling, and no one knew exactly how 
much care would be enough. Such are the imperfections 
of mere men! The ship knew, and sometimes would cor- 
rect the presumptuous human ignorance by the whole- 
some discipline of fear. We had heard ominous stories 
about past voyages. The cook (technically a seaman, 
but in reality no sailor) — ^the cook, when unstrung by 
some misfortune, such as the rolling over of a saucepan, 
would mutter gloomily while he wiped the floor: “There! 
Look at what she has done! Some voy ge she will drown 
all hands! You’ll see if she won't.” To whidi the steward, 
snatching in the galley a moment to draw breath in the 
hurry of his worried life, would remark philosophically: 
“Those that see won’t tell, anyhow. I don't want to see 
it.’' We derided those fears. Our hearts went out to the 
old man when he pressed her hard so as to make her 
hold her own, hold to every inch gained to windward; 
when he made her, under reefed sails, leap obliquely at 
enormous waves. The men, knitted together aft into a 
ready group by the first sharp order of an ofiScer coming 
to take charge of the deck in bad weather: “Keep handy 
the watch,” stood admiring her valiance. Their eyes 
blinked in the wind; their dark faces were wet with 
drops of water more salt and bitter than human tears; 
beards and mustaches, soaked, hung straight and drip- 
ping like fine seaweed. They were fantastically mis- 
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shapen; in high boots, in hats like helmets, and swaying 
clumsily, stiff and bulky in glistening oilskins, they re- 
sembled men strangely equipped for some fabulous ad- 
venture. Whenever she rose easily to a towering green 
sea, elbows dug ribs, faces brightened, lips murmured: 
‘‘Didn't she do it cleverly,” and all the heads turning 
like one watched with sardonic grins the foiled wave go 
roaring to leeward, white with the foam of a monstrous 
rage. But when she had not been quick enough and, 
struck heavily, lay over trembling under the blow, we 
clutched at ropes, and looking up at the narrow bands 
of drenched and strained sails waving desperately aloft, 
we thought in our hearts: “No wonder. Poor thing!” 

The thirty-second day out of Bombay began inauspi- 
ciously. In the morning a sea smashed one of the galley 
doors. We dashed in through lots of steam and found 
the cook very wet and indignant with the ship: “She’s 
getting worse every day. She’s trying to drown me in 
front of my own stove!” He was very angry. We pacified 
him, and the carpenter, though washed away twice from 
there, managed to repair the door. Through that acci- 
dent our dinner was not ready till late, but it didn’t 
matter in the end because Knowles, who went to fetch 
it, got knocked down by a sea and the dinner went over 
the side. Captain Allistoun, looking more hard and thin- 
lipped than ever, hung on to full topsails and foresail, 
and would not notice that the ship, asked to do too 
much, appeared to lose heart altogether for the first time 
since we knew her. She refused to rise, and bored her 
way sullenly through the seas. Twice running, as though 
she had been blind or weary of life, she put her nose 
deliberately into a big wave and swept the decks from 
end to end. As the boatswain observed with marked 
annoyance, while we were splashing about in a body to 
try and save a worthless washtub; “Every blooming 
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thing in the ship is going overboard this afternoon/' 
Venerable Singleton broke his habitual silence and said 
with a glance aloft: ‘‘The old man s in a temper with the 
weather, but it’s no good bein’ angry with the winds 
of heaven.” Jimmy had shut his door, of course. We 
knew he was dry and comfortable within his little cabin, 
and in our absurd way were pleased one moment, ex- 
asperated the next, by that certitude. Donkin skulked 
shamelessly, uneasy and miserable. He grumbled: “I’m 
perishin’ with cold houtside in bloomin’ wet rags, an’ 
that ’ere black sojer sits dry on a blamed chest full of 
bloomin’ clothes; blank his black soul!” We took no 
notice of him; we hardly gave a thought to Jimmy and 
his bosom friend. There was no leisure for idle probing 
of hearts. Sails blew adrift. Things broke loose. Cold and 
wet, we were washed about the deck while trying to 
repair damages. The ship tossed about, shaken furiously, 
like a toy in the hand of a lunatic. Just at sunset there 
was a rush to shorten sail before the menace of a somber 
hail cloud. The hard gust of wind came brutal like the 
blow of a fist. The ship relieved of her canvas in time 
received it pluckily: she yielded reluctantly to the vio- 
lent onset; then, coming up with a stately and irresistible 
motion, brought her spars to windward in the teeth of 
the screeching squall. Out of the abysmal darkness of 
the black cloud overhead white hail streamed on her, 
rattled on the rigging, leaped in handfuls off the yards, 
rebounded on the deck — around and gleaming in the 
murky turmoil like a shower of pearls. It passed away. 
For a moment a livid sun shot horizontally the last rays 
of sinister light between the hills of steep, rolling waves. 
Then a wild night rushed in — stamped out in a great 
howl that dismal remnant of a stormy day. 

There was no sleep on board that night. Most seamen 
remember in their life one or two such nights of a cul- 
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minating gale. Nothing seems left of the whole universe 
but darkness, clamor, fury — and the ship. And like the 
last vestige of a shattered creation she drifts, bearing 
an anguished remnant of sinful mankind, through the 
distress, tumult, and pain of an avenging terror. No one 
slept in the forecastle. I'he tin oil lamp suspended on a 
long string, smoking, described wide circles; wet cloth- 
ing made dark heaps on the glistening floor; a thin layer 
of water rushed to and fro. In the bed-places men lay 
booted, resting on elbows and with open eyes. Hung-up 
suits of oilskin swung out and in, lively and disquieting 
like reckless ghosts of decapitated seamen dancing in a 
tempest. No one spoke and all listened. Outside the 
night moaned and sobbed to the accompaniment of a 
continuous loud tremor as of innumerable drums beat- 
ing far off. Shrieks passed through the air. Tremendous 
dull blows made the ship tremble while sLe rolled under 
the weight of the seas toppling on her deck. At times 
she soared up swiftly as if to leave this earth forever, 
then during interminable moments fell through a void 
with all the hearts on board of her standing still, till a 
frightful shock, expected and sudden, started them off 
again with a big thump. After every dislocating jerk of 
the ship, Wamibo, stretched full length, his face on the 
pillow, groaned slightly with the pain of his tormented 
universe. Now and then, for the fraction of an intoler- 
able second, the ship, in the fiercer burst of a terrible 
uproar, remained on her side, vibrating and still, with 
a stillness more appalling than the wildest motion. Then 
upon all those prone bodies a stir would pass, a shiver 
of suspense. A man would protrude his anxious head 
and a pair of eyes glistened in the sway of light glaring 
wildly. Some moved their legs a little as if making ready 
to jump out. But several, motionless on their backs and 
wiA one hand gripping hard the edge of the bunk. 
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smoked nervously with quick puffs, staring upwards; 
immobilized in a great craving for peace. 

At midnight, orders were given to furl the fore and 
mizzen topsails. With immense efforts men crawled aloft 
through a merciless buffeting, saved the canvas, and 
crawled down almost exhausted, to bear in panting si- 
lence the cruel battering of the seas. Perhaps for the 
first time in the history of the merchant service the 
watch, told to go below, did not leave the deck, as if 
compelled to remain there by the fascination of a ven- 
omous violence. At every heavy gust men, huddled 
together, whispered to one another: “It can blow no 
harder,” and presently the gale would give them the 
lie with a piercing shriek, and drive their breath back 
into their throats. A fierce squall seemed to burst asun- 
der the thick mass of sooty vapors; and above the wrack 
of torn clouds glimpses could be caught of the high 
moon rushing backwards with frightful speed over the 
sky, right into the wind s eye. Many hung their heads, 
muttering that it “turned their inwards out” to look at 
it. Soon the clouds closed up, and the world again be- 
came a raging, blind darkness that howled, flinging at 
the lonely ship salt sprays and sleet. 

About half-past seven the pitchy obscurity round us 
turned a ghastly gray, and we knew that the sun had 
risen. This unnatural and threatening daylight, in which 
we could see one another’s wild eyes and drawn faces, 
was only an added tax on our endurance. The horizon 
seemed to have come on all sides within arm s length of 
the ship. Into that narrowed circle furious seas leaped 
in, struck, and leaped out. A rain of salt, heavy drops 
flew aslant like mist. The main-topsail had to be goose- 
winged, and with stolid resignation everyone prepared 
to go aloft once more; but the oflScers yelled, pushed 
back, and at last we understood that no more men 
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would be allowed to go on the yard than were abso- 
lutely necessary for the work. As at any moment the 
masts were likely to be jumped out or blown overboard, 
we concluded that the captain didn’t want to see all his 
crowd go over the side at once. That was reasonable. 
The watch then on duty, led by Mr. Creighton, began 
to struggle up the rigging. The wind flattened them 
against the ratlines; then, easing a little, would let them 
ascend a couple of steps; and again, with a sudden gust, 
pin all up the shrouds the whole crawling line in atti- 
tudes of crucifixion. The other watch plunged down on 
the main deck to haul up the sail. Men’s heads bobbed 
up as the water flung them irresistibly from side to side. 
Mr. Baker grunted encouragingly in our midst, splut- 
tering and blowing amongst the tangled rope hke an 
energetic porpoise. Favored by an ominous and untrust- 
worthy lull, the work was done without anyone being 
lost either off the deck or from the yard. For the mo- 
ment the gale seemed to take off, and the ship, as if 
grateful for our efforts, plucked up heart and made 
better weather of it. 

At eight the men off duty, watching their chance, 
ran forward over the flooded deck to get some rest. The 
other half of the crew remained aft for their turn of 
"seeing her through her trouble,” as they expressed it. 
The two mates urged the master to go below. Mr. Baker 
grunted in his ear: "Ough! surely now . . . Ough! . . . 
confidence in us . . . nothing more to do . . . she must 
lay it out or go. Ough! Ough!” Tall young Mr. Creighton 
smiled down at him cheerfully: . . She’s right as a 

trivet! Take a spell, sir.” He looked at them stonily with 
bloodshot, sleepless eyes. The rims of his eyelids were 
scarlet, and he moved his jaw unceasingly with a slow 
effort, as though he had been masticating a lump of 
indiarubber. He shook his head. He repeated: "Never 
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jnind me. I must see it out — must see it out,” but he 
consented to sit down for a moment on the skylight, 
with his hard face turned unflinchingly to windward. 
The sea spat at it — and, stoical, it streamed with water 
as though he had been weeping. On the weather side 
of the poop the watch, hanging on to the mizzen rigging 
and to one another, tried to exchange encouraging 
words. Singleton, at the wheel, yelled out: “Look out for 
yourselves!” His voice reached them in a warning whis- 
per. They were startled. 

A big, foaming sea came out of the mist; it made for 
the ship, roaring wildly, and in its rush it looked as 
mischievous and discomposing as a madman with an 
axe. One or two, shouting, scrambled up the rigging; 
most, with a convulsive catch of the breath, held on 
where they stood. Singleton dug his knees under the 
wheel box, and carefully eased the helm to the head- 
long pitch of the ship, but without taking his eyes off 
the coming wave. It towered closc-to and high, like a 
wall of green glass topped with snow. The ship rose 
to it as though she had soared on wings, and for a mo- 
ment rested poised upon the foaming crest as if she had 
been a great sea bird. Before we could draw breath a 
heavy gust struck her, another roller took her unfairly 
under the weather bow, she gave a toppling lurch, and 
filled her decks. Captain Allistoun leaped up, and fell; 
Archie rolled over him, screaming: “She will rise!” She 
gave another lurch to leeward; the lower deadeyes 
dipped heavily; the men's feet flew from under them, 
and they hung kicking above the slanting poop. They 
could see the ship putting her side in the water, and 
shouted all together: “She's going!” Forward the fore- 
castle doors flew open, and the watch below were seen 
l^^'^ping out one after another, throwing their arms up; 
-and, falling on hands and knees, scrambled aft on all 
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fours along the high side of the deck, sloping more than 
the roof of a house. From leeward the seas rose, pur- 
suing them; they looked wretched in a hopeless stniggle, 
like vermin fleeing before a flood; they fought up ilie 
weather ladder of the poop one after another, half naked 
and staring wildly; and as soon as they got up they shot 
to leeward in clusters, with closed eyes, till they brought 
up heavily with their ribs against the iron stanchions of 
the rail; then, groaning, they rolled in a confused mass. 
The immense volume of water thrown forward by the 
last scend of the ship had burst the lee door of the fore- 
castle. They could see their chests, pillows, blankets, 
clothing, come out floating upon the sea. While they 
struggled back to windward they looked in dismay. The 
straw beds swam high, the blankets, spread out, un- 
dulated; while the chests, waterlogged and with a heavy 
list, pitched heavily, like dismasted hulks, before they 
sank; Archie’s big coat passed with outspread arms, re- 
sembling a drowned seaman floating with his head un- 
der water. Men were slipping down while trying to dig 
their fingers into the planks; others, jammed in corners, 
rolled enormous eyes. They all yelled unceasingly: “The 
masts! Cut! Cut! ...” A black squall howled low over 
the ship, that lay on her side with the weather yardarms 
pointing to the clouds; while the tall masts, inclined 
nearly to the horizon, seemed to be of an unmeasurable 
length. The carpenter let go his hold, rolled against the 
skylight, and began to crawl to the cabin entrance, 
where a big axe was kept ready for just such an emer- 
gency. At that moment the topsail sheet parted, the end 
of the heavy chain racketed aloft, and sparks of red 
fire streamed down through the flying sprays. The sail 
flapped once with a jerk that seemed to tear our hearts 
out through our teeth, and instantly changed into a 
bunch of fluttering narrow ribbons that tied themselves 
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Lto knots and became quiet along the yard. Captain 
Uiiistoun struggled, managed to stand up with his face 
,(>ar the deck, upon which men swung on the ends of 
^apcs, like nest robbers upon a cliff. One of his feet was 
jn somebody s chest; his face was purple; his lips moved, 
tie yelled also; he yelled, bending down: “No! No!” 
^Ir. Baker, one leg over the binnacle-stand, roared out: 
‘Did you say no? Not cut?” He shook his head madly. 
No! No!” Between his legs the crawling carpenter 
leard, collapsed at once, and lay full length in the angle 
)f the skylight. Voices took up the shout — “No! No!” 
rhen all became still. They waited for the ship to turn 
)vcr altogether, and shake them out into the sea; and 
ipoii the terrific noise of wind and sea not a murmur of 
emonstrance came out from those men, who each would 
'lave given ever so many years of life to see “them 
lanincd sticks go overboard!” They all believed it their 
)ii]y chance; but a little hard-faced man shook his gray 
lead and shouted “No!” without giving them as much 
IS a glance. They were silent, and gasped. They gripped 
ails, they had wound ropes’-ends under tlieir arms; 
hey clutched ringbolts, they crawled in heaps where 
here was foothold; they held on with both arms, hooked 
hcmselves to anything to windward with elbows, with 
:hiiis, almost with their teeth; and some, unable to crawl 
ivvay from where they had been flung, felt the sea leap 
ip, striking against their backs as they struggled up 
vards. Singleton had stuck to the wheel. His hair flew 
)ut in the wind; the gale seemed to take its life-long 
idv(>isary by the beard and shake his old head. He 
vouldn't let go, and, with his knees forced between the 
pokes, flew up and down like a man on a bough. As 
^eath appeared unready, they began to look about. 
Donkin, caught by one foot in a loop of some rope, 
linng, head down, below us, and yelled, with his face 
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to the deck: “Cut! Cut!” Two men lowered themselves 
cautiously to him; others hauled on the rope. They 
caught him up, shoved him into a safer place, held him. 
He shouted curses at the master, shook his fist at him 
with horrible blasphemies, called upon us in filthy words 
to “Cut! Don’t mind that murdering fool! Cut, some of 
you!” One of his rescuers struck him a backhanded blow 
over the mouth; his head banged on the deck, and he 
became suddenly very quiet, with a white face, breath- 
ing hard, and with a few drops of blood trickling from 
his cut lip. On the lee side another man could be seen 
stretched out as if stunned; only the washboard pre- 
vented him from going over the side. It was the steward 
We had to sling him up like a bale, for he was paralyzed 
with fright. He had rushed up out of the pantry when ' 
he felt the ship go over, and had rolled down helplessly, 
clutching a china mug. It was not broken. With diffi- 
culty we tore it from him, and when he saw it in our 
hands he was amazed. “Where did you get that thing?” 
he kept on asking, in a trembling voice. His shirt was 
blown to shreds; the ripped sleeves flapped like wings. 
Two men made him fast, and, doubled over the rope 
that held him, he resembled a bundle of wet rags. Mr. 
Baker crawled along the line of men, asking; “Are you 
all there?” and looking them over. Some blinked va- 
cantly, others shook convulsively; Wamibo s head hung ' 
over his breast; and in painful attitudes, cut by lashings, 
exhausted with clutching, screwed up in corners, they 
breathed heavily. Their lips twitched, and at every 
sickening heave of the overturned ship they opened 
them wide as if to shout. The cook, embracing a wooden 
stanchion, unconsciously repeated a prayer. In every 
short interval of the fiendish noises around he could be 
heard there, without cap or slippers, imploring in that 
storm the Master of our lives not to lead him into temp- 



tation. Soon he also became silent. In all that crowd of 
cold and hungry men, waiting wearily for a violent 
death, not a voice was heard; they were mute, and in 
somber thoughtfulness listened to the horrible impreca- 
tions of the gale. 

Hours passed. They were sheltered by the heavy in- 
clination of the ship from the wind that rushed in one 
long unbroken moan above their heads, but cold rain 
showers fell at times into the uneasy calm of their refuge. 
Under the torment of that new infliction a pair of shoul- 
ders would writhe a little. Teeth chattered. The sky was 
clearing, and bright sunshine gleamed over the ship. 
After every burst of battering seas, vivid and fleeting 
rainbows arched over the drifting hull in the flick of 
sprays. The gale was ending in a clear blow, which 
gleamed and cut like a knife. Between two bearded 
shellbacks Charley, fastened with somebody’s long muf- 
fler to a deck ringbolt, wept quietly, with rare tears 
wrung out by bewilderment, cold, hunger, and general 
misery. One of his neighbors punched him in the ribs, 
asking roughly: “What’s the matter with your cheek? 
In fine weather there’s no holding you, youngster.” Turn- 
ing about with prudence he worked himself out of his 
coat and threw it over the boy. The other man closed 
up, muttering; “ ’Twill make a bloomin’ man of you, 
sonny.” They flung their arms over and pressed against 
him. Charley drew his feet up and his eyelids dropped. 
Sighs were heard, as men, perceiving that they were 
not to be “drowned in a hurry,” tried easier positions. 
Mr. Creighton, who had hurt his leg, lay amongst us 
with compressed lips. Some fellows belonging to bis 
watch set about securing him better. Without a word or 
a glance he lifted his arms one after another to facilitate 
the operation, and not a muscle moved in his stern, 
young face. They asked him with solicitude: '‘Easier 



now, sir?” He answered with a curt: “That’ll do.” He 
was a hard young officer, but many of his watch used 
to say they liked him well enough because he had “such 
a gentlemanly way of damning us up and down the 
deck.” Others, unable to discern such fine shades of re- 
finement, respected him for his smartness. For the first 
time since the ship had gone on her beam ends Captain 
Allistoun gave a short glance down at his men. He was 
almost upright — one foot against the side of the sky- 
light, one knee on the deck; and with the end of the 
vang round his waist swung back and forth with his 
gaze fixed ahead, watchful, like a man looking out for 
a sign. Before his eyes the ship, with half her deck be- 
low water, rose and fell on heavy seas that rushed from 
under her flashing in the cold sunshine. We began to 
think she was wonderfully buoyant — considering. Con- 
fident voices were heard shouting: “She’ll do, boys!” 
Belfast exclaimed with fervor: “I would giv’ a month’s 
pay for a draw at a pipe!” One or two, passing dry 
tongues on their salt lips, muttered something about a 
“drink of water.” The cook, as if inspired, scrambled up 
with his breast against the poop water cask and looked 
in. There was a little at the bottom. He yelled, waving 
his arms, and two men began to crawl backwards and 
forwards with the mug. We had a good mouthful all 
round. The master shook his head impatiently, refusing. 
When it came to Charley one of his neighbors shouted: 
“That bloomin’ boy’s asleep.” He slept as though he had 
been dosed with narcotics. They let him be. Singleton 
held to the wheel with one hand while he drank, bend- 
ing down to shelter his lips from the wind. Wamibo had 
to be poked and yelled at before he saw the mug held 
before his eyes, Knowles said sagaciously: “It’s better’n 
a tot o’ rum.” Mr. Baker grunted: “Thank ye.” Mr. 
Creighton drank and nodded. Donkin gulped greedily, 
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glaring over the rim. Belfast made us laugh when with 
grimacing mouth he shouted: “Pass it this way. Were 
all taytottlers here.” The master, presented with the 
mug again by a crouching man, who screamed up at 
him: “We all had a drink, captain,” groped for it with- 
out ceasing to look ahead, and handed it back stiffly as 
though he could not spare half a glance away from the 
ship. Faces brightened. We shouted to the cook: “Well 
done, doctor!” He sat to leeward, propped by the water 
cask and yelled back abundantly, but the seas were 
breaking in thunder just then, and we only caught 
snatches that sounded like: “Providence” and “born 
again.” He was at his old game of preaching. We made 
friendly but derisive gestures at him, and from below 
he lifted one arm, holding on with the other, moved his 
lips; he beamed up to us, straining his voice — earnest, 
and ducking his head before the sprays. 

Suddenly someone cried: “Where’s Jimmy?” and we 
were appalled once more. On the end of the row the 
boatswain shouted hoarsely: “Has anyone seed him 
come out?” Voices exclaimed dismally: “Drowned — is 
he? ... No! In his cabin! . . . Good Lord! . . . Caught 
like a bloomin’ rat in a trap. . . . Couldn’t open his 
door . . . Aye! She went over too quick and the water 
jammed it. . . . Poor beggar! . . . No help for ’im. . . . 
Let’s go and see ...” “Damn him, who could go?” 
screamed Donkin. “Nobody expects you to,” growled 
the man next to him; “you’re only a thing.” “Is there 
half a chance to get at ’im?” inquired two or three men 
together. Belfast untied himself with blind impetuosity, 
and all at once shot down to leeward quicker than a 
flash of lightning. We shouted all together with dismay; 
but with his legs overboard he held and yelled for a 
rope. In our extremity nothing could be terrible; so we 
judged him funny kicking there, and with his scared 
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face. Someone began to laugh, and, as if hysterically in- 
fected with screaming merriment, all those haggard men 
went off laughing, wild-eyed, like a lot of maniacs tied 
up on a wall. Mr. Baker swung off the binnacle-stand 
and tendered him one leg. He scrambled up rather 
scared, and consigning us with abominable words to the 
“divvle.” “You are . . . Ough! Youre a foul-mouthed 
beggar, Craik,” grunted Mr. Baker. He answered, stut- 
tering with indignation: “Look at ’em, sorr. The bloomin’ 
dirty images! Laughing at a chum going overboard. 
Call themselves men, too.” But from the break of the 
poop the boatswain called out: “Come along,” and Bel- 
fast crawled away in a hurry to join him. The five men, 
poised and gazing over the edge of the poop, looked for 
the best way to get forward. They seemed to hesitate. 
The others, twisting in their lashings, turning painfully, 
stared with open lips. Captain Allistoun saw nothing; 
he seemed with his eyes to hold the ship up in a super- 
human concentration of effort. The wind screamed loud 
in sunshine; columns of spray rose straight up; and in 
the glitter of rainbows bursting over the trembling hull 
the men went over cautiously, disappearing from sight 
with deliberate movements. 

They went swinging from belaying pin to cleat above 
the seas that beat the half-submerged deck. Their toes 
scraped the planks. Lumps of green cold water toppled 
over the bulwark and on their heads. They hung for a 
moment on strained arms, with the breath knocked out 
of them, and with closed eyes — then, letting go with 
one hand, balanced with lolling heads, trying to grab 
some rope or stanchion further forward. The long-armed 
and athletic boatswain swung quickly, gripping things 
with a fist hard as iron, and remembering suddenly 
snatches of the last letter from his “old woman.” Little 
Belfast scrambled rageously, muttering “cursed nigger.” 
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Wamibo’s tongue hung out with excitement; and Archie, 
intrepid and calm, watched his chance to move with in- 
telligent coolness. 

When above the side of the house, they let go one 
after another, and falling heavily, sprawled, pressing 
their palms to the smooth teakwood. Round them the 
backwash of waves seethed white and hissing. All the 
doors had become trap doors, of course. The first was 
the galley door. The galley extended from side to side, 
and they could hear the sea splashing with hollow 
noises in there. The next door was that of the carpenter s 
shop. They lifted it, and looked down. The room seemed 
to have been devastated by an earthquake. Everything 
in it had tumbled on the bulkhead facing the door, and 
on the other side of that bulkhead there was Jimmy, 
dead or alive. The bench, a half-finished meat-safe, 
saws, chisels, wire rods, axes, crowbars lay in a heap 
besprinkled with loose nails. A sharp adz stuck up with 
a shining edge that gleamed dangerously down there 
like a wicked smile. The men clung to one another peer- 
ing. A sickening, sly lurch of the ship nearly sent them 
overboard in a body. Belfast howled “Here goes!” and 
leaped down. Archie followed cannily, catching at 
shelves that gave way with him, and eased himself in 
a great crash of ripped wood. There was hardly room 
for three men to move. And in the sunshiny blue square 
of the door, the boatswain’s face, bearded and dark, 
Wamibo’s face, wild and pale, hung over — ^watching. 

Together they shouted: “Jimmy! Jim!” From above 
the boatswain contributed a deep growl; "'You. . . . 
Wait!” In a pause, Belfast entreated: “Jimmy, darlin , 
are ye aloive?” The boatswain said: “Again! All to- 
gether, boys!” All yelled excitedly. Wamibo made noises 
resembling loud barks. Belfast drummed on the side of 
the bulkhead with a piece of iron. All ceased suddenly. 
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The sound of screaming and hammering went on thin 
and distinct — like a solo after a chorus. He was alive. 
He was screaming and knocking below us with the 
hurry of a man prematurely shut up in a coffin. Wc 
went to work. We attacked with desperation the abomi- 
nable heap of things heavy, of things sharp, of things 
clumsy to handle. The boatswain crawled away to find 
somewhere a flying end of a rope; and Wamibo, held 
back by shouts; “Don’t jumpi . . . Don’t come in here, 
muddlehead!” — ^remained glaring above us — ^all shin- 
ing eyes, gleaming fangs, tumbled hair; resembling an 
amazed and half-witted fiend gloating over the extraor- 
dinary agitation of the damned. The boatswain adjured 
us to "bear a hand,” and a rope descended. We made 
things fast to it and they went up spinning, never to be 
seen by man again. A rage to fling things overboard 
possessed us. We worked fiercely, cutting our hands, 
and speaking brutally to one another. Jimmy kept up a 
distracting row; he screamed piercingly, without draw- 
ing breath, like a tortured woman; he banged with 
hands and feet. The agony of his fear wrung our hearts 
so terribly that we longed to abandon him, to get out 
of that place deep as a well and swaying like a tree, to 
get out of his hearing, back on the poop where we could 
wait passively for death in incomparable repose. We 
shouted to him to "shut up, for God’s sake.” He re- 
doubled his cries. He must have fancied we could not 
hear him. Probably he heard his own clamor but faintly. 
We could picture him crouching on the edge of the 
upper berth, letting out with both fists at the wood, in 
the dark, and with his mouth wide open for that un- 
ceasing cry. Those were loathsome moments. A cloud 
driving across the sun would darken the doorway men- 
acingly. Every movement of the ship was pain. We 
scrambled about with no room to breathe, and felt 



THE NIGGER OE THE “NARCISSUS” 555 

frightfully sick. The boatswain yelled down at us: “Bear 
a hand! Bear a hand! We two will be washed away from 
here directly if you ain’t quick!” Three times a sea 
leaped over the high side and flung bucketfuls of water 
on our heads. Then Jimmy, startled by the shock, would 
stop his noise for a moment — ^waiting for the ship to 
sink, perhaps — and began again, distressingly loud, as 
if invigorated by the gust of fear. At the bottom the nails 
lay in a layer several inches thick. It was ghastly. Every 
nail in the world, not driven in firmly somewhere, seemed 
to have found its way into that carpenter’s shop. There 
they were, of all kinds, the remnants of stores from 
seven voyages. Tin-tacks, copper tacks (sharp as nee- 
dles), pump nails, with big heads, like tiny iron mush- 
rooms; nails without any heads (homble); French nails 
polished and slim. They lay in a solid mass more in- 
abordable than a hedgehog. We hesitated, yearning for 
a shovel, while Jimmy below us yelled as though he had 
been flayed. Groaning, we dug our fingers in, and very 
much hurt, shook our hands, scattering nails and drops 
of blood. We passed up our hats full of assorted nails to 
the boatswain, who, as if performing a mysterious and 
appeasing rite, cast them wide upon a raging sea. 

We got to the bulkhead at last. Those were stout 
planks. She was a ship, well finished in every detail — 
the Narcissus was. They were the stoutest planks ever 
put into a ship s bulkhead — ^we thought — and then we 
perceived that, in our hurry, we had sent all the tools 
overboard. Absurd little Belfast wanted to break it 
down with his own weight, and with both feet leaped 
straight up like a springbok, cursing the Clyde ship- 
wrights for not scamping their work. Incidentally he 
reviled all North Britain, the rest of the earth, the sea 
— and all his companions. He swore, as he alighted 
heavily on his heels, that he would never, never any 
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more associate with any fool that “hadn’t savvy enough 
to know his knee from his elbow.” He managed by 
his thumping to scare the last remnant of wits out of 
Jimmy. We could hear the object of our exasperated 
solicitude darting to and fro under the planks. He had 
cracked his voice at last, and could only squeak misera- 
bly. His back or else his head rubbed the planks, now 
here, now there, in a puzzling manner. He squeaked as 
he dodged the invisible blows. It was more heartrending 
even than his yells. Suddenly Archie produced a crow- 
bar. He had kept it back; also a small hatchet. We 
howled with satisfaction. He struck a mighty blow and 
small chips flew at our eyes. The boatswain above 
shouted: “Look out! Look out there. Don’t kill the man. 
Easy does it!” Wamibo, maddened with excitement, 
hung head down and insanely urged us: “Hoo! Strook 
’im! Hoo! Hoo!” We were afraid he would fall in and 
kill one of us and, hurriedly we entreated the boat- 
swain to “shove the blamed Finn overboard.” Then, all 
together, we yelled down at the planks; “Stand from 
under! Get forward,” and listened. We only heard the 
deep hum and moan of the wind above us, the mingled 
roar and hiss of the seas. The ship, as if overcome with 
despair, wallowed lifelessly, and our heads swam with 
that unnatural motion. Belfast clamored: “For the love 
of God, Jimmy, where are ye? . . . Knock! Jimmy darlint! 
. . . Knock! You bloody black beast! Knock!” He was 
as quiet as a dead man inside a grave; and, like men 
standing above a grave, we were on the verge of tears 
— ^but with vexation, the strain, the fatigue; with the 
great longing to be done with it, to get away, and lay 
down to rest somewhere where we could see our dan- 
ger and breathe. Archie shouted: “Gi e me room!” We 
crouched behind him, guarding our heads, and he struck 
time after time in the joint of planks. They cracked. 



Suddenly the crowbar went halfway in through a splin- 
tered oblong hole. It must have missed Jimmy’s head 
by less than an inch. Archie withdrew it quickly, and 
that infamous nigger rushed at the hole, put his lips to 
it, and whispered “Help” in an almost extinct voice; he 
pressed his head to it, trying madly to get out through 
that opening one inch wide and three inches long. In 
our disturbed state we were absolutely paralyzed by his 
incredible action. It seemed impossible to drive him 
away. Even Aj-chie at last lost his composure. “If ye 
don’t clear oot I’ll drive the crowbar thro’ your head,”^ 
he shouted in a determined voice. He meant what he 
said, and his earnestness seemed to make an impression 
on Jimmy. He disappeared suddenly, and we set to 
prizing and tearing at the planks with the eagerness of 
men trying to get at a mortal enemy, and spurred by 
the desire to tear him limb from limb. The wood splits 
cracked, gave way. Belfast plunged in head and shoul- 
ders and groped viciously. “I’ve got ’imi Got ’im,” he 
shouted. “Oh! There! . . . He’s gone; I’ve got ’im! . . • 
Pull at my legs! . . . Pull!” Wamibo hooted unceas- 
ingly. The boatswain shouted directions: “Catch hold of 
his hair, Belfast; pull straight up, you two! . . . Pull 
fair!” We pulled fair. We pulled Belfast out with a jerk, 
and dropped him with disgust. In a sitting posture, 
purple-faced, he sobbed despairingly: “How can I hold 
on to ’is blooming short wool?” Suddenly Jimmy’s head 
and shoulders appeared. He stuck halfway, and with 
rolling eyes foamed at our feet. We flew at him with 
brutal impatience, we tore the shirt off his back, we 
tugged at his ears, we panted over him; and all at once 
he came away in our hands as though somebody had 
let go his legs. With the same movement, without a 
pause, we swung him up. His breath whistled, he kicked 
our upturned faces, he grasped two pairs of arms above 



his head, and he squirmed up with such precipitation 
that he seemed positively to escape from our hands like 
a bladder full of gas. Streaming with perspiration, we 
swarmed up the rope, and, coming into the blast of 
cold wind, gasped like men plunged into icy water. 
With burning faces we shivered to the very marrow of 
our bones. Never before had the gale seemed to us more 
furious, the sea more mad, the sunshine more merciless 
and mocking, and the position of the ship more hopeless 
and appalling. Every movement of her was ominous 
of the end of her agony and of the beginning of ours. 
We staggered away from the door, and, alarmed by a 
sudden roll, fell down in a bunch. It appeared to us that 
the side of the house was more smooth than glass and 
more slippery than ice. There was nothing to hang on 
to but a long brass hook used sometimes to keep back 
an open door. Wamibo held on to it and we held on to 
Wamibo, clutching our Jimmy. He had completely col- 
lapsed now. He did not seem to have the strength to 
close his hand. We stuck to him blindly in our fear. We 
were not afraid of Wamibo letting go (we remembered 
that the brute was stronger than any three men in the 
.ship), but we were afraid of the hook giving way, and 
we also believed that the ship had made up her mind 
to turn over at last. But she didn't. A sea swept over 
us. The boatswain spluttered: “Up and away. There's 
a lull. Away aft with you, or we will all go to the devil 
here." We stood up surrounding Jimmy. We begged 
him to hold up, to hold on, at least. He glared with his 
bulging eyes, mute as a fish, and with all the stiffening 
knocked out of him. He wouldn't stand; he wouldn't 
even as much as clutch at our necks; he was only a cold 
black skin loosely stuffed with soft cotton wool; his arms 
and legs swung jointless and pliable; his head rolled 
about; the lower lip hung down, enormous and heavy. 
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We pressed round him, bothered and dismayed; shelter- 
ing him we swung here and there in a body; and on the 
very brink of eternity we tottered all together with con- 
cealing and absurd gestures, like a lot of drunken men 
embarrassed with a stolen corpse. 

Something had to be done. We had to get him aft. 
A rope was tied slack under his armpits, and, reaching 
up at the risk of our lives, we hung him on the foresheet 
cleat. He emitted no sound; he looked as ridiculously 
lamentable as a doll that had lost half its sawdust, and 
we started on our perilous journey over the main deck, 
dragging along with care that pitiful, that limp, that 
hateful burden. He was not very heavy, but had he 
vv^eighed a ton he could not have been more awkward 
to handle. We literally passed him from hand to hand. 
Now and then we had to hang him up on a handy belay- 
ing pin, to draw a breath and reform the line. Had the 
pin broken he would have irretrievably gone into the 
Southern Ocean, but he had to take his chance of that; 
and after a little while, becoming apparently aware of 
it, he groaned slightly, and with a great effort whispered 
a few words. We listened eagerly. He was reproaching 
us with our carelessness in letting him run such risks: 
“Now, after I got myself out from there,” he breathed 
out weakly. “There” was his cabin. And he got himself 
out. We had nothing to do with it apparently! . . . No 
matter. . . . We went on and let him take his chances, 
simply because we could not help it; for though at that 
time we hated him more than ever — ^more than anything 
under heaven — ^we did not want to lose him. We had 
so far saved him; and it had become a personal matter 
between us and the sea. We meant to stick to him. Had 
we (by an incredible hypothesis) undergone similar 
toil and trouble for an empty cask, that cask would have 
become as precious to us as Jimmy was. More precious, 
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in fact, because we would have had no reason to hate 
the cask. And we hated James Wait. We could not get 
rid of the monstrous suspicion that this astounding 
black man was shamming sick, had been malingering 
heartlessly in the face of our toil, of our scorn, of our 
patience — and now was malingering in the face of our 
devotion — ^in the face of death. Our vague and imper- 
fect morality rose with disgust at his unmanly lie. But 
he stuck to it manfully — amazingly. No! It couldn't be. 
He was at all extremity. His cantankerous temper was 
only the result of the provoking invincibleness of that 
death he felt by his side. Any man may be angry with 
such a masterful chum. But, then, what kind of men 
were we — ^with our thoughts! Indignation and doubt 
grappled within us in a scuffle that trampled upon the 
finest of our feelings. And we hated him because of the 
suspicion; we detested him because of the doubt. We 
could not scorn him safely — ^neither could we pity him 
without risk to our dignity. So we hated him, and passed 
him carefully from hand to hand. We cried, “Got him?” 
“Yes. All right. Let go." And he swung from one enemy 
to another, showing about as much life as an old bolster 
would do. His eyes made two narrow white slits in the 
black face. He breathed slowly, and the air escaped 
through his lips with a noise like the sound of bellows. 
We reached the poop ladder at last, and it being a com- 
paratively safe place, we lay for a moment in an ex- 
hausted heap to rest a little. He began to mutter. We 
were always incurably anxious to hear what he had to 
say. This time he mumbled peevishly, “It took you some 
time to come. I began to think the whole smart lot of 
you had been washed overboard. What kept you back? 
Hey? Funk?” We said nothing. With sighs we started 
again to drag him up. The secret and ardent desire of 
^ur hearts was the desire to beat him viciously with our 
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fists about the head: and we handled him as tenderly as 
though he had been made of glass. . . . 

The return on the poop was like the return of wan- 
derers after many years amongst people marked by the 
desolation of time. Eyes were turned slowly in their 
sockets glancing at us. Faint murmurs were heard, 
^‘Have you got ’im after all?” The well-known faces 
looked strange and familiar; they seemed faded and 
grimy; they had a mingled expression of fatigue and 
eagerness. They seemed to have become much thinner 
during our absence, as if all these men had been starv- 
ing for a long time in their abandoned attitudes. The 
captain, with a round turn of a rope on his wrist, and 
kneeling on one knee, swung with a face cold and stiff; 
but with living eyes he was still holding the ship up, 
heeding no one, as if lost in the unearthly effort of that 
endeavor. We fastened up James Wait in a safe place. 
Mr. Baker scrambled along to lend a hand. Mr. Creigh- 
ton, on his back, and very pale, muttered, ‘‘Well done,” 
and gave us, Jimmy and the sky, a scornful glance, then 
closed his eyes slowly. Here and there a man stirred 
a little, but most remained apathetic, in cramped posi- 
tions, muttering between shivers. The sun was setting. 
A sun enormous, unclouded and red, declining low as 
if bending down to look into their faces. The wind 
whistled across long sunbeams that, resplendent and 
cold, struck full on the dilated pupils of staring eyes 
without making them wink. The wisps of hair and the 
tangled beards were gray with the salt of the sea. The 
faces were earthly, and the dark patches under the eyes 
extended to the ears, smudged into the hollows of 
sunken cheeks. The lips were livid and thin, and when 
they moved it was with difficulty, as though they had 
been glued to the teeth. Some grinned sadly in the sun- 
light, shaking with cold. Others were sad and still > 
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Charley, subdued by the sudden disclosure of the in- 
significance of his youth, darted fearful glances. The 
two smooth-faced Norwegians resembled decrepit chil- 
dren, staring stupidly. To leeward, on the edge of the 
horizon, black seas leaped up towards the glowing sun. 
It sank slowly, round and blazing, and the crests of 
waves splashed on the edge of the luminous circle. One 
of the Norwegians appeared to catch sight of it, and, 
after giving a violent start, began to speak. His voice, 
startling the others, made them stir. They moved their 
heads stiffly, or turning with difficulty, looked at him 
with surprise, with fear, or in grave silence. He chat- 
tered at the setting sun, nodding his head, while the 
big seas began to roll across the crimson disc; and over 
miles of turbulent waters the shadows of high waves 
swept with a running darkness the faces of men. A 
crested roller broke with a loud hissing roar, and the 
sun, as if put out, disappeared. The chattering voice 
faltered, went out together with the light. There were 
sighs. In the sudden lull that follows the crash of a 
broken sea a man said wearily, “Here's that blooming 
Dutchman gone off his chump." A seaman, lashed by 
the middle, tapped the deck with his open hand with 
unceasing quick flaps. In the gathering grayness of twi- 
light a bulky form was seen rising aft, and began march- 
ing on all fours with the movements of some big cautious 
beast. It was Mr. Baker passing along the line of men. 
He grunted encouragingly over everyone, felt their 
fastenings. Some, with half-open eyes, puffed like men 
oppressed by heat; others mechanically and in dreamy 
voices answered him, “Aye! aye! sir!" He went from one 
to another grunting, “Ough! . . . See her through it 
yet"; and unexpectedly, with loud angry outbursts, blew 
up Knowles for cutting off a long piece from the fall of 
the relieving tackle. “Ough! — ^Ashamed of yourself — 



Relieving tackle — Don't you know betterl — Ough! — 
Able seaman! Ough!” The lame man was crushed. He 
muttered, “Get som'think for a lashing for myself, sir.” 
‘Ough! Lashing — ^yourself. Are you a tinker or a sailor 
— ^What? Ough! — May want that tackle directly — Ough! 
— More use to the ship than your lame carcass. Ough! — 
Keep it! — Keep it, now you Ve done it.” He crawled 
away slowly, muttering to himself about some men 
being “worse than children.” It had been a comforting 
row. Low exclamations were heard: “Hallo . . . Hallo.” 
, . . Those who had been painfully dozing asked with 
convulsive starts, “What's up? . . . What is it?” The an- 
swers came with unexpected cheerfulness: “The mate 
is going bald-headed for lame Jack about something or 
other.” “No!” . . . “What 'as he done?” Someone even 
chuckled. It was like a whiff of hope, like a reminder 
lof safe days. Donkin who had been stupefied with fear, 
revived suddenly and began to shout: “ 'Ear 'im; that's 
the way they tawlk to hus. Vy donch 'ee 'it 'im — one 
ov ycr? Tt 'im. 'It 'im! Cornin' the mate hover hus. We 
are as good men as 'eel We're hall goin' to 'ell now. We 
' ve been starved in this rotten ship, an' now we're goin' 
!o be drowned for them black-'earted bullies! 'It 'im!” 
iic shrieked in the deepening gloom, he blubbered and 
sobbed, screaming: “ 'It 'im! 'It 'im!” The rage and fear 
01 his disregarded right to live tried the steadfastness of 
hearts more than the menacing shadows of the night 
that advanced through the unceasing clamor of the 
gale. From aft Mr. Baker was heard: “Is one of you men 
going to stop him — must I come along?” “Shut up!” 
. . . “Keep quiet!” cried various voices, exasperated, 
hembling with cold. “You'll get one across the mug 
from me directly,” said an invisible seaman, in a weary 
tone, ‘T won't let the mate have the trouble.” He ceased 
and lay still with the silence of despair. On the black 



sky the stars, coming out, gleamed over an inky sea 
that, speckled with foam, flashed back at them the 
evanescent and pale light of a dazzling whiteness born 
from the black turmoil of the waves. Remote in the 
eternal calm they glittered hard and cold above the 
uproar of the earth; they surrounded the vanquished 
and tormented ship on all sides: more pitiless than the 
eyes of a triumphant mob, and as unapproachable as 
the hearts of men. 

The icy south wind howled exultingly under the 
somber splendor of the sky. The cold shook the men 
with a resistless violence as though it had tried to shake 
them to pieces. Short moans were swept unheard off 
the stiff lips. Some complained in mutters of ‘not feel- 
ing themselves below the waist”; while those who had 
closed their eyes, imagined they had a block of ice on 
their chests. Others, alarmed at not feeling any pain in 
their fingers, beat the deck feebly with their hands — 
obstinate and exhausted. Wamibo stared vacant and 
dreamy. The Scandinavians kept on a meaningless mut- 
ter through chattering teeth. The spare Scotchmen, with 
determined efforts, kept their lower jaws still. The West- 
country men lay big and stolid in an invulnerable surli- 
ness. A man yawned and swore in turns. Another 
breathed with a rattle in his throat. Two elderly hard- 
weather shellbacks, fast side by side, whispered ^smally 
to one another about the landlady of a boardinghouse 
in Sunderland, whom they both knew. They extolled her 
motherliness and her liberality; they tried to talk about 
the joint of beef and the big fire in the downstairs 
kitchen. The words dying faintly on their lips, ended in 
light sighs. A sudden voice cried into the cold night, 
"Oh Lord!” No one changed his position or took any 
notice of the cry. One or two passed, with a repeated 
and vague gesture, their hand over their faces, but most 



of them kept very still. In the benumbed immobility of 
their bodies they were excessively wearied by their 
thoughts, that rushed with the rapidity and vividness 
of dreams. Now and then, by an abrupt and startling 
exclamation, they answered the weird hail of some il- 
lusion; then, again, in silence contemplated the vision 
of known faces and familiar things. They recalled the 
aspect of forgotten shipmates and heard the voice of 
dead and gone skippers. They remembered the noise of 
gaslit streets, the steamy heat of taprooms, or the scorch- 
ing sunshine of calm days at sea. 

Mr. Baker left his insecure place, and crawled, with 
stoppages, along the poop. In the dark and on all fours 
he resembled some carnivorous animal prowling amongst 
corpses. At the break, propped to windward of a stan- 
chion, he looked down on the main deck. It seemed to 
him that the ship had a tendency to stand up a httle 
more. The wind had eased a little, he thought, but the 
sea rail as high as ever. The waves foamed viciously, 
and the lee side of the deck disappeared under a hissing 
whiteness as of boiling milk, while the rigging sang 
steadily with a deep vibrating note, and, at every up- 
ward swing of the ship, the wind rushed with a long- 
drawn clamor amongst the spars. Mr. Baker watched 
very still. A man near him began to make a blabbing 
noise with his lips, all at once and very loud, as though 
the cold had broken brutally through him. He went on: 
— ^‘'Ba — ^ba — ^ba — ^brr — ^brr — ba — ^ba.” ‘‘Stop that!” cried 
Mr. Baker, groping in the dark. “Stop it!” He went on 
shaking the leg he found under his hand. “What is it, 
sir?’’ called out Belfast, in the tone of a man awakened 
suddenly; “we are looking after that 'ere Jimmy.” “Are 
you? Oughl Don't make that row then. Who's that near 
you?” “It's me — the boatswain, sir,” growled the West- 
country man; “we are trying to keep life in that pool 



devil.” “Aye, aye!” said Mr. Baker. “Do it quietly, can’t 
you.” “He wants us to hold him up above the rail,” 
went on the boatswain, with irritation, “says he can’t 
breathe here under our jackets.” “If we lift ’im, we drop 
’im overboard,” said another voice, “we can’t feel our 
hands with cold.” “I don’t care. I am choking!” ex- 
claimed James Wait in a clear tone. “Oh, no, my son,” 
said the boatswain, desperately, “you don’t go till we all 
go on this fine night.” “You will see yet many a worse,” 
said Mr. Baker, cheerfully. “It’s no child’s play, sir!’ 
answered the boatswain. “Some of us further aft, here, 
are in a pretty bad way.” “If the blamed sticks had been 
cut out of her she would be running along on her bottom 
now like any decent ship, an’ giv’ us all a chance,” said 
someone, with a sigh. “The old man wouldn’t have it 
. . . much he cares for us,” whispered another. “Care 
for you!” exclaimed Mr. Baker, angrily, “Why should he 
care for you? Are you a lot of women passengers to be 
taken care of? We are here to take care of the ship — and 
some of you ain’t up to that. Ought . . . What have 
you done so very smart to be taken care of? Ought . , . 
Some of you can t stand a bit of a breeze without crying 
over it.” “Come, sorr. We ain’t so bad,” protested Bel- 
fast, in a voice shaken by shivers; “we aint . . . brrr. 
. . “Again,” shouted the mate, grabbing at the 
shadowy form; “again! . . . Why, you’re in your shirt! 
What have you done?” “I’ve put my oilskin and jacket 
over that half-dead nayggur — and he says he chokes,” 
said Belfast, complainingly. “You wouldn’t call me nig- 
ger if I wasn’t half dead, you Irish beggar!” boomed 
James Wait, vigorously. “You . . . brrr. . . . You 
wouldn’t be white if you were ever so well ... I will 
fight you . . . brrrr ... in fine weather . . . brrr . . . 
with one hand tied behind my back , . . brrrrrr. • . 
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‘1 don t want your rags — I want air/’ gasped out the 
other faintly, as if suddenly exhausted. 

The sprays swept over whistling and pattering. Men 
disturbed in their peaceful torpor by the pain of quar- 
relsome shouts, moaned, muttering curses. Mr. Baker 
crawled off a little way to leeward where a water cask 
loomed up big, with something white against it. ‘Ts it 
you, Podmore?” asked Mr. Baker. He had to repeat the 
question twice before the cook turned, coughing feebly. 
“Yes, sir. IVe been praying in my mind for a quick de- 
liverance; for I am prepared for any call. . . . I — ” 
“Look here, cook,” interrupted Mr. Baker, “the men are 
perishing with cold.” “Coldl” said the cook, mournfully; 
“they will be warm enough before long.” “What?” asked 
Mr. Baker, looking along the deck into the faint sheen 
of frothing water. “They are a wicked lot,” continued 
the cook solemnly, but in an unsteady voice, “about as 
wicked as any ship’s company in this sinful world! Now, 
I” — ^he trembled so that he could hardly speak; his was 
an exposed place, and in a cotton shirt, a thin pair of 
trousers, and with his knees under his nose, he received, 
quaking, the flicks of stinging, salt drops; his voice 
sounded exhausted — “now, I — any time. . . . My eld- 
est youngster, Mr, Baker ... a clever boy . . . last 
Sunday on shore before this voyage he wouldn't go to 
church, sir. Says I, *You go and clean yourself, or I’ll 
know the reason why!’ What does he do? . . . Pond, 
Mr. Baker — fell into the pond in his best rig, sir! . . , 
Accident? . . . ‘Nothing will save you, fine scholar 
though you are!’ says I. . . . Accident! ... I whopped 
him, sir, till I couldn’t lift my arm. . . /’ His voice 
faltered. “I whopped ’im!” he repeated, rattUng his 
teeth; then, after a while, let out a mournful sound that 
was half a groan, half a snore. Mr. Baker shook him by 
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the shoulders. “Hey! Cook! Hold up, Podmore! Tell me 
— ^is there any fresh water in the galley tank? The ship 
is lying along less, I think; I would try to get forward. 
A little water would do them good. Hallo! Look out! 
Look out!” The cook struggled. “Not you, sir — ^not you!” 
He began to scramble to windward. “Galley! . . . my 
business!” he shouted. “Cook’s going crazy now,” said 
several voices. He yelled: “Crazy, am I? I am more 
ready to die than any of you, officers incloosive — there! 
As long as she swims I will cook! I will get you coffee.” 
“Cook, ye are a gentleman!” cried Belfast. But the cook 
was already going over the weather ladder. He stopped 
for a moment to shout back on the poop: “As long as she 
swims I will cook!” and disappeared as though he had 
gone overboard. Tlie men who had heard sent after him 
a cheer that sounded like a wail of sick children. An 
hour or more afterwards someone said distinctly: “He^s 
gone for good,” “Very likely,” assented the boatswain; 
“even in fine weather he was as smart about the deck as 
a milch cow on her first voyage. We ought to go and 
see.” Nobody moved. As the hours dragged slowly 
through the darkness Mr. Baker crawled back and forth 
along the poop several times. Some men fancied they 
had heard him exchange murmurs with the master, but 
at that time the memories were incomparably more 
vivid than anything actual, and they were not certain 
whether the murmurs were heard now or many years 
ago. They did not try to find out. A mutter more or less 
did not matter. It was too cold for curiosity, and almost 
for hope. They could not spare a moment or a thought 
from the great mental occupation of wishing to live. 
And the desire of life kept them alive, apathetic and 
enduring, under the cruel persistence of wind and cold; 
while the bestarred black dome of the sky revolved 
slowly above the ship, that drifted, bearing their pa- 
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tience and their suflFering, thiough the stormy solitude of 
the sea. 

Huddled close to one another, they fancied them- 
selves utterly alone. They heard sustained loud noises, 
and again bore the pain of existence through long hours 
of profound silence. In the night they saw sunshine, felt 
warmth, and suddenly, with a start, thought that the sun 
would mever rise upon a freezing world. Some heard 
laughter, listened to songs; others, near the end of the 
poop, could hear loud human shrieks, and, opening their 
eyes, were surprised to hear them still, though very 
faint, and far away. The boatswain said: “Why, it’s the 
cook, hailing from forward, I think.” He hardly believed 
his own words or recognized his own voice. It was a 
long time before the man next to him gave a sign of life. 
He punched hard his other neighbor and said: “The 
cooks shouting!” Many did not understand, others did 
not care; the majority further aft did not believe. But 
the boatswain and another man had the pluck to crawl 
away forward to see. They seemed to have been gone 
for hours, and were very soon forgotten. Then suddenly 
men that had been plunged in a hopeless resignation 
became as if possessed with a desire to hurt. They be- 
labored one another with fists. In the darkness they 
struck persistently anything soft they could feel near, 
and, with a greater effort than for a shout, whispered 
excitedly: “They’ve got some hot coffee. . . . Bosun 
got it. . . “No! . . . Where?” . . . “It’s coming! 
Cook made it.” James Wait moaned. Donkin scrambled 
viciously, caring not where he kicked, and anxious that 
the officers should have none of it. It came in a pot, and 
they drank in turns. It was hot, and while it blistered 
the greedy palates, it seemed incredible. The men 
sighed out parting with the mug: “How ’as he done it?” 
Some cried weakly: “Bully for you, doctor!” 
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He had done it somehow. Afterwards Archie de- 
clared that the thing was "meeraculous.” For many days 
we wondered, and it was the one ever-interesting sub- 
ject of conversation to the end of the voyage. We asked 
the cook, in fine weather, how he felt when he saw his 
stove “reared up on end.” We inquired, in the north- 
east trade and on serene evenings, whether he had to 
stand on his head to put things right somewhat. We 
suggested he had used his bread board for a raft, and 
from there comfortably had stoked his grate; and we did 
our best to conceal our admiration under the wit of fine 
irony. He affirmed not to know anything about it, re- 
buked our levity, declared himself, with solemn anima- 
tion, to have been the object of a special mercy for the 
saving of our unholy lives. Fundamentally he was right, 
no doubt; but he need not have been so offensively 
positive about it — ^he need not have hinted so often 
that it would have gone hard with us had he not been 
there, meritorious and pure, to receive the inspiration 
and the strength for the work of grace. Had we been 
saved by his recklessness or his agility, we could have 
at length become reconciled to the fact; but to admit our 
obligation to anybody’s virtue and holiness alone was as 
difficult for us as for any other handful of mankind. Like 
many benefactors of humanity, the cook took himself 
too seriously, and reaped the reward of irreverence. We 
were not ungrateful, however. He remained heroic. His 
saying — the saying of his life — ^became proverbial in 
the mouth of men as are the sayings of conquerors or 
sages. Later on, whenever one of us was puzzled by a 
task and advised to relinquish it, he would express 
his determination to persevere and to succeed by the 
words: “As long as she swims I will cook!” 

The hot drink helped us through the bleak hours that 
precede the dawn. The sky low by the horizon took on 
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the delicate tints of pink and yellow like the inside of a 
rare shell. And higher, where it glowed with a pearly 
sheen, a small black cloud appeared, like a forgotten 
fragment of the night set in a border of dazzling gold. 
The beams of light skipped on the crests of waves. The 
eyes of men turned to the eastward. The sunlight flooded 
their weary faces. They were giving themselves up to 
fatigue as though they had done forever vdth their work. 
On Singleton s black oilskin coat the dried salt glistened 
like hoar frost. He hung on by the wheel, with open and 
lifeless eyes. Captain Allistoun, unblinking, faced the 
rising sun. His lips stirred, opened for the first time in 
twenty-four hours, and with a fresh firm voice he cried, 
‘Wear ship!” 

The commanding sharp tones made all these torpid 
men start like a sudden flick of a whip. Then again, 
motionless where they lay, the force of habit made some 
of them repeat the order in hardly audible murmurs. 
Captain Allistoun glanced down at his crew, and several, 
with fumbling fingers and hopeless movements, tried to 
cast themselves adrift. He repeated impatiently, '‘Wear 
ship. Now then, Mr. Baker, get the men along. What’s 
the matter with them?” ‘Wear ship. Do you hear there? 
Wear ship!” thundered out the boatswain suddenly. His 
\'oice seemed to break through a deadly spell. Men be- 
gan to stir and crawl. ‘T want the fore topmast staysail 
run up smartly,” said the master, very loudly; “if you 
can’t manage it standing up you must do it lying down 
— that’s all. Bear a hand!” “Come along! Let’s give the 
old girl a chance,” urged the boatswain. “Aye! aye! 
Wear ship!” exclaimed quavering voices. The forecastle 
men, with reluctant faces, prepared to go forward. Mr. 
Baker pushed ahead grunting on all fours to show the 
way, and they followed him over the break. The others 
lay still with a vile hope in their hearts of not being re- 
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quired to move till they got saved or drowned in peace. 

After some time they could be seen forward appear- 
ing on the forecastle head, one by one in unsafe atti- 
tudes; hanging on to the rails; clambering over the 
anchors; embracing the arosshead of the windlass or 
hugging the forecapstan. They were restless with stiange 
exertions, waved their arms» knelt, lay flat down, stag- 
gered up, seemed to strive their hardest to go over- 
board. Suddenly a small white piece of canvas fluttered 
amongst them, grew larger, beating. Its narrow head 
rose in jerks — and at last it stood distended and tri- 
angular in the sunshine. “They have done it!” cried the 
voices aft. Captain Allistoun let go the rope he had 
round his wrist and rolled to leeward headlong. He 
could be seen casting the lee main braces off the pins 
v'hile the backwash of waves splashed over him. “Square 
the main yard!” he shouted up to us — ^who stared at him 
in wonder. We hesitated to stir. “The main brace, men. 
Haul! haul anyhow! Lay on your backs and haul!” he 
screeched, half drowned down there. We did not be- 
lieve we could move the main yard, but the strongest 
and the less discouraged tried to execute the order. 
Others assisted halfheartedly. Singletons eyes blazed 
suddenly as he took a fresh grip of the spokes. Captain 
Allistoun fought his way up to windward. “Haul, men! 
Try to move it! Haul, and help the ship.” His hard face 
worked suffused and furious. “Is she going off, Single- 
ton?” he cried. “Not a move yet, sir,” croaked the old 
seaman in a horribly hoarse voice. “Watch the helm, 
Singleton,” spluttered the master. “Haul, men! Have 
you no more strength than rats? Haul, and earn your 
salt.” Mr. Creighton, on his back, with a swollen leg 
and a face as white as a piece of paper, blinked his eyes; 
his bluish lips twitched. In the wild scramble men 
grabbed at him, crawled over his hurt leg, knelt on his 



chest. He kept perfectly still, setting his teeth without a 
moan, without a sigh. The master's ardor, the cries of 
that silent man inspired us. We hauled and hung in 
bunches on the rope. We heard him say with violence 
to Donkin, who sprawled abjectly on his stomach, “I 
will brain you with this belaying pin if you don't catch 
hold of the brace," and that victim of men's injustice, 
cowardly and cheeky, whimpered: “Are you goin' ter 
murder hus now," while with sudden desperation he 
gripped the rope. Men sighed, shouted, hissed meaning- 
less words, groaned. The yards moved, came slowly 
square against the wind, that hummed loudly on the 
yardarms. “Going oflF, sir," shouted Singleton, “she's just 
started." “Catch a turn with that brace. Catch a turn!" 
clamored the master. Mr. Creighton, nearly suffocated 
and unable to move, made a mighty effort, and with his 
left hand managed to nip the rope. “All fast!" cried 
someone. He closed his eyes as if going off into a swoon, 
while huddled together about the brace we watched 
with scared looks what the ship would do now. 

She went off slowly as though she hftd been weary 
and disheartened like the men she carried. She paid 
off very gradually, making us hold our breath till we 
choked, and as soon as she had brought the wind abaft 
the beam she started to move, and fluttered our hearts. 
It was awful to see her, nearly overturned, begin to 
gather way and drag her submerged side through the 
water. The deadeyes of the rigging churned the break- 
ing seas. The lower half of the deck was full of mad 
whirlpools and eddies; and the long line of the lee rail 
could be seen showing black now and then in the swirls 
of a field of foam as dazzling and white as a field of 
snow. The wind sang shrilly amongst the spars; and at 
every slight lurch we expected her to slip to the bottom 
sideways from under our backs. When dead before it 
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she made the first distinct attempt to stand up, and we 
encouraged her with a feeble and discordant howl. A 
great sea came running up aft and hung for a moment 
over us with a curling top; then crashed down under 
the counter and spread out on both sides into a great 
sheet of bursting froth. Above its fierce hiss we heard 
Singletons croak: “She is steering!” He had both his 
feet now planted firmly on the grating, and the wheel 
spun fast as he eased the helm. “Bring the wind on 
port quarter and steady her!” called out the master, 
staggering to his feet, the first man up from amongst our 
prostrate heap. One or two screamed with excitement ; 
“She rises!” Far away forward, Mr. Baker and three 
others were seen erect and black on the clear sky, lift- 
ing their arms, and with open mouths as though they 
had been shouting all togedier. The ship trembled, try- 
ing to lift her side, lurched back, seemed to give up with 
a nerveless dip, and suddenly with an unexpected jerk 
swung violently to windward, as though she had torn 
herself out from a deadly grasp. The whole immense 
volume of water, lifted by her deck, was thrown bodily 
across to starboard. Loud cracks were heard. Iron ports 
breaking open thundered with ringing blows. The water 
topped over the starboard rail with the rush of a river 
falling over a dam. The sea on deck, and the seas on 
every side of her, mingled together in a deafening roar. 
She rolled violently. We got up and were helplessly run 
or flung about from side to side. Men, rolling over and 
over, yelled, “The house will go!” “She clears herself!” 
Lifted by a towering sea she ran along with it for a 
moment, spouting thick streams of water through every 
opening of her wounded sides. The lee braces having 
been carried away or washed off the pins, all the pon- 
derous yards on the fore swung from side to side and 
with appalling rapidity at every roll. The men forward 
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were seen crouching here and there with fearful glances 
upwards at the enormous spars that whirled about over 
their heads. The torn canvas and the ends of broken 
gear streamed in the wind like wisps of hair. Through 
the clear sunshine, over the flashing turmoil and uproar 
of the seas, the ship ran blindly, disheveled and head- 
long, as if fleeing for her life; and on the poop we spun, 
we tottered about, distracted and noisy. We all spoke 
at once in a thin babble; we had the aspect of invalids 
and the gestures of maniacs. Eyes shone, large and hag- 
gard, in smiling, meager faces that seemed to have been 
dusted over with powdered chalk. We stamped, clapped 
our hands, feeling ready to jump and do anything; but 
in reality hardly able to keep on our feet. Captain Allis- 
toun, hard and slim, gesticulated madly from the poop 
at Mr. Baker: “Steady these foreyards! Steady them the 
best you can!” On the main deck, men excited by his 
cries, splashed, dashing aimlessly here and there with 
the foam swirling up to their waists. Apart, far aft, and 
alone by the helm, old Singleton had deliberately tucked 
his white beard under the top button of his glistening 
coat. Swaying upon the din and tumult of the seas, with 
the whole battered length of the ship launched forward 
in a rolling rush before his steady old eyes, he stood 
rigidly still, forgotten by all, and with an attentive face. 
In front of his erect figure only the two arms moved 
crosswise with a swift and sudden readiness, to check or 
urge again the rapid stir of circling spokes. He steered 
with care. 


IV 

On men reprieved by its disdainful mercy, the im- 
mortal sea confers in its justice the full privilege of de- 
sired unrest. Through the perfect wisdom of its grace 
they are not permitted to meditate at ease upon the 
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complicated and acrid savor of existence, lest they 
should remember and, perchance, regret the reward of 
a cup of inspiring bitterness, tasted so often, and so 
often withdrawn from before their stiffening but reluc- 
tant lips. They must without pause justify their life to 
the eternal pity that commands toil to be hard and un- 
ceasing, from sunrise to sunset, from sunset to sunrise: 
till the weary succession of nights and days tainted by 
the obstinate clamor of sages, demanding bliss and au 
empty heaven, is redeemed at last by the vast silence 
of pain and labor, by the dumb fear and the dumb 
courage of men obscure, forgetful, and enduring. 

The master and Mr. Baker coming face to face stared 
for a moment, with the intense and amazed looks of men 
meeting unexpectedly after years of trouble. Their voices 
were gone, and they whispered desperately at one an- 
other. “Anyone missing?"' asked Captain Allistoun. “No. 
All there.” “Anybody hurt?” “Only the second mate.” 
“I will look after him directly. Were lucky.*" “Very,” 
articulated Mr. Baker, faintly. He gripped the rail and 
rolled bloodshot eyes. The little gray man made an effort 
to raise his voice above a dull mutter, and fixed his chief 
mate with a cold gaze, piercing like a dart. “Get sail on 
the ship,” he said, speaking authoritatively, and with an 
inflexible snap of his thin lips. “Get sail on her as soon 
as you can. This is a fair wind. At once, sir — don't give 
the men time to feel themselves. They will get done up 
and stiff, and we will never . . . We must get her 
along now.” ... He reeled to a long heavy roll; the 
rail dipped into the glancing hissing water. He caught 
a shroud, swung helplessly against the mate . . . “now 
we have a fair wind at last. Make — sail.** His head rolled 
from shoulder to shoulder. His eyelids began to beat 
rapidly. “And the pumps — ^pumps, Mr. Baker.” He 
peered as though the face within a foot of his eyes had 
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been half a mile off. ‘‘Keep the men on the move to — ^to 
get her along,” he mumbled in a drowsy tone, like a man 
going off into a doze. He pulled himself together sud- 
denly. “Mustn’t stand. Won t do,” he said with a painful 
attempt at a smile. He let go his hold, and, propelled by 
the dip of the ship, ran aft imwillingly, with small steps, 
till he brought up against the binnacle stand. Hanging 
on there he looked up in an objectless manner at Single- 
ton, who, unheeding him, watched anxiously the end of 
the jib boom — “Steering gear works all right?” he asked. 
There was a noise in the old seaman’s throat, as though 
the words had been rattling there together before they 
could come out. “Steers . . . like a little boat,” he said, 
at last, with hoarse tenderness, without giving the master 
as much as half a glance — ^then, watchfully, spun the 
wheel down, steadied, flung it back again. Captain Allis- 
toun tore himself away from the delight of leaning 
against the binnacle, and began to walk the poop, sway- 
ing and reeling to preserve his balance. . . . 

The pump rods, clanking, stamped in short jumps 
while the flywheels turned smoothly, with great speed, 
at the foot of the mainmast, flinging back and forth with 
a regular impetuosity two limp clusters of men clinging 
to the handles. They abandoned themselves, swaying 
from the hip with twitching faces and stony eyes. The 
carpenter, sounding from time to time, exclaimed me- 
chanically: “Shake her up! Keep her going!” Mr. Baker 
could not speak, but found his voice to shout; and under 
the goad of his objurgations, men looked to the lashings, 
dragged out new sails; and thinking themselves unable 
to move, carried heavy blocks aloft — overhauled the 
gear. They went up the rigging with faltering and des- 
perate efforts. Their heads swam as they shifted their 
hold, stepped blindly on the yards like men in the dark; 
or trusted themselves to the first rope to hand with the 
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negligence of exhausted strength. The narrow escapes 
from falls did not disturb the languid beat of their 
hearts; the roar of the seas seething far below them 
sounded continuous and faint like an indistinct noise 
from another world: the wind filled their eyes with 
tears, and with heavy gusts tried to push them off from 
where they swayed in insecure positions. With stream- 
ing faces and blowing hair they flew up and down be- 
tween sky and water, bestriding the ends of yardarms, 
crouching on foot ropes, embracing lifts to have their 
hands free, or standing up against chain ties. Their 
thoughts floated vaguely between the desire of rest and 
the desire of life, while their stiffened fingers cast oft 
head-earrings, fumbled for knives, or held with tena- 
cious grip against the violent shocks of beating canvas. 
They glared savagely at one another, made frantic signs 
with one hand while they held their life in the other, 
looked down on the narrow strip of flooded deck, 
shouted along to leeward: ‘Xight-to!” . . . “Haul out!” 
. . . “Make fast!” Their lips moved, their eyes started, 
furious and eager with the desire to be understood, but 
the wind tossed their words unheard upon the disturbed 
sea. In an unendurable and unending strain they worked 
like men driven by a merciless dream to toil in an atmos- 
phere of ice or flame. They burnt and shivered in turns. 
Their eyeballs smarted as if in the smoke of a conflagra- 
tion; their heads were ready to burst with every shout. 
Hard fingers seemed to grip their throats. At every roll 
they thought: Now I must let go. It will shake us all off 
— and thrown about aloft they cried wildly: “Look out 
there— catch the end.” “Reeve clear.” . . . “Turn this 
block. . . .” They nodded desperately; shook infuriated 
faces, “No! No! From down up.” They seemed to hate 
one another with a deadly hate. The longing to be done 
with it all gnawed their breasts, and the wish to do 



things well was a burning pain. They cursed their fate, 
contemned their life, and wasted their breath in deadly 
implications upon one another. The sailmaker, with 
his bald head bared, worked feverishly, forgetting his 
intimacy with so many admirals. The boatswain, climb- 
ing up with marlinspikes and bunches of spunyarn rov- 
ings, or kneeling on the yard and ready to take a turn 
witli the midship-stop, had acute and fleeting visions of 
bis old woman and the youngsters in a moorland village. 
Mr. Baker, feeling very weak, tottered here and there, 
grunting and inflexible, like a man of iron. He waylaid 
those who, coming from aloft, stood gasping for breath. 
He ordered, encouraged, scolded. "‘Now then — ^to the 
main-topsail now! Tally on to that gantline. Don’t stand 
about there!” “Is there no rest for us?” muttered voices. 
He spun round fiercely, with a sinking heart. “No! No 
rest till the work is done. Work till you drop. That’s 
what you’re here for.” A bowed seaman at his elbow 
gave a short laugh. “Do or die,” he croaked bitterly, 
then spat into his broad palms, swung up his long arms, 
and grasping the rope high above his head sent out a 
mournful, wailing cry for a pull all together. A sea 
hoarded the quarter-deck and sent the whole lot sprawl- 
ing to leeward. Caps, handspikes floated. Clenched 
hands, kicking legs, with here and there a spluttering 
face, stuck out of the white hiss of foaming water. Mr. 
Baker, knocked down with the rest, screamed, “Don’t 
let go that rope! Hold on to it! Hold!” And sorely bruised 
by the brutal fling, they held on to it, as though it had 
been the fortune of their life. The ship ran, rolling 
heavily, and the topping crests glanced past port and 
.starboard flashing their white heads. Pumps were freed. 
Braces were rove. The three topsails and foresail were 
set. She spurted faster over the water, outpacing the 
swift rush of waves. The menacing thunder of distanced 



seas rose behind her — filled the air with the tremendous 
vibrations of its voice. And devastated, battered, and 
wounded she drove foaming to the northward, as 
though inspired by the courage of a high endeavor. . . . 

The forecastle was a place of damp desolation. They 
looked at their dwelling with dismay. It was slimy, 
dripping; it hummed hollow with the wind, and was 
strewn with shapeless wreckage like a half-tide cavern 
in a rocky and exposed coast. Many had lost all they 
had in the world, but most of the starboard watch had 
preserved their chests; thin streams of water trickled out 
of them, however. The beds were soaked; the blankets 
spread out and saved by some nail squashed under foot. 
They dragged wet rags from evil-smelling corners, and, 
wringing the water out, recognized their property. Some 
smiled stiffly. Others looked round blank and mute. 
There were cries of joy over old waistcoats, and groans 
of sorrow over shapeless things found amongst the black 
splinters of smashed bed boards. One lamp was dis- 
covered jammed under the bowsprit. Charley whim- 
pered a little. Knowles stumped here and there, sniffing, 
examining dark places for salvage. He poured dirty 
water out of a boot, and was concerned to find the 
owner. Those who, overwhelmed by their losses, sat on 
the forepeak hatch, remained elbows on knees, and, 
with a fist against each cheek, disdained to look up. 
He pushed it under their noses. ‘‘Here’s a good boot. 
Yours?” They snarled, ‘*No — get out.” One snapped at 
him, “Take it to hell out of this.” He seemed surprised. 
“Why? It’s a good boot,” but remembering suddenly 
that he had lost every stitch of his clothing, he dropped 
his find and began to swear. In the dim light cursing 
voices clashed. A man came in and, dropping his arms, 
stood still, repeating from the doorstep, “Here’s a 
bloomin’ old go! Here’s a bloomin’ old gol” A few rooted 
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anxiously in flooded chests for tobacco. They breathed 
hard, clamored with heads down. “Look at that, Jack! 

. . “Here! Sam! Here’s my shoregoing rig spoilt for- 
ever/’ One blasphemed tearfully holding up a pair of 
dripping trousers. No one looked at him. The cat came 
out from somewhere. He had an ovation. They snatched 
him from hand to hand, caressed him in a murmur of 
pet names. They wondered where he had “weathered 
it out”; disputed about it. A squabbling argument be- 
gan. Two men came in with a bucket of fresh water, and 
all crowded round it; but Tom, lean and mewing, came 
up with every hair astir and had the first drink. A couple 
of men went aft for oil and biscuits. 

Then in the yellow light and in the intervals of 
mopping the deck they crunched hard bread, arranging 
to “worry through somehow.” Men chummed as to beds. 
Turns were settled for wearing boots and having the use 
of oilskin coats. They called one another “old man” and 
“sonny”in cheery voices. Friendly slaps resounded. Jokes 
were shouted. One or two stretched on the wet deck, 
slept with heads pillowed on their bent arms, and 
several, sitting on the hatch, smoked. Their weary faces 
appeared through a thin blue haze, pacified and with 
sparkling eyes. The boatswain put his head through 
the door. “Relieve the wheel, one of you” — ^he shouted 
inside — “it’s six. Blamme if that old Singleton hasn’t 
been there more’n thirty hours. You are a fine lot.” He 
slammed the door again, “Mate’s watch on deck,” said 
someone. “Hey, Donkin, it’s your relief!” shouted three 
or four together. He had crawled into an empty bunk 
and on wet planks lay still. “Donkin, your wheel.” He 
made no sound. “Donkin’s dead,” guflFawed someone. 
“Sell *is bloomin’ clothes,” shouted another. “Donkin, if 
ye don’t go to the bloomin’ wheel they will sell your 
clothes — d’ye hear?” jeered a third. He groaned from his 
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dark hole. He complained about pains in all his bones, 
he whimpered pitifully. “He won’t go,” exclaimed a con- 
temptuous voice, “your turn, Davies.” The young sea- 
man rose painfully squaring his shoulders. Donkin stuck 
his head out, and it appeared in the yellow light, fragile 
and ghastly. ‘T will giv’ yer a pound of tobaccer,” he 
whined in a conciliating voice, “so soon as I draw it from 
haft I will — s elp me. . . .’ Davies swung his arm 
backhanded and the head vanished. “I’ll go,” he said, 
“but you will pay for it.” He walked unsteady but res- 
olute to the door. “So I will,” yelped Donkin, popping 
out behind him. “So I will — s’elp me ... a pound 
. . . three bob they chawrge.” Davies flung the door 
open. “You will pay my price ... in fine weather,” he 
shouted over his shoulder. One of the men unbuttoned 
his wet coat rapidly, threw it at his head. “Here, Taffy — 
take that, you thief!” “Thank you!” he cried from the 
darkness above the swish of rolling water. He could be 
heard splashing; a sea came on board with a thump. 
“He’s got his bath already,” remarked a grim shellback. 
“Aye, aye!” grunted others. Then, after a long silence, 
Wamibo made strange noises. “Hallo, what’s up with 
you?” said someone grumpily. “He says he would have 
gone for Davy,” explained Archie, who was the Finns 
interpreter generally. “I believe him!” cried voices. . . . 
“Never mind, Dutchy . . . You’ll do, muddlehead . . . 
Your turn will come soon enough ... You don’t know 
when ye’re well off.” They ceased, and all together 
turned their faces to the door. Singleton stepped in, 
made two paces, and stood swaying slightly. The sea 
hissed, flowed roaring past the bows, and the forecastle 
trembled, full of a deep rumor; the lamp flared, swing- 
ing like a pendulum. He looked with a dreamy and 
puzzled stare, as though he could not distinguish the 
still men from their restless shadows. There were awe- 



THE NIGGER OF THE “NARCISSUS” 381 
struck murmurs: “Hallo, hallo” . . . “How does it look 
outside now, Singleton?” Those who sat on the hatch 
lifted their eyes in silence, and the next oldest seaman 
in the ship (those two understood one another, though 
they hardly exchanged three words in a day) gazed up 
at his friend attentively for a moment, then taking a 
short cla*y pipe out of his mouth, offered it without a 
word. Singleton put out his arm towards it, missed, stag- 
gered, and suddenly fell forward, crashing down, stiff 
and headlong like an uprooted tree. There was a swift 
rush. Men pushed, crying: “He’s done!” . . . “Turn 
him over!” . . . “Stand clear there!” Under a crowd of 
startled faces bending over him he lay on his back, star- 
ing upwards in a continuous and intolerable manner. In 
the breathless silence of a general consternation, he said 
in a grating murmur: “I am all right,” and clutched with 
his hands. They helped him up. He mumbled despond- 
ently: “I am getting old . . . old.” “Not you,” cried 
Belfast, with ready tact. Supported on all sides, he hung 
his head. “Are you better?” they asked. He glared at 
them from under his eyebrows with large black eyes, 
spreading over his chest the bushy whiteness of a beard 
long and thick. “Old! Old!” he repeated sternly. Helped 
along, he reached his bunk. There was in it a slimy soft 
heap of something that smelt, like does at dead low 
water a muddy foreshore. It was his soaked straw bed. 
With a convulsive effort he pitched himself on it, and in 
the darkness of the narrow place could be heard growl- 
ing angrily, like an irritated and savage animal uneasy in 
its den: “Bit of breeze . . . small thing . . . can’t 
stand up . . . old!” He slept at last. He breathed 
heavily, high-booted, sou'wester on head, and his oilskin 
clothes rustled, when with a deep sighing groan he 
turned over. Men conversed about him in quiet con- 
cerned whispers. “This will break 'im up” . . . “Strong 



as a horse” . . . '‘Aye. But he ain’t what he used to 
be.” ... In sad murmurs they gave him up. Yet at 
midnight he turned out to duty as if nothing had been 
the matter, and answered to his name with a mournful 
“Here!” He brooded alone more than ever, in an im- 
penetrable silence and with a saddened face. For many 
years he had heard himself called “Old Singleton,” and 
had serenely accepted the qualification, taking it as a 
tribute of respect due to a man who through half a cen- 
tury had measured his strength against the favors and 
the rages of the sea. He had never given a thought to 
his mortal self. He lived unscatlied, as though he had 
been indestructible, surrendering to all the temptations, 
weathering many gales. He had panted in sunshine, 
shivered in the cold; suffered hunger, thirst, debauch; 
passed through many trials — ^known all the furies. Oldl 
It seemed to him he was broken at last. And like a man 
bound treacherously while he sleeps, he woke up fet- 
tered by the long chain of disregarded years. He had to 
take up at once the burden of all his existence, and 
found it almost too heavy for his strength. Old! He 
moved his arms, shook his head, felt his limbs. Getting 
old . . . and then? He looked upon the immortal sea 
with the awakened and groping perception of its heart- 
less might; he saw it unchanged, black and foaming 
under the eternal scrutiny of the stars; he heard its im- 
patient voice calling for him out of a pitiless vastness 
full of unrest, of turmoil, and of terror. He looked afar 
upon it, and he saw an immensity tormented and blind, 
moaning and furious, that claimed all the days of his 
tenacious life, and, when life was over, would claim the 
worn-out body of its slave. 

This was the last of the breeze. It veered quickly, 
changed to a black southeaster, and blew itself out, giv- 
ing the ship a famous shove to the northward into the 
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joyous sunshine of the trade. Rapid and white she ran 
homewards in a straight path, under a blue sky and 
upon the plain of a blue sea. She carried Singleton's 
completed wisdom, Donkins delicate susceptibilities, 
and the conceited folly of us all. The hours of ineffective 
turmoil were forgotten; the fear and anguish of these 
dark moments were never mentioned in the glowing 
peace of fine days. Yet from that time our life seemed 
to start afresh as though we had died and had been 
resuscitated. All the first part of the voyage, the Indian 
Ocean on the other side of the Cape, all that was lost in 
a haze, like an ineradicable suspicion of some previous 
existence. It had ended; then there were blank hours — 
a livid blur — and again we lived! Singleton was pos- 
sessed of sinister truth; Mr. Creighton of a damaged leg; 
the cook of fame — and shamefully abused the oppor- 
tunities of his distinction. Donkin had an added griev- 
ance. He went about repeating with insistence: 'E said 
'e would brain me — did yer 'ear? They hare goin' to 
murder hus now for the least little thing.” We began 
at last to think it was rather awful. And we were con- 
ceited! We boasted of our pluck, of our capacity for 
work, of our energy. We remembered honorable epi- 
sodes: our devotion, our indomitable perseverance — and 
were proud of them as though they had been the out- 
come of our unaided impulses. We remembered our 
danger, our toil — and conveniently forgot our horrible 
scare. We decried our officers — who had done nothing — 
and listened to the fascinating Donkin. His care for our 
rights, his disinterested concern for our dignity, were 
not discouraged by the invariable contumely of our 
words, by the disdain of our looks. Our contempt for 
him was unbounded — and we could not but listen with 
interest to that consummate artist. He told us we were 
good men — a “blooming condemed lot of good men.'' 



Who thanked us? Who took any notice of our wrongs? 
Didn’t we lead a ‘‘dorg s loife for two poun’ ten a 
month?” Did we think that miserable pay enough to 
compensate us for the risk to our lives and for the loss 
of our clothes? 'We Ve lost heveiy rag!” he cried. He 
made us forget that he, at any rate, had lost nothing of 
his own. The younger men listened, thinking — this ere 
Donkin s a long-headed chap, though no kind of man, 
anyhow. The Scandinavians were frightened at his au- 
dacities; Wamibo did not understand; and the older sea- 
men thoughtfully nodded their heads making the thin 
gold earrings glitter in the fleshy lobes of hairy cais. 
Severe, sunburnt faces were propped meditatively on 
tattooed forearms. Veined, brown fists held in their 
knotted grip the dirty white clay of smoldering pipes. 
They listened, impenetrable, broad-backed, with bent 
shoulders, and in grim silence. He talked with ardor, 
despised and irrefutable. His picturesque and fillliy 
loquacity flowed like a troubled stream from a poisoned 
source. His beady little eyes danced, glancing right and 
left, ever on the watch for the approach of an officer. 
Sometimes Mr. Baker going forward to take a look at the 
head sheets would roll with his uncouth gait through the 
sudden stillness of the men; or Mr. Creighton limped 
along, smooth-faced, youthful, and more stern than ever, 
piercing our short silence with a keen glance of his clear 
eyes. Behind his back Donkin would begin again darting 
stealthy, sidelong looks. “ ’Ere s one of ’em. Some of yer 
’as made ’im fast that day. Much thanks yer got for hit. 
Ain’t ’ee a-drivin’ yer wusse’n hever? . . . Let ’im slip 
hoverboard. . . . Vy not? It would ’ave been less 
trouble. Vy not?” He advanced confidentially, backed 
away with great effect; he whispered, he screamed, 
waved his miserable arms no thicker than pipe stems — 
stretched his lean neck — spluttered — squinted. In the 
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pauses of his impassioned orations the wind sighed 
quietly aloft, the calm sea unheeded murmured in a 
warning whisper along the ship s side. We abominated 
the creature and could not deny the luminous truth of 
his contentions. It was all so obvious. We were indubi- 
tably good men; our deserts were great and our pay 
small. Through our exertions we had saved the ship and 
the skipper would get the credit for it. What had he 
done, we wanted to know? Donkin asked: "What 'ee 
could do without hus?” and we could not answer. We 
were oppressed by the injustice of the world, surprised 
to perceive how long we had lived under its burden 
without realizing our unfortunate state, annoyed by the 
uneasy suspicion of our undiscerning stupidity. Donkin 
assured us it was all our "‘good *eartedness,” but we 
would not be consoled by such shallow sophistry. We 
were men enough to courageously admit to ourselves 
our intellectual shortcomings; though from that time we 
refrained from kicking him, tweaking his nose, or from 
accidentally knocking him about, which last, after we 
had weathered the Cape, had been rather a popular 
amusement. Davies ceased to talk at him provokingly 
about black eyes and flattened noses. Charley, much 
subdued since the gale, did not jeer at him. Knowles 
deferentially and with a crafty air propounded ques- 
tions such as: "‘Could we all have the same grub as the 
mates? Could we all stop ashore till we got it? What 
would be the next thing to try for if we got that?” 
He answered readily with contemptuous certitude; he 
strutted with assurance in clothes that were much too 
big for him as though he had tried to disguise himself. 
These were Jimmy's clothes mostly — though he would 
accept anything from anybody; but nobody, except, 
Jimmy, had anything to spare. His devotion to Jimmy 
was unbounded. He was forever dodging in the little 
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cabin, ministering to Jimmy’s wants, humoring his 
whims, submitting to his exacting peevishness, often 
laughing with him. Nothing could keep him away from 
the pious work of visiting the sick, especially when there 
was some heavy hauling to be done on deck. Mr. Baker 
had on two occasions jerked him out from there by the 
scruflF of the neck to our inexpressible scandal. Was a 
sick chap to be left without attendance? Were we to be 
ill-used for attending a shipmate? “What?” growled Mr. 
Baker, turning menacingly at the mutter, and the whole 
half-circle like one man stepped back apace. “Set the 
topmast stunsail. Away aloft, Donkin, overhaul the 
gear,” ordered the mate inflexibly. “Fetch the sail along; 
bend the downhaul clear. Bear a hand.” Then, the sail 
set, he would go slowly aft and stand looking at the 
compass for a long time, careworn, pensive, and breath- 
ing hard as if stifled by the taint of unaccountable ill- 
will that pervaded the ship. “What’s up amongst them?” 
he thought. “Can’t make out this hanging back and 
growling. A good crowd, too, as they go nowadays.” On 
deck the men exchanged bitter words, suggested by a 
silly exasperation against something unjust and irre- 
mediable that would not be denied, and would whisper 
into their ears long after Donkin had ceased speaking. 
Our little world went on its curved and unswerving path 
carrying a discontented and aspiring population. They 
found comfort of a gloomy kind in an interminable and 
conscientious analysis of their unappreciated worth; and 
inspired by Donkin’s hopeful doctrines they dreamed 
enthusiastically of the time when every lonely ship 
would travel over a serene sea, manned by a wealthy 
and well-fed crew pf satisfied skippers. 

It looked as if it would be a long passage. The south- 
east trades, light and unsteady, were left behind; and 
then, on the equator and under a low gray sky, the ship. 
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in close heat, floated upon a smooth sea that resembled 
a sheet of ground glass. Thunder squalls hung on the 
horizon, circled round the ship, far off and growling 
angrily, like a troop of wild beasts afraid to charge 
home. The invisible sun, sweeping above the upright 
masts, made on the clouds a blurred stain of rayless 
light, and a similar patch of faded radiance kept pace 
with it from east to west over the unglittering level of 
the waters. At night, through the impenetrable darkness 
of earth and heaven, broad sheets of flame waved noise- 
lessly; and for half a second the becalmed craft stood 
out with its masts and rigging, with every sail and every 
rope distinct and black in the center of a fiery outburst, 
like a charred ship enclosed in a globe of fire. And, 
again, for long hours she remained lost in a vast universe 
of night and silence where gentle sighs wandering here 
and there like forlorn souls made the still sails flutter as 
in sudden fear, and the ripple of a beshrouded ocean 
whisper its compassion afar — ^in a voice mournful, im- 
mense, and faint. . . . 

When the lamp was put out, and through the door 
thrown wide open, Jimmy, turning on his pillow, could 
see vanishing beyond the straight line of top-gallant 
rail, the quick, repeated visions of a fabulous world 
made up of leaping fire and sleeping water. The light- 
ning gleamed in his big sad eyes that seemed in a red 
flicker to burn themselves out in his black face, and then 
he would lay blinded and invisible in the midst of an 
intense darkness. He could hear on the quiet deck soft 
footfalls, the breathing of some man lounging on the 
doorstep; the low creak of swaying masts; or the calm 
voice of the watch officer reverberating aloft, hard and 
loud, amongst the unstirring sails. He listened with avid- 
ity, taking a rest in the attentive perception of the slight- 
est sound from the fatiguing wanderings of his sleepless- 
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ness. He was cheered by the rattling of blocks, reassured 
by the stir and murmur of the watch, soothed by the 
slow yawn of some sleepy and weary seaman settling 
himself deliberately for a snooze on the planks. Life 
seemed an indestructible thing. It went on in darkness, 
in sunshine, in sleep; tireless, it hovered affectionately 
round the imposture of his ready death. It was bright, 
like the twisted flare of lightning, and more full of sur- 
prises than the dark night. It made him safe, and the 
calm of its overpowering darkness was as precious as its 
restless and dangerous light. 

But in the evening, in the dogwatches, and even far 
into the first night watch, a knot of men could always 
be seen congregated before Jimmy’s cabin. They leaned 
on each side of the door, peacefully interested and with 
crossed legs; they stood astride the doorstep discoursing, 
or sat in silent couples on his sea chest; while against the 
bulwark along the spare topmast, three or four in a row 
stared meditatively, with their simple faces lit up by the 
projected glare of Jimmy’s lamp. The little place, re- 
painted white, had, in the night, the brilliance of a silver 
shrine where a black idol, reclining stiffly under a 
blanket, blinked its weary eyes iind received our hom- 
age. Donkin officiated. He had the air of a demonstrator 
showing a phenomenon, a manifestation bizarre, simple, 
and meritorious, that, to the beholders, should be a pro- 
found and an everlasting lesson. “J^^^ 
knows what s what — never fear!” he exclaimed now and 
then, flourishing a hand hard and fleshless like the claw 
of a snipe. Jimm)^ on his back, smiled with reserve and 
without moving a limb. He affected the languor of ex- 
treme weakness, so as to make it manifest to us that our 
delay in hauling him out from his horrible confinement, 
and then that night spent on the poop among our selfish 
neglect of his needs, had "done for him.” He rather liked 
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to talk about it, and of course we were always inter- 
ested. He spoke spasmodically, in fast rushes with long 
pauses between, as a tipsy man walks. . . . “Cook had 
just given me a pannikin of hot coffee. . . . Slapped it 
down there, on my chest — ^banged the door to. ... I 
felt a heavy roll coming; tried to save my coffee, burnt 
my fingers . . . and fell out of my bunk. . . . She 
went over so quick. . . . Water came in through the 
ventilator. ... I couldn’t move the door . . . dark as 
a grave . . . tried to scramble up into the upper berth. 
. . . Rats ... a rat bit my finger as I got up. ... I 
could hear him swimming below me. ... I thought 
you would never come. ... I thought you were all 
gone overboard ... of course. . . . Could hear noth- 
ing but the wind. . . . Then you came ... to look 
for the corpse, I suppose. A little more and . . 

“Man! But ye made a rare lot of noise in here,” ob- 
served Archie, thoughtfully. 

“You chaps kicked up such a confounded row above. 
. . . Enough to scare anyone. ... I didn’t know what 
you were up to. . . . Bash in the blamed planks . . . 
my head. . . . Just what a silly, scary gang of fools 
would do. ... Not much good to me anyhow. . . . 
just as well . . . drown. . . . Pah.” 

He groaned, snapped his big white teeth, and gazed 
with scorn. Belfast lifted a pair of dolorous eyes, with a 
brokenhearted smile, clenched his fists stealthily; blue- 
eyed Archie caressed his red whiskers with a hesitating 
hand; the boatswain at the door stared a moment, and 
brusquely went away with a loud guffaw. Wamibo 
dreamed. . . . Donkin felt all over his sterile chin for 
the few rare hairs, and said, triumphantly, with a side- 
long glance at Jimmy: “Look at ’im! Wish I was ’arf has 
’ealthy has ’e his — I do.” He jerked a short thumb over 
his shoulder towards the after end of the ship. “That’s 
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the blooming way to do ’em!” he yelped, with forced 
heartiness. Jimmy said: “Don’t be a dam’ fool,” in a 
pleasant voice. Knowles, rubbing his shoulder against 
the doorpost, remarked shrewdly: “We can’t all go an’ 
be took sick — ^it would be mutiny.” “Mutiny — gawn!” 
jeered Donkin, “there’s no bloomin’ law against bein’ 
sick.” “There’s six weeks’ hard for refoosing dooty,” 
argued Knowles, “I mind I once seed in Cardiff the crew 
of an overloaded ship — ^leastways she weren’t over- 
loaded — only a fatherly old gentleman with a white 
beard and an umbreller came along the quay and talked 
to the hands. Said as how it was crool hard to be 
drownded in winter just for the sake of a few pounds 
more for the owner — he said. Nearly cried over them — 
he did; and he had a square mainsail coat, and a gaflF- 
topsail hat too — all proper. So they chaps they said they 
wouldn’t go to be drownded in winter — depending upon 
that ’ere Plimsoll man to see ’em through the court. 
They thought to have a bloomin’ lark and two or three 
days’ spree. And the beak giv’ ’em six weeks — coss the 
ship warn’t overloaded. Anyways they made it out in 
court that she wasn’t. There wasn’t one overloaded ship 
in Penarth Dock at all. ’Pears that old coon he was only 
on pay and allowance from some kind people, under 
orders to look for overloaded ships, and he couldn’t see 
no farther than the length of his umbreller. Some of us 
in the boardinghouse, where I live when I’m looking for 
a ship in Cardiff, stood by to duck that old weeping 
spunger in the dock. We kept a good lookout, too — ^but 
he topped his boom directly he was outside the court. 
. . . Yes. They got six weeks’ hard. . . 

They listened, full of curiosity, nodding in the pauses 
their rough pensive faces. Donkin opened his mouth 
once or twice, but restrained himself. Jimmy lay still 
with open eyes and not at all interested. A seaman 
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emitted the opinion that after a verdict of atrocious par- 
tiality ‘‘the bloomin’ beaks go an drink at the skipper s 
expense.” Others assented. It was clear, of course. Don- 
kin said: “Well, six weeks hain’t much trouble. You 
sleep hall night in, rcg’lar, in chokey. Do it hon my 
ead.” “You are used to it ainch’ee, Donkin?” asked some- 
body. Jimmy condescended to laugh. It cheered up every- 
one wonderfully. Knowles, with surprising mental agil- 
ity, shifted his ground. “If we all went sick what would 
become of the ship? Eh?” He posed the problem and 
grinned all round. “Let ’er go to ’ell,” sneered Donkin. 
"‘Damn er. She ain’t yourn.” “What? Just let her drift?” 
insisted Knowles in a tone of unbelief. “Aye! Drift, an’ 
be blowed,” affirmed Donkin with fine recklessness, lire 
other did not see it — ^meditated. “The stores would run 
out,” he muttered, “and . . . never get anywhere . . . 
and what about pay day?” he added with greater assur- 
ance. “Jack likes a good pay day,” exclaimed a listener 
on the doorstep. “Aye, because then the girls put one 
arm round his neck an’ t’other in his pocket, an’ call him 
ducky. Don’t they. Jack?” “Jack, you’re a terror with 
the gals.” “He takes three of ’em in tow to once, like 
one of ’em Watkinses two-funnel tugs waddling away 
with three schooners behind.” “Jack, you’re a lame 
scamp.” “Jack, tell us about that one with a blue eye 
and a black eye. Do.” “There’s plenty of girls with one 
black eye along the Highway by. . . .” “No, that’s a 
speshul one — come Jack.” Donkin looked severe and 
disgusted; Jimmy very bored; a gray-haired sea dog 
shook his head slightly, smiling at the bowl of his pipe, 
discreetly amused. Knowles turned about bewildered; 
Stammered first at one, then at another. “No! ... I 
never! . . . can’t talk sensible sense midst you. . . . 
Always on the kid.” He retired bashfully — ^muttering 
and pleased. They laughed hooting in the crude fight. 
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around Jimmy’s bed, where on a white pillow his hol- 
lowed black face moved to and fro restlessly. A puff of 
wind came, made the flame of the lamp leap, and out- 
side, high up, the sails fluttered, while near by the block 
of the foresheet struck a ringing blow on the iron bul- 
wark. A voice far off cried, ‘‘Helm up!”; another, more 
faint, answered, ‘'Hard-up, sir!” They became silent— 
waited expectantly. The gray-haired seaman knocked 
his pipe on the doorstep and stood up. The ship leaned 
over gently and the sea seemed to wake up, murmuring 
drowsily. “Here’s a little wind comin,” said someone 
very low. Jimmy turned over slowly to face the breeze. 
The voice in the night cried loud and commanding: 
“Haul the spanker out.” The group before the door van- 
ished out of the hght. They could be heard tramping aft 
while they repeated with varied intonations: “Spanker 
out!” . . . “Out spanker, sir!” Donkin remained alone 
with Jimmy. There was a silence. Jimmy opened and 
shut his lips several times as if swallowing draughts of 
fresher air; Donkin moved the toes of his bare feet and 
looked at them thoughtfully. 

“Ain’t you going to give them a hand with the sail?” 
asked Jimmy. 

‘'No. Hif six ov ’em hain’t ’nough beef to set that 
blamed, rotten spanker, they hain’t fit to live,” answered 
Donkin in a bored, faraway voice, as though he had 
been talking from the bottom of a hole. Jimmy con- 
sidered the conical, fowl-like profile with a queer kind 
of interest; he was leaning out of his bunk with the cal- 
culating, uncertain expression of a man who reflects how 
best to lay hold of some strange creature that looks as 
though it could sting or bite. But he said only: “The 
mate will miss you — and there will be ructions.” 

Donkin got up to go. “I will do for ’im hon some dark 
night, see hif I don’t,” he said over his shoulder. 
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Jimmy went on quickly: ‘'You’re like a poll parrot, like 
a screechin’ poll parrot.” Donkin stopped and cocked his 
head attentively on one side. His big ears stood out, 
transparent and veined, resembling the thin wings of a 
bat. 

"Yuss?” he said, with his back towards Jimmy. 

"Yes! Chatter out all you know — ^like . . . like a 
dirty white cockatoo.” 

Donkin waited. He could hear the other s breathing, 
long and slow; the breathing of a man with a hundred 
weight or so on the breastbone. Then he asked calmly: 
"What do I know?” 

"What? . . . What I tell you . . . not much. What 
do you want ... to talk about my health so. . . .” 

"Hit’s a blooming himposyshun. A bloomin’, stinkin’, 
first-class himposyshun — ^but hit don’t tyke me hin. Not 
hit.” 

Jimmy kept still. Donldn put his hands in his pockets, 
and in one slouching stride came up to the bunk. 

"I talk — ^what’s the hodds. They hain’t men here — 
sheep they hare. A driven lot of sheep. I ’old you hup. 
. . . Vy not? You’re well hoflF.” 

"I am ... I don’t say anything about that. . . .” 

"Well. Let ’em see hit. Let ’em larn what a man can 
do. I ham a man, I know hall about yer. . . .” Jimmy 
threw himself further away on the pillow; the other 
stretched out his skinny neck, jerked his bird face down 
at him as though pecking at the eyes. "I ham a man. I’ve 
seen the hinside of every chokey in the Colonies rather’n 
give hup my rights. . . 

‘Tou are a jail-prop,” said Jimmy weakly. 

"I ham . . . an proud of it too. You! You ’aven’t the 
bloomin’ nerve — so you hinventyd this ’ere dodge. . . .” 
He paused; then with marked afterthought accentuated 
slowly: "Yer ain’t sick — ^hare yer?” 
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“No,” said Jimmy firmly. “Been out of sorts now and 
again this year,” he mumbled with a sudden drop in his 
voice. 

Donkin closed one eye, amicable and confidential. He 
whispered: ‘‘Ye ave done hit afore — aven’tchee?” 
Jimmy smiled — then as if unable to hold back he let 
himself go: “Last ship— yes. I was out of sorts on the 
passage. See? It was easy. They paid me off in Calcutta, 
and the skipper made no bones about it either. . . . 
I got my money all right. Laid up fifty-eight days! The 
fools! O Lord! The fools! Paid right off.” He laughed 
spasmodically. Donkin chummed giggling. Then Jimmy 
coughed violently. “I am as well as ever,” he said, as 
soon as he could draw breath. 

Donkin made a derisive gesture. “In course,” he said 
profoundly, “hany one can see that.” “They don't,” said 
Jimmy, gasping like a fish. “They would swallow any 
yarn,” afiinned Donkin. “Don't you let on too much,” 
admonished Jimmy in an exhausted voice. “Your little 
gyme? Eh?” commented Donkin jovially. Then with 
sudden disgust: “Yer hall for yerself, s'long has ye're 
right. . . 

So charged with egoism James Wait pulled the blan- 
ket up to his chin and lay still for a while. His heavy lips 
protruded in an everlasting black pout. “Why are you 
so hot on making trouble?” he asked without much in- 
terest. 

“ 'Cos hit's a bloomin' shayme. We hare put hon . . . 
bad food, bad pay ... I want hus to kick up a bloomin' 
row; a blamed ’owling row that would make 'em remem- 
ber! Knocking people habout . . . brain hus . . . hin- 
deed! Ain't we men?” His altruistic indignation blazed. 
Then he said calmly: “I've been a-hairing ov yer 
clothes.” “All right,” said Jimmy languidly, “bring them 
in.” “Giv’ us the key of your chest, I'll put 'em away foi 
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yer/^ said Donkin with friendly eagerness. ‘‘Bring ’em in, 
j will put them away myself,” answered James Wait 
with severity. Donkin looked down, muttering. . . . 
'“What d’you say? What d’you say?” inquired Wait anx- 
iously. “Nothink. The night’s dry? let ’em ’ang out till 
the morning,” said Donkin, in a strangely trembling 
voice, as though restraining laughter or rage. Jimmy 
seemed satisfied. “Give me a little water for the night in 
my mug — there,” he said. Donkin took a stride over the 
doorstep. “Git it yerself,” he replied in a surly tone. 
“You can do it, hunless you hare sick.” “Of course I can 
do it,” said Wait, “only . . “Well, then, do it,” said 
Donkin viciously, “if yer can look hafter yer clothes, 
yer can look hafter yerself.” He went on deck without a 
look back. 

Jimmy reached out for the mug. Not a drop. He put 
it back gently with a faint sigh — and closed his eyes. 
He thought: That lunatic Belfast will bring me some 
water if I ask. Fool, I am very thirsty. ... It was very 
hot in the cabin, and it seemed to turn slowly round, 
detach itself from the ship, and swing out smoothly into 
a luminous, arid space where a black sun shone, spin- 
ning very fast. A place without any water! No water! A 
policeman with the face of Donkin drank a glass of beer 
by the side of an empty well, and flew away flapping 
vigorously. A ship whose mastheads protruded through 
the sky and could not be seen, was discharging grain, 
and the wind whirled the dry husks in spirals along the 
quay of a dock with no water in it. He whirled along 
with the husks — very tired and light. All his inside was 
gone. He felt lighter than the husks — and more dry. He 
expanded his hollow chest. The air streamed in carrying 
away in its rush a lot of strange things that resembled 
houses, trees, people, lampposts. ... No more! There 
was no more air — and he had not finished drawing his 
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long breath. But he was in jail! They were locking him 
up. A door slammed. They turned the key twice, flung 
a bucket of water over him — Phoo! What for? 

He opened his eyes, thinking the fall had been very 
heavy for an empty man — empty — empty. He was in 
his cabin. Ah! All right! His face was streaming with 
perspiration, his arms heavier than lead. He saw the 
cook standing in the doorway, a brass key in one hand 
and a bright tin hook-pot in the other. 

“I have been locking up for the night,’* said the cook, 
beaming benevolently. ‘"Eight-bells just gone. I brought 
you a pot of cold tea for your night's drinking, Jimmy. 
I sweetened it with some white cabin sugar, too. Well — 
it won’t break the ship.” 

He came in, hung the pot on the edge of the bunk, 
asked perfunctorily, “How goes it?” and sat down on 
the box. “H m,” grunted Wait inhospitably. The cook 
wiped his face with a dirty cotton rag, which, after- 
wards, he tied round his neck. “That’s how them firemen 
do in steamboats,” he said serenely, and much pleased 
with himself. “My work is as heavy as theirs — Fm think- 
ing — and longer hours. Did you ever see them down the 
stokehold? Like fiends they look — ^firing — ^firing — firing 
— down there.” 

He pointed his forefinger at the deck. Some gloomy 
thought darkened his shining face, fleeting, like the 
shadow of a traveling cloud over the light of a peaceful 
sea. The relieved w^atch tramped noisily forwaid, pass- 
ing in a body across the sheen of the doorway. Someone 
cried, “Good night!” Belfast stopped for a moment and 
looked in at Jimmy, quivering and speechless as if with 
repressed emotion. He gave the cook a glance charged 
with dismal foreboding, and vanished. The cook cleared 
his throat. Jimmy stared upwards and kept as still as a 
man in hiding. 
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The night was clear, with a gentle breeze. The ship 
lieeled over a little, slipping quietly over a somber sea 
towards the inaccessible and festal splendor of a black 
liorizon pierced by points of flickering fire. Above the 
mastheads the resplendent curve of the Milky Way 
spanned the sky like a triumphal arch of eternal light, 
thrown over the dark pathway of the earth. On the fore- 
castle head a man whistled with loud precision a lively 
jig, while another could be heard faintly, shuffling and 
stamping in time. There came from forward a confused 
murmur of voices, laughter — snatches of song. The cook 
shook his head, glanced obliquely at Jimmy, and began 
to mutter. ‘'Aye. Dance and sing. That’s all they think 
of. I am surprised the Providence don’t get tired. . . . 
They forget the day that’s sure to come . . . but you. . . 

Jimmy drank a gulp of tea, hurriedly, as though he 
liad stolen it, and shrank under his blanket, edging away 
towards the bulkhead. The cook got up, closed the door, 
tlieii sat down again and said distinctly: 

“Whenever I poke my galley fire I think of you chaps 
— sw'earing, stealing, lying, and worse — as if there was 
110 such thing as another world. . . , Not bad fellows, 
cither, in a way,” he conceded slowly; then, after a 
pause of regretful musing, he went on in a resigned 
tone: “Well, well. They will have a hot time of it. Hot! 
Did I say? The furnaces of one of them White Star boats 
ain't nothing to it.” 

He kept very quiet for a while. There was a great stir 
in his brain; an addled vision of bright outlines; an 
exciting row of rousing songs and groans of pain. He 
suffered, enjoyed, admired, approved. He was delighted, 
frightened, exalted — like on that evening ( the only time 
in his life — twenty-seven years ago; he loved to recall 
the number of years) when as a young man he had — 
through keeping bad company — ^become intoxicated in 
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an East End music hall. A tide of sudden feeling swept 
him clean out of his body. He soared. He contemplate 
the secret of the hereafter. It commended itself to him. 
It was excellent; he loved it, himself, all hands, and 
Jimmy. His heart overflowed with tenderness, with com- 
prehension, with the desire to meddle, with anxiety for 
the soul of that black man, with the pride of possessed 
eternity, with the feeling of might. Snatch him up in his 
arms and pitch him right into the middle of salvation 
. . . the black soul — ^blacker — ^body — ^rot — Devil. Nol 
Talk — strength — Samson. . . . There was a great din 
as of cymbals in his ears; he flashed through an ecstatic 
jumble of shining faces, lilies, prayer books, unearthly 
joy, white shirts, gold harps, black coats, wings. He saw 
flowing garments, clean shaved faces, a sea of light — a 
lake of pitch. There were sweet scents, a smell of sul- 
phur — ^red tongues of flame licking a white mist. An 
awesome voice thundered! ... It lasted three seconds. 

*‘Jimmy!” he cried in an inspired tone. Then he hesi- 
tated. A spark of human pity glimmered yet through the 
infernal fog of his supreme conceit. 

‘‘What?” said James Wait, unwillingly. There was a 
silence. He turned his head just the least bit, and stole 
a cautious glance. The cook’s lips moved inaudibly; his 
face was rapt, his eyes turned up. He seemed to be 
mentally imploring deck beams, the brass hook of the 
lamp, two cockroaches. 

“Look here,” said Wait, “I want to go to sleep. I think 
I could.” 

“This is no time for sleep!” exclaimed the cook, very 
loud. He had prayerfully divested himself of the last 
vestige of his humanity. He was a voice — a fleshless and 
sublime thing, as on that memorable night — the night 
when he went over the sea to make coffee for perishing 
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sinners. ‘'This is no time for sleeping,” he repeated with 
exaltation. ‘7 can’t sleep.” 

‘‘Don’t care damn,” said Wait, with factitious energy. 
“I can. Go an’ turn in.” 

“Swear ... in the very jaws! ... In the very jaws! 
Don’t you see the fire . . . don’t you feel it? Blind, 
chockful of sin! I can see it for you. I can’t bear it. I hear 
the call to save you. Night and day. Jimmy let me save 
you!” The words of entreaty and menace broke out of 
him in a roaring torrent. The cockroaches ran away. 
Jimmy perspired, wriggling stealthily under his blanket. 
The cook yelled. . . . “Your days are numbered! . . .” 
“Get out of this,” boomed Wait, courageously. “Pray 
with me! . . “I won’t! . . .” The little cabin was as 
hot as an oven. It contained an immensity of fear and 
pain; an atmosphere of shrieks and moans; prayers vo- 
ciferated like blasphemies and whispered curses. Out- 
side, the men called by Charley, who informed them in 
tones of delight that there was a row going on in Jimmy’s 
place, pushed before the closed door, too startled to 
open it. All hands were there. The watch below had 
jumped out on deck in their shirts, as after a collision. 
Men running up, asked: “What is it?” Others said: “Lis- 
ten!” The muffled screaming went on; “On your knees! 
On your knees!” “Shut up!” “Never! You are delivered 
into my hands. . . . Your life has been saved. . . . 
Purpose. . . . Mercy. . . . Repent.” “You are a crazy 
fool! . . .” “Account of you . . . you . . . Never sleep 
in this world, if I . . .” “Leave off.” “No! . . . stoke- 
hold . . . only think! . . .” Then an impassioned screech- 
ing babble, where words pattered like hail. “No!” shouted 
Jim. “Yes. You are! ... No help. , . . Everybody says 
so.” “You lie!” “I see you dying this minnyt . . . before 
my eyes ... as good as dead now.” “Help!” shouted 
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Jimmy, piercingly. “Not in this valley . . . look up- 
wards,” howled the other. “Go away! Murder! Help!” 
clamored Jimmy. His voice broke. There were mean- 
ings, low mutters, a few sobs. 

“What's the matter now?” said a seldom-heard voice. 
“Fall back, men! Fall back, there!” repeated Mr. Creigh- 
ton sternly, pushing through. “Here's the old man,” 
whispered some. “The cook's in there, sir,” exclaimed 
several, backing away. The door clattered open; a broad 
stream of light darted out on wondering faces; a warm 
whiff of vitiated air passed. The two mates towered 
head and shoulders above the spare, gray-headed man 
who stood revealed between them, in shabby clothes, 
stiff and angular, like a small carved figure, and with a 
thin, composed face. The cook got up from his knees. 
Jimmy sat high in the bunk, clasping his drawn-up legs. 
The tassel of the blue nightcap almost imperceptibly 
trembled over his knees. They gazed astonished at his 
long, curved back, while the white corner of one eye 
gleamed blindly at them. He was afraid to turn his 
head, he shrank within himself; and there was an aspect 
astounding and animal-like in the perfection of his ex- 
pectant immobility. A thing of instinct — the unthinking 
stillness of a sacred brute. 

“What are you doing here?” asked Mr. Baker, sharply. 
“My duty,” said the cook, with ardor. “Your . . . what?” 
began the mate. Captain Allistoun touched his arm 
lightly. “I know his caper,” he said, in a low voice. 
“Come out of that, Podmore,” he ordered, aloud. 

The cook wrung his hands, shook his fists above his 
head, and his arms dropped as if too heavy. For a mo- 
ment he stood distracted and speechless. “Never,” he 
stammered, “I ... he ... I.” “What — do — ^you say?" 
pronounced Captain Allistoun. “Come out at once — or 
. . .” “I am going,” said the cook, with a hasty and 
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somber resignation. He strode over the doorstep firmly 
--hesitated — ^made a few steps. They looked at him in 
silence. “I make you responsible!” he cried desperately, 
turning half round. “That man is dying. 1 make you 
. . “You there yet?” called the master in a threatening 
tone. “No, sir,” he exclaimed hurriedly in a startled 
voice. The boatswain led him away by the arm; some- 
one laughed; Jimmy lifted his head for a stealthy glance, 
and in one unexpected leap sprang out of his bunk; 
Mr. Baker made a clever catch and felt him very limp 
in his arms; the group at the door grunted with surprise. 
“He lies,” gasped Wait, “he talked about black devils — 
he is a devil — a white devil — I am all right.” He stiff- 
ened himself, and Mr. Baker, experimentally, let him go. 
He staggered a pace or two; Captain Allistoun watched 
him with a quiet and penetrating gaze; Belfast ran to 
his support. He did not appear to be aware of anyone 
near him; he stood silent for a moment, battling single- 
handed with a legion of nameless terrors, amidst the 
eager looks of excited men who watched him far off, 
utterly alone in the impenetrable solitude of his fear. 
Heavy breathings stirred the darkness. The sea gurgled 
through the scuppers as the ship heeled over to a short 
puff of wind. 

“Keep him away from me,” said James Wait at last 
in his fine baritone voice, and leaning with all his weight 
on Belfast's neck. “I’ve been better this last week. . , , 
I am well ... I was going back to duty . . . tomorrow 
— now if you like — Captain.” Belfast hitched his shoul- 
ders to keep him upright. 

“No,” said the master, looking at him fixedly. 

Under Jimmy’s armpit Belfast's red face moved un- 
easily. A row of eyes gleaming stared on the edge of 
light. They pushed one another with elbows, turned 
their heads, whispered. Wait let his chin fall on his 
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breast and, with lowered eyelids, looked round in a sus- 
picious manner. 

“Why not?” cried a voice from the shadows, *‘the 
man s all right, sir.” 

“I am all right,” said Wait with eagerness. “Been sick 
• . . better . . . turn-to now.” He sighed. “Howjy 
Mother!” exclaimed Belfast with a heave of the shoul- 
ders, “stand up, Jimmy.” “Keep away from me then,” 
said Wait, giving Belfast a petulant push, and reeling 
fetched against the doorpost. His cheekbones glistened 
as though they had been varnished. He snatched oflF his 
nightcap, wiped his perspiring face with it, flung it on 
the deck. “I am coming out,” he said without stirring. 

“No. You don’t,” said the master curtly. Bare feet 
shuffled, disapproving voices murmured all round; he 
went on as if he had not heard: “You have been skulk- 
ing nearly all the passage and now you want to come 
out. You think you are near enough to the pay table 
now. Smell the shore, hey?” 

“I’ve been sick . . . now — ^better,” mumbled Wait 
glaring in the light. “You have been shamming sick,” 
retorted Captain Allistoun with severity. “Why . . .” 
he hesitated for less than half a second. “Why, anybody 
can see that. There’s nothing the matter with you, but 
you choose to lie-up to please yourself — and now you 
shall lie-up to please me. Mr. Baker, my orders are that 
this man is not to be allowed on deck to the end of the 
passage.” 

There were exclamations of surprise, triumph, indig- 
nation. The dark group of men swung across the light. 
“What for?” “Told you so. . . “Bloomin’ shame. . . .” 
‘‘We’ve got to say something habout that,” screeched 
Donkin from the rear. “Never mind, Jim — ^we will see 
you righted,” cried several together. An elderly seaman 
stepped to the front. “D’ye mean to say, sir,” he asked 
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ominously, “that a sick chap ain’t allowed to get well in 
this ’ere hooker?” Behind him Donkin whispered ex- 
citedly amongst a staring crowd where no one spared 
him a glance, but Captain Allistoun shook a forefinger 
at the angry bronzed face of the speaker. “You — ^you 
hold your tongue,” he said warningly. “This isn’t the 
way,” clamored two or three younger men. “Hare we 
bloomin’ masheens?” inquired Donkin in a piercing tone, 
and dived under the elbows of the front rank. “Soon 
show ’im we ain’t boys. . . “The man’s a man if he 
is black.” “We ain’t goin’ to work this bloomin’ ship 
shorthanded if Snowball’s all right. . . “He says he 
is.” “Well then, strike, boys, strike!” “That’s the bloomin’ 
ticket.” Captain Allistoun said sharply to the second 
mate: “Keep quiet, Mr. Creighton,” and stood composed 
in the tumult, listening with profound attention to mixed 
growls and screeches, to every exclamation and every 
curse of the sudden outbreak. Somebody slammed the 
cabin door to with a kick; the darkness full of menacing 
mutters leaped with a short clatter over the streak of 
light, and the men became gesticulating shadows that 
growled, hissed, laughed excitedly. Mr. Baker whis- 
pered: “Get away from them, sir.” The big shape of Mr. 
Creighton hovered silently about the slight figure of the 
master. “We have been hymposed upon all this voyage,” 
said a gruflF voice, “but this ’ere fancy takes the cake.” 
“That man is a shipmate.” “Are we bloomin’ kids?” “The 
port watch will refuse duty.” Charley carried away by 
his feelings whistled shrilly, then yelped: “Giv’us our 
Jimmy!” This seemed to cause a variation in the dis- 
turbance. There was a fresh burst of squabbling uproar. 
A lot of quarrels were set going at once. “Yes.” “No.” 
“Never been sick.” “Go for them to once.” “Shut yer 
mouth, youngster — ^this is men’s work.” “Is it?” mut- 
tered Captain Allistoun bitterly. Mr. Baker grunted: 
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"OughI They re gone silly. They’ve been simmering for 
the last month.” “I did notice,” said the master. “They 
have started a row amongst themselves now,” said Mr. 
Creighton with disdain, ‘T)etter get aft, sir. We will 
soothe them.” “Keep your temper, Creighton,” said the 
master. And the three men began to move slowly to- 
wards the cabin door. 

In the shadows of the fore rigging a dark mass 
stamped, eddied, advanced, retreated. There were words 
of reproach, encouragement, unbelief, execration. The 
elder seamen, bewildered and angry, growled their de- 
termination to go through with something or other; but 
the younger school of advanced thought exposed their 
and Jimmy’s wrongs with confused shouts, arguing 
amongst themselves. They clustered round that mori- 
bund carcass, the fit emblem of their aspirations, and 
encouraging one another they swayed, they tramped on 
one spot, shouting that they would not be “put upon.” 
Inside the cabin, Belfast, helping Jimmy into his bunk, 
twitched all over in his desire not to miss all the row, 
and with difficulty restrained the tears of his facile 
emotion. James Wait, flat on his back under the blanket, 
gasped complaints. “We will back you up, never fear,” 
assured Belfast, busy about his feet. “I’ll come out 
tomorrow morning — take my chance — ^you fellows 
must — mumbled Wait, “I come out tomorrow — ^skip- 
per or no skipper,” He lifted one arm with great diffi- 
culty, passed the hand over his face; “Don’t you let that 
cook . . .” he breathed out. “No, no,” said Belfast, 
turning his back on the bunk, “I will put a head on him 
if he comes near you.” “I will smash his mug!” exclaimed 
faintly Wait, enraged and weak; ‘T don’t want to kill a 
man, but . . .” He panted fast like a dog after a run 
in sunshine. Someone just outside the door shouted, 
“He’s as fit as any ov us!” Belfast put his hand on the 
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(Joor handle. “Herel” called James Wait hurriedly and 
in such a clear voice that the other spun round with a 
start. James Wait, stretched out black and deathlike in 
the dazzling light, turned his head on the pillow. His 
eyes stared at Belfast, appealing and impudent. “I am 
rather weak from lying-up so long,” he said distinctly. 
Belfast nodded. '‘Getting quite well now,” insisted Wait. 
'Tes. I noticed you getting better this . . . last month,” 
said Belfast looking down. “Hallo! What’s this?” he 
shouted and ran out. 

He was flattened directly against the side of the house 
by two men who lurched against him. A lot of disputes 
seemed to be going on all round. He got clear and saw 
three indistinct figures standing alone in the fainter 
darkness under the arched foot of the mainsail, that rose 
above their heads like a convex wall of a high edifice. 
Donkin hissed: “Go for them . . . it’s dark!” The crowd 
took a short run aft in a body — then there was a check. 
Donkin, agile and thin, flitted past with his right arm 
going like a windmill — and then stood still suddenly 
with his arm pointing rigidly above his head. The hur- 
tling flight of some small heavy object was heard; it 
passed between the heads of the two mates, bounded 
lieavily along the deck, struck the after hatch with a 
ponderous and deadened blow. The bulky shape of Mr. 
Baker grew distinct, “Come to your senses, men!” he 
cried, advancing at the arrested crowd. “Come back, 
Mr. Baker!” called the master’s quiet voice. He obeyed 
unwillingly. There was a minute of silence, then a deaf- 
ening hubbub arose. Above it Archie was heard ener- 
getically: “If ye do oot ageen I wiill tell!” There weie 
shouts. “Don’t!” “Drop it!” “We ain’t that kind!” The 
black cluster of human forms reeled against the bul- 
wark, back again towards the house. Shadowy figures 
could be seen tottering, falling, leaping up. Ringbolts 
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rang under stumbling feet. "‘Drop it!” “Let me!” “No!” 
“Curse you . . . hah!” Then sounds as of someone’s 
face being slapped; a piece of iron fell on the deck; a 
short scujBBle, and someone’s shadowy body scuttled rap- 
idly across the main hatch before the shadow of a kick. 
A raging voice sobbed out a torrent of filthy language. 

. . . “Thiowing things — good God!” grunted Mr. Baker 
in dismay. “That was meant for me,” said the master 
quietly; “I felt the wind of that thing; what was it — an 
iron belaying-pin?” “By Jove!” muttered Mr. Creighton. 
The confused voices of men talking amidships mingled 
with the wash of the sea, ascended between the silent 
and distended sails — seemed to flow away into the 
night, farther than the horizon, higher than the sky. The 
stars burned steadily over the inclined mastheads. Trails 
of light lay on the water, broke before the advancing 
hull, and, after she had passed, trembled for a long time 
as if in awe of the murmuring sea. 

Meantime the helmsman, anxious to know what the 
row was about, had let go the wheel, and, bent double, 
ran with long stealthy footsteps to the break of the 
poop. The Narcissus, left to herself, came up gently to 
the wind without anyone being aware of it. She gave 
a slight roll, and the sleeping sails woke suddenly, com- 
ing all together with a mighty flap against the masts, 
then filled again one after another in a quick succession 
of loud reports that ran down the lofty spars, till the 
collapsed mainsail flew out last with a violent jerk. The 
ship ticmbled from trucks to keel; the sails kept on 
rattling like a discharge of musketry; the chain sheets 
and loose shackles jingled aloft in a tliin peal; the gin 
blocks groaned. It was as if an invisible hand had given 
the ship an angry shake to recall the men that peopled 
her decks to the sense of reality, vigilance, and duty. 
“Helm up!’' cried the master sharply. “Run aft, Mr. 
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Creighton, and see what that fool there is up to.” “Flat- 
ten in the head sheets. Stand by the weather fore- 
braces/’ growled Mr. Baker. Startled men ran swiftly 
repeating the orders. The watch below, abandoned all 
at once by the watch on deck, drifted towards the fore- 
castle in twos and threes, arguing noisily as they went. 
“We shall see tomorrow!” cried a loud voice, as if to 
cover with a menacing hint an inglorious retreat. And 
then only orders were heard, the falling of heavy coils 
of rope, the rattling of blocks. Singleton s white head 
flitted here and there in the night, high above the deck,, 
like the ghost of a bird. “Going off, sir!” shouted Mr. 
Creighton from aft. “Full again.” “All right. . . .” “Ease 
off the head sheets. That will do the braces. Coil the 
ropes,” grunted Mr. Baker, bustling about. 

Gradually the tramping noises, the confused sound 
of voices, died out, and the officers, coming together on 
the poop, discussed the events. Mr. Baker was bewil- 
dered and grunted; Mr. Creighton was calmly furious;, 
but Captain Allistoun was composed and thoughtful. 
He listened to Mr. Baker s growling argumentation, to 
Creighton s interjected and severe remarks, while look- 
ing down on the deck he weighed in his hand the iron 
belaying-pin — that a moment ago had just missed his 
head — as if it had been the only tangible fact of the 
whole transaction. He was one of those commanders 
who speak little, seem to hear nothing, look at no one 
— and know everything, hear every whisper, see every 
fleeting shadow of their ship’s life. His two big officers 
towered above his lean, short figure; they talked over 
his head; they were dismayed, surprised, and angry, 
while between them the little quiet man seemed to have 
found his taciturn serenity in the profound depths of a 
larger experience. Lights were burning in the forecastle; 
now and then a loud gust of babbling chatter came from 
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forward, swept over the decks, and became faint, as if 
the unconscious ship, gliding gently through the great 
peace of the sea, had left behind and forever the foolish 
noise of turbulent mankind. But it was renewed again 
and again. Gesticulating arms, profiles of heads with 
open mouths appeared for a moment in the illuminated 
squares of doorways; black fists darted — ^withdrew, . . . 
"Yes. It was most damnable to have such an unprovoked 
row sprung on one,” assented the master. ... A tu- 
mult of yells rose in the light, abruptly ceased. ... He 
didn't think there would be any further trouble just then. 
... A bell was struck aft, another, forward, answered 
in a deeper tone, and the clamor of ringing metal spread 
round the ship in a circle of wide vibrations that ebbed 
away into the immeasurable night of an empty sea. 
. . . Didn't he know them! Didn't he! In past years. 
Better men, too. Real men to stand by one in a tight 
place. Worse than devils too sometimes — downright, 
horned devils. Pah! This — ^nothing. A miss as good as a 
mile. . . . The wheel was being relieved in the usual 
way. ‘Tull and by,” said, very loud, the man going off. 
"Full and by,” repeated the other, catching hold of the 
spokes. "This head wind is my trouble,” exclaimed the 
master, stamping his foot in sudden anger. "Head wind! 
All the rest is nothing.” He was calm again in a mo- 
ment. “Keep them on the move tonight, gentlemen; just 
to let them feel we've got hold all the time — quietly, you 
know. Mind you keep your hands off them, Creighton. 
Tomorrow I will talk to them like a Dutch uncle. A crazy 
crowd of tinkers! Yes, tinkers! I could count the real 
sailors amongst them on the fingers of one hand. Noth- 
ing will do but a row — ^if — ^you — ^please.” He paused. 
"Did you think I had gone wrong there, Mr. Baker?” He 
tapped his forehead, laughed short. “When I saw him 
standing there, three parts dead and so scared — ^black 
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amongst that gaping lot — ^no grit to face what s coming 
to us all — ^the notion came to me all at once, before I 
could think. Sorry for him — ^like you would be for a sick 
brute. If ever creature was in a mortal funk to die! . . . 
I thought I would let him go out in his own way. Kind 
of impulse. It never came into my head, those fools. 
. . . H ml Stand to it now — of course.” He stuck the 
belaying-pin in his pocket, seemed ashamed of himself, 
then sharply: “If you see Podmore at his tricks again 
tell him I will have him put under the pump. Had to do 
it once before. The fellow breaks out like that now and 
then. Good cook tho’.” He walked away quickly, came 
back to the companion. The two mates followed him 
through the starlight with amazed eyes. He went down 
three steps, and changing his tone, spoke with his head 
near the deck: “I shan’t turn in tonight, in case of any- 
thing; just call out if . . . Did you see the eyes of that 
sick nigger, Mr. Baker? I fancied he begged me for 
something. What? Past all help. One lone black beggar 
amongst the lot of us, and he seemed to look through 
me into the very hell. Fancy, this wretched Podmore! 
Well, let him die in peace. I am master here after all. 
Say what I like. Let him be. He might have been half 
a man once. . . . Keep a good lookout.” He disap- 
peared down below, leaving his mates facing one an- 
other, and more impressed than if they had seen a stone 
image shed a miraculous tear of compassion over the 
incertitudes of life and death. . . . 

In the blue mist spreading from twisted threads that 
stood upright in the bowls of pipes, the forecastle ap- 
peared as vast as a hall. Between the beams a heavy 
cloud stagnated; and the lamps surrounded by halos 
burned each at the core of a purple glow in two lifeless 
flames without rays. Wreaths drifted in denser wisps. 
Men sprawled about on the deck, sat in negligent poses. 


f 
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or, bending a knee, drooped with one shoulder against 
a bulkhead. Lips moved, eyes flashed, waving arms 
made sudden eddies in the smoke. The murmur of 
voices seemed to pile itself higher and higher as if un- 
able to run out quick enough through the narrow doors. 
TTie watch below in their shirts, and striding on long 
white legs, resembled raving somnambulists; while now 
and then one of the watch on deck would rush in, look- 
ing strangely overdressed, listen a moment, fling a rapid 
sentence into the noise and run out again; but a few 
remained near the door, fascinated, and with one ear 
turned to the deck. "Stick together, boys,” roared Davies. 
Belfast tried to make himself heard. Knowles grinned 
in a slow, dazed way. A short fellow with a thick clipped 
beard kept on yelling periodically: "Who s afeard? Who’s 
afeard?” Another one jumped up, excited, with blazing 
eyes, sent out a string of unattached curses and sat down 
quietly. Two men discussed familiarly, striking one an- 
other’s breast in turn, to clinch arguments. Three others, 
with their heads in a bunch, spoke all together with a 
confidential air, and at the top of their voices. It was 
a stormy chaos of speech where intelligible fragments 
tossing, struck the ear. One could hear: "In the last 
ship—.” "Who cares? Try it on any one of us if — 
"Knock under — .” "Not a hand’s turn — "He says he 
is all right — .” “I always thought — .” "Never mind. . . 
Donkin, crouching all in a heap against the bowsprit, 
hunched his shoulder blades as high as his ears, and 
hanging a peaked nose, resembled a sick vulture with 
rufiled plumes. Belfast, straddling his legs, had a face red 
with yelling, and with arms thrown up, figured a Mal- 
tese cross. The two Scandinavians, in a corner had the 
dumbfounded and distracted aspect of men gazing at a 
cataclysm. And, beyond the light, Singleton stood in the 
smoke, monumental, indistinct, with his head touching 
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the beam; like a statue of heroic size in the gloom of a 
crypt. 

He stepped forward, impassive and big. The noise 
subsided like a broken wave: but Belfast cried once 
more with uplifted arms: “The man is dying I tell yel” 
then sat down suddenly on the hatch and took his head 
between his hands. All looked at Singleton, gazing up- 
wards from the deck, staring out of dark corners, or 
turning their heads with curious glances. They were ex- 
pectant and appeased as if that old man, who looked 
at no one, had possessed the secret of their uneasy in- 
dignations and desires, a sharper vision, a clearer knowl- 
edge. And indeed standing there amongst them, he had 
the uninterested appearance of one who had seen multi- 
tudes of ships, had listened many times to voices such 
as theirs, had already seen all that could happen on the 
wide seas. They heard his voice rumble in his broad 
chest as though the words had been rolling towards 
them out of a rugged past. “What do you want to do?"' 
he asked. No one answered. Only Knowles muttered 
“Aye, aye,” and somebody said low: “It’s a bloomin’ 
shame.” He waited, made a contemptuous gesture. “I 
have seen rows aboard ship before some of you were 
born,” he said slowly, ‘Tor something or nothing; but 
never for such a thing.” “The man is dying, I tell ye,” 
repeated Belfast woefully, sitting at Singleton’s feet. 
“And a black fellow, too,” went on the old seaman, ‘T 
have seen them die like flies.” He stopped, thoughtful, 
as if trying to lecollect gruesome things, details of hor- 
rors, hecatombs of niggers. They looked at him fasci- 
nated. He was old enough to remember slavers, bloody 
mutinies, pirates perhaps; who could tell through what 
violences and terrors he had lived! What would he 
say? He said: “You can’t help him; die he must.” He 
made another pause. His mustache and beard stirred^ 
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He chewed words, mumbled behind tangled white hairs; 
incomprehensible and exciting, like an oracle behind a 
veil. . . . “Stop ashore — ^sick. Instead — ^bringing all 
this head wind. Afraid. The sea will have her own. Die 
in sight of land. Always so. They know it — long pas- 
sage — ^more days, more dollars. You keep quiet. What 
do you want? Can’t help him.” He seemed to wake up 
from a dream. “You can’t help yourselves,” he said 
austerely, “skipper’s no fool. He has something in his 
mind. Look out — I say! I know ’em!” With eyes fixed in 
front he turned his head from right to left, from left to 
right, as if inspecting a long row of astute skippers. “He 
said ’e would brain me!” cried Donkin in a heartrendiuo; 
tone. Singleton peered downwards with puzzled atten- 
tion, as though he couldn’t find him. “Damn you!” he 
said vaguely, giving it up. He radiated unspeakable 
wisdom, hard unconcern, the chilling air of resignation. 
Round him all the listeners felt themselves somehow 
completely enlightened by their disappointment, and, 
mute, they lolled about with the careless ease of men 
who can discern perfectly the irremediable aspect of 
their existence. He, profound and unconscious, waved 
his arm once, and strode out on deck without another 
word. 

Belfast was lost in a round-eyed meditation. One or 
two vaulted heavily into upper berths, and, once there, 
sighed; others dived head first inside lower bunks — 
swift, and turning round instantly upon themselves, like 
animals going into lairs. The grating of a knife scraping 
burnt clay was heard. Knowles grinned no more. Davies 
said, in a tone of ardent conviction: “Then our skipper’s 
looney.” Archie muttered: “My faith! we haven’t heard 
the last of it yet!” Four bells were struck. “Half our 
watch below is gone!” cried Knowles in alarm, then re- 
flected. “Well, two hours’ sleep is something towards a 
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j^est,” he observed consolingly. Some already pretended 
to slumber; and Charley, sound asleep, suddenly said 
a few slurred words in an arbitrary, blank voice. ‘‘This 
blamed boy has worrums!” commented Knowles from 
under a blanket, and in a learned manner. Belfast got 
up and approached Archie’s berth. “We pulled him 
out,” he whispered sadly. “What?” said the other, with 
sleepy discontent. “And now we will have to chuck him 
overboard,” went on Belfast, whose lower lip trembled. 
'Chuck what?” asked Archie. “Poor Jimmy,” breathed 
out Belfast. “He be blowed!” said Archie with untruth- 
ful brutality, and sat up in his bunk, “It’s all through 
him. If it hadn’t been for me, there would have been 
murder on board this ship!” “ ’Tain’t his fault, is it?” 
argued Belfast, in a murmur; “I’ve put him to bed . . . 
an’ he ain’t no heavier than an empty beef cask,” he 
added, with tears in his eyes. Archie looked at him 
steadily, then turned his nose to the ship’s side with de- 
termination. Belfast wandered about as though he had 
lost his way in the dim forecastle, and nearly fell over 
Donkin. He contemplated him from on high for a while. 
“Ain’t ye going to turn in?” he asked. Donkin looked up 
hopelessly. “That black’earted Scotch son of a thief 
kicked me!” he whispered from the floor, in a tone of 
utter desolation. “And a good job, too!” said Belfast, still 
very depressed; “you were as near hanging as damn-it 
tonight, sonny. Don’t you play any of your murthering 
games around my Jimmy! You haven’t pulled him out. 
You just mind! ’Cos if I start to kick you” — ^he brightened 
up a bit — “if I start to kick you, it will be Yankee fashion 
—•to break something!” He tapped lightly with his 
knuckles the top of the bowed head. “You moind, me 
bhoy!” he concluded, cheerily. Donkin let it pass. “Will 
they split on me?” he asked, with pained anxiety. “Who 
— split?” hissed Belfast, coming back a step. “I would 
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split your nose this minyt if I hadn’t Jimmy to look 
afterl Who d ye think we are?"’ Donkin rose and watched 
Belfast’s back lurch through the doorway. On all sides 
invisible men slept, breathing calmly. He seemed to 
draw courage and fury from the peace around him. 
Venomous and thin-faced, he glared from the ample 
misfit of borrowed clothes as if looking for something he 
could smash. His heart leaped wildly in his narrow 
chest. They slept! He wanted to wring necks, gouge 
eyes, spit on faces. He shook a dirty pair of meager 
fists at the smoking lights. ‘Te’re no men!” he cried, in 
a deadened tone. No one moved. “Yer ’aven’t the j)luck 
of a mouse!” His voice rose to a husky screech. Wamibo 
darted out a disheveled head, and looked at him wildly. 
"Ye’re sweepings ov ships! I ’ope you will hall rot before 
you die!” Wamibo blinked, uncomprehending but in- 
terested. Donkin sat down heavily; he blew with force 
through quivering nostrils, he ground and snapped his 
teeth, and, with the chin pressed hard against the breast, 
he seemed busy gnawing his way through it, as if to get 
at the heart within. . . . 

In the morning the ship, beginning another day of 
her wandering life, bad an aspect of sumptuous fresh- 
ness, like the springtime of the earth. The washed decks 
glistened in a long clear stretch; the oblique sunlight 
struck the yellow brasses in dazzling splashes, darted 
over the polished rods in lines of gold, and the single 
drops of salt water forgotten here and there along the 
rail were as limpid as drops of dew, and sparkled more 
than scattered diamonds. The sails slept, hushed by a 
gentle breeze. The sun, rising lonely and splendid in 
the blue sky, saw a solitary ship gliding close-hauled on 
the blue sea. 

The men pressed three-deep abreast of the mainmast 
and opposite the cabin door. They shuffled, pushed, had 
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an irresolute mien and stolid faces. At every slight 
niovement Knowles lurched heavily on his short leg. 
ponkin glided behind backs, restless and anxious, like 
a man looking for an ambush. Captain Allistoun came 
out suddenly. He walked to and fro before the front. 
He was gray, slight, alert, shabby in the sunshine, and 
as hard as adamant. He had his right hand in the side 
pocket of his jacket, and also something heavy in there 
that made folds all down that side. One of the seamen 
cleared his throat ominously. “I haven’t till now found 
fault with you men,” said the master, stopping short. 
He faced them with his worn, steely gaze, that by a 
universal illusion looked straight into every individual 
pair of the twenty pairs of eyes before his face. At his 
back Mr. Baker, gloomy and bull-necked, grunted low; 
Mr. Creighton, fresh as paint, had rosy cheeks and a 
ready, resolute bearing. '‘And I don’t now,” continued 
the master; "but I am here to drive this ship and keep 
every man jack aboard of her up to the mark. If you 
knew your work as well as I do mine, there would be no 
trouble. You’ve been braying in the dark about ‘See to- 
morrow morning!’ Well, you see me now. What do you 
want?” He waited, stepping quickly to and fro, giving 
them searching glances. What did they want? They 
shifted from foot to foot, they balanced their bodies; 
some, pushing back their caps, scratched their heads. 
What did they want? Jimmy was forgotten; no one 
thought of him, alone forward in his cabin, fighting 
great shadows, clinging to brazen lies, chuckling pain- 
fully over his transparent deceptions. No, not Jimmy; 
he was more forgotten than if he had been dead. They 
wanted great things. And suddenly all the simple words 
they knew seemed to be lost forever in the immensity of 
their vague and burning desire. They knew what they 
wanted, but they could not find anything worth saying. 
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They stirred on one spot, swinging, at the end of muscu- 
lar arms, big tarry hands with crooked fingers. A mur- 
mur died out. “What is it — ^food?” asked the master, 
“you know the stores had been spoiled off the Cape.’' 
“We know that, sir,’* said a bearded shellback in the 
front rank. “Work too hard — eh? Too much for yoiu 
strength?” he asked again. There was an offended si- 
lence. “We don’t want to go shorthanded, sir,” began 
at last Davies in a wavering voice, “and this ere 
black . . .” “Enough!” cried the master. He stood scan- 
ning them for a moment, then walking a few steps this 
way and that began to storm at them coldly, in gusts 
violent and cutting like the gales of those icy seas that 
had known his youth. “Tell you what’s the matter? Too 
big for your boots. Think yourselves damn good men. 
Know half your work. Do half your duty. Think it too 
much. If you did ten times as much it wouldn’t be 
enough.” “We did our best by her, sir,” cried someone 
with shaky exasperation. “Your best,” stormed on the 
master; “you hear a lot on shore, don’t you? They don’t 
tell you there your best isn’t much to boast of. I tell you 
— ^your best is no better than bad. You can do no more? 
No, I know, and say nothing. But you stop your caper 
or I will stop it for you. I am ready for you! Stop it!” 
He shook a finger at the crowd. “As to that man,” he 
raised his voice very much; “as to that man, if he puts 
his nose out on deck without my leave I will clap him 
in irons. There!” The cook heard him forward, ran out 
of the galley lifting his arms, horrified, unbelieving, 
amazed, and ran in again. There was a moment of pro- 
found silence during which a bow-legged seaman, 
stepping aside, expectorated decorously into the scup- 
per. “There is another thing,” said the master calmly. 
He made a quick stride and with a swing took an iron 
belaying-pin out of his pocket. “This!” His movement 
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^vas so unexpected and sudden that the crowd stepped 
back. He gazed fixedly at their faces, and some at once 
put on a surprised air as though they had never seen a 
)c]aying-pin before. He held it up. “This is my affair, 
f don't ask you any questions, but you all know it; it 
las got to go where it came from.” His eyes became 
angry. The crowd stirred uneasily. They looked away 
from the piece of iron, they appeared shy, they were 
embarrassed and shocked as though it had been some- 
thing horrid, scandalous, or indelicate, that in common 
decency should not have been flourished like this in 
broad daylight. The master watched them attentively. 
“Donkin,” he called out in a short, sharp tone. 

Donkin dodged behind one, then behind another, but 
they looked over their shoulders and moved aside. The 
ranks kept on opening before him, closing behind, till at 
last he appeared alone before the master as though he 
had come up through the deck. Captain Allistoun 
moved close to him. They were much of a size, and at 
short range the master exchanged a deadly glance with 
the beady eyes. They wavered. “You know this,” asked 
the master. “No, I don't,” answered the other with 
cheeky trepidation. “You are a cur. Take it,” ordered 
the master. Donkin's arms seemed glued to his thighs; 
he stood, eyes front, as if drawn on parade. “Take it,” 
repeated the master, and stepped closer; they breathed 
on one another. “Take it,” said Captain Allistoun again, 
making a menacing gesture. Donkin tore away one arm 
Irorri his side. “Vy hare yer down hon me?” he mumbled 
with effort and as if his mouth had been full of dough, 
"If you don't . . began the master. Donkin snatched 
at the pin as though his intention had been to run away 
'A ith it, and remained stockstill holding it like a candle. 
Put it back where you took it from,” said Captain 
Allistoun, looking at him fiercely. Donkin stepped back 
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opening wide eyes. “Go, you blackguard, or I will make 
you,” cried the master, driving him slowly backwards by 
a menacing advance. He dodged, and with the danger- 
ous iron tried to guard his head from a threatening fist. 
Mr. Baker ceased grunting for a moment. "Good! By 
Jove,” murmured appreciatively Mr. Creighton in the 
tone of a connoisseur. “Don't tech me,” snarled Donkin, 
backing away. "Then go. Go faster.” "Don't yer 'it me. 
... I will pull yer hup afore the magistryt. . , . m 
show yer hup.” Captain AlUstoun made a long stride, 
and Donkin, turning his back fairly, ran ofiF a little, then 
stopped and over his shoulder showed yellow teeth. 
“Farther on, fore-rigging,” urged the master, pointing 
with his arm. "Hare yer goin’ to stand by and see me 
bullied,” screamed Donkin at the silent crowd that 
watched him. Captain Allistoun walked at him smartly. 
He started off again with a leap, dashed at the fore- 
rigging, rammed the pin into its hole violently. “I will be 
heven with yer yet,” he screamed at the ship at large 
and vanished beyond the foremast. Captain Allistoun 
spun round and walked back aft with a composed face, 
as though he had already forgotten the scene. Men 
moved out of his way. He looked at no one. "That will 
do, Mr. Baker. Send the watch below,” he said quietly. 
“And you men try to walk straight for the future,” he 
added in a calm voice. He looked pensively for a while 
at the backs of the impressed and retreating crowd. 
“Breakfast, steward,” he called in a tone of relief 
through the cabin door. "I didn’t like to see you — Ough! 
— ^give that pin to that chap, sir,” observed Mr. Baker; 
‘lie could have bust — Ough! — ^bust your head like an 
eggshell with it.” "O! he!” muttered the master absently. 
“Queer lot,” he went on in a low voice. “I suppose it’s 
all right now. Can never tell tho', nowadays, with such 
a . . . Years ago; I was a young master then — one 
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China voyage I had a mutiny; real mutiny. Baker. Dif- 
ferent men tho’. I knew what they wanted: they wanted 
to broach cargo and get at the liquor. Very simple. . . . 
We knocked them about for two days, and when they 
had enough — gentle as lambs. Good crew. And a smart 
trip I made.” He glanced aloft at the yards braced 
sharp up. "‘Head wind day after day,” he exclaimed 
bitterly. “Will we never get a decent slant this passage?” 
“Ready, sir,” said the steward, appearing before them 
as if by magic and with a stained napkin in his hand. 
“Ah! All right. Come along, Mr. Baker — ^it s late — ^with 
all this nonsense.” 


V 

A heavy atmosphere of oppressive quietude pervaded 
the ship. In the afternoon men went about washing 
clothes and hanging them out to dry in the unprosper- 
ous breeze with the meditative languor of disenchanted 
philosophers. Very little was said. The problem of life 
seemed too voluminous for the narrow limits of human 
speech, and by common consent it was abandoned to 
the great sea that had from the beginning enfolded it in 
its immense grip; to the sea that knew all, and would in 
time infallibly unveil to each the wisdom hidden in all 
the errors, the certitude that lurks in doubts, the realm 
of safety and peace beyond the frontiers of sorrow and 
fear. And in the confused current of impotent thoughts 
that set unceasingly this way and that through bodies 
of men, Jimmy bobbed up upon the surface, compelling 
attention, like a black buoy chained to the bottom of 
a muddy stream./ Falsehood triumphed. It triumphed 
through doubt, through stupidity, through pity, through 
sentimentalism. We set ourselves to bolster it up, from 
compassion, from recklessness, from a sense of fun. 
Jimmy’s steadfastness to his untruthful attitude in the 
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face of the inevitable truth had the proportions of a 
colossal enigma — of a manifestation grand and incom- 
prehensible that at times inspired a wondering awe; and 
there was also, to many, something exquisitely droll in 
fooling him thus to the top of his bent. The latent 
egoism of tenderness to suffering appeared in the devel- 
oping anxiety not to see him die. His obstinate non- 
recognition of the only certitude whose approach we 
could watch from day to day was as disquieting as the 
failure of some law of nature. He was so utterly wrong 
about himself that one could not but suspect him of 
having access to some source of supernatural knowl- 
edge. He was absurd to the point of inspiration. He was 
unique, and as fascinating as only something inhuman 
could be; he seemed to shout his denials already from 
beyond the awful border. He was becoming immaterial 
like an apparition; his cheekbones rose, the forehead 
slanted more; the face was all hollows, patches of shade; 
and the fleshless head resembled a disinterred black 
skull, fitted with two restless globes of silver in the 
sockets of eyes. He was demoralizing. Through him we 
yvere becoming highly humanized, tender, co mple x .ex- 
cessively decadent: we understood the , subtlety of his 
fear, sympathized with all his repulsions, shrinkings, 
evasions, delusions — as though we had Tjeen qy^civ- 
ilized, and rotten, and without any knowled^ of the 
meaning of hfe. We had the air of being initiated in 
some infamous mysteries; we had the profound grimaces 
of conspirators, exchanged meaning glances, significant 
short words. We were inexpressibly vile and very much 
pleased with ourselves. We lied to him with gravity, with 
emotion, with unction, as if performing some moral trick 
with a view to an eternal reward. We made a chorus 
of a£Srmation to his wildest assertions, as though he had 
been a millionaire, a politician, or a reformer — and we 
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a crowd of ambitious lubbers. When we ventured to 
question his statements we did it after the manner of 
obsequious sycophants, to the end that his glory should 
be augmented by the flattery of our dissent. He influ- 
enced the moral tone of our world as though he had it 
in his power to distribute honors, treasures, or pain; and 
he could give us nothing but his contempt. It was im- 
mense; it seemed to grow gradually larger, as his body 
day by day shrank a little more, while we looked. It was 
the only thing about him — of him — that gave the im- 
pression of durability and vigor. It lived within him with 
an unquenchable life. It spoke through the eternal pout 
of his black lips; it looked at us through the profound 
impertinence of his large eyeS, that stood far out of his 
head like the eyes of crabs. We watched them intently. 
Nothing else of him stirred. He seemed unwilling to 
move, as if distrustful of his own solidity. The slightest 
gesture must have disclosed to him (it could not surely 
be otherwise) his bodily weakness, and caused a pang 
of mental suffering. He was chary of movements. He 
lay stretched out, chin on blanket, in a kind of sly, cau- 
tious immobility. Only his eyes roamed over faces; his 
eyes disdainful, penetrating and sad. 

It was at that time that Belfast’s devotion — and also 
his pugnacity — secured universal respect. He spent 
every moment of his spare time in Jimmy’s cabin. He 
tended him, talked to him; was as gentle as a woman, 
as tenderly gay as an old philanthropist, as sentimentally 
careful of his nigger as a model slave owner. But out- 
side he was irritable, explosive as gunpowder, somber, 
suspicious, and never more brutal than when most sor- 
rowful. With him it was a tear and a blow: a tear for 
Jimmv, a blow for anyone who did not seem to take a 
scrupulously orthodox view of Jimmy’s case. We talked 
about nothing else. The two Scandinavians, even, dis- 
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cussed the situation — ^but it was impossible to know in 
what spirit, because they quarreled in their own lan- 
guage. Belfast suspected one of them of irreverence, and 
in this incertitude thought that there was no option but 
to fight them both. They became very much terrified by 
his truculence, and henceforth lived amongst us, de- 
jected, like a pair of mutes. Wamibo never spoke in- 
telligibly, but he was as smileless as an animal — seemed 
to know much less about it all than the cat — and con- 
sequently was safe. Moreover he had belonged to the 
chosen band of Jimmy’s rescuers, and was above sus- 
picion. Archie was silent generally, but often spent an 
hour or so talking to Jimmy quietly with an air of pro- 
prietorship. At any time of the day and often through 
the night some man could be seen sitting on Jimmy s 
box. In the evening, between six and eight, the cabin 
was crowded, and there was an interested group at the 
door. Everyone stared at the nigger. 

He basked in the warmth of our interest. His eyes 
gleamed ironically, and in a weak voice he reproached 
us with our cowardice. He would say, “If you fellows 
had stuck out for me I would be now on deck.” We hung 
our heads. “Yes, but if you think I am going to let them 
put me in irons just to show you sport . . . Well, no. 
... It ruins my health, this lying-up, it does. You don’t 
care.” We were as abashed as if it had been true. His 
superb impudence carried all before it. We would not 
have dared to revolt. We didn’t want to really. We 
wanted to keep him alive till home — to the end of the 
voyage. 

Singleton as usual held aloof, appearing to scorn the 
insignificant events of an ended life. Once only he came 
along, and unexpectedly stopped in the doorway. He 
peered at Jimmy in profound silence, as if desirous to 
add that black image to the crowd of Shades that peo- 
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pled his old memory. We kept very quiet, and for a long 
time Singleton stood there as though he had come by 
appointment to call for someone, or to see some impor- 
tant event. James Wait lay perfectly still, and apparently 
not aware of the gaze scrutinizing him with a steadiness 
full of expectation. There was a sense of tussle in the air. 
We felt the inward strain of men watching a wrestling 
bout. At last Jimmy with perceptible apprehension 
turned his head on the pillow. “Good evening,” he said 
in a conciliating tone. “H’m,” answered the old seaman, 
grumpily. For a moment longer he looked at Jimmy with 
severe fixity, then suddenly went away. It was a long 
time before anyone spoke in the little cabin, though we 
all breathed more freely as men do after an escape from 
some dangerous situation. We all knew the old man's 
ideas about Jimmy, and nobody dared to combat them. 
They were unsettling, they caused pain; and, what was 
worse, they might have been true for all we knew. Only 
once did he condescend to explain them fully, but the 
impression was lasting. He said that Jimmy was the 
cause of head winds. Mortally sick men — ^hc maintained 
— linger till the first sight of land, and then die; and 
Jimmy knew that tlie land would draw his life from him. 
It is so in every ship. Didn't we know it? He asked us 
with austere contempt: what did we know? What would 
we doubt next? Jimmy's desiie encouraged by us and 
aided by Wamibo's (he was a Finn — ^wasn't he? Very 
well! ) and Wamibo’s spells delayed the ship in the open 
sea. Only lubberly fools couldn’t see it. Whoever heard 
of such a run of calms and head winds? It w^asn't nat- 
ural. . . . We could not deny that it was strange. We 
felt uneasy. The common saying, “more days, more 
dollars,” did not give the usual comfort because the 
stores were running short. Much had been spoiled off 
the Cape, and we were on half allowance of biscuit. 
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Peas, sugar and tea had been finished long ago. Salt 
meat was giving out. We had plenty of coffee but very 
little water to make it with. We took up another hole in 
our belts and went on scraping, polishing, painting the 
ship from morning to night. And soon she looked «as 
though she had come out of a bandbox; but hunger lived 
on board of her. Not dead starvation, but steady, living 
hunger that stalked about the decks, slept in the fore- 
castle; the tormentor of waking moments, the disturber 
of dreams. We looked to windward for signs of change. 
Every few hours of night and day we put her round willi 
the hope that she would come up on that tack at last. 
She didn’t. She seemed to have forgotten the way home; 
she rushed to and fro, heading northwest, heading east; 
she ran backwards and forwards, distracted, like a timid 
creature at the foot of a wall. Sometimes, as if tired to 
death, she would wallow languidly for a day in the 
smooth swell of an unruffled sea. All up the swinging 
masts the sails trashed furiously through the hot still- 
ness of the calm. We were weary, hungry, thirsty; wc 
commenced to believe Singleton, but with unshaken 
fidelity dissembled to Jimmy. We spoke to him with 
jocose allusiveness, like cheerful accomplices in a clever 
plot; but we looked to the westward over the rail with 
mournful eyes for a sign of hope, for a sign of fair wind; 
even if its first breath should bring death to our re- 
luctant Jimmy. In vain! The universe conspired with 
James Wait. Light airs from the northward sprang up 
again; the sky remained clear; and round our weariness 
the glittering sea, touched by the breeze, basked volup- 
tuously in the great sunshine, as though it had forgotten 
our life and trouble. 

Donkin looked out for a fair wind along with the rest. 
No one knew the venom of his thoughts now. He was 
silent, and appeared thinner, as if consumed slowly by 
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an inward rage at the injustice of men and of fate. He 
Avas ignored by all and spoke to no one, but his hate for 
every man looked out through his eyes. He talked with 
tlie cook only, having somehow persuaded the good man 
that he — Donkin — ^was a much calumniated and perse- 
cuted person. Together they bewailed the immorality 
of the ship’s company. There could be no greater crim- 
inals than we, who by our lies conspired to send the soul 
of a poor ignorant black man to everlasting perdition. 
Podmore cooked what there was to cook, remorsefully, 
and felt all the time that by preparing the food of such 
sinners he imperiled his own salvation. As to the Captain 
— ^lie had lived with him for seven years, he said, and 
would not have believed it possible that such a man . . . 
“Well. Well. . . . There it is. . . . Can’t get out of it. 
Judgment capsized all in a minute. . . . Struck in all 
his pride. . . . More like a sudden visitation than any- 
thing else.” Donkin, perched sullenly on the coal locker, 
swung his legs and concurred. He paid in the coin of 
<;purious assent for the privilege to sit in the galley; he 
was disheartened and scandalized; he agreed with the 
cook; could find no words severe enough to criticize our 
conduct; and when in the heat of reprobation he swore 
at us, Podmore, who would have liked to swear also if it 
hadn’t been for his principles, pretended not to hear. So 
Donkin, unrebuked, cursed enough for two, cadged for 
matches, borrowed tobacco, loafed for hours and very 
much at home before the stove. From there he could 
hear us on the other side of the bulkhead, talking to 
Jimmy. The cook knocked the pots about, slammed the 
oven door, muttered prophesies of damnation for all 
the ship s company; and Donkin, who did not admit of 
any hereafter, except for purposes of blasphemy, lis- 
tened, concentrated and angry, gloating fiercely over a 
called-up image of infinite torment — ^like men gloat over 
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the accursed images of cruelty and revenge, of greed, 

and of power. , . . 

On clear evenings the silent ship, under the cold 
sheen of the dead moon, took on the false aspect of pas- 
sionless repose resembling the winter of the earth. Un- 
der her a long band of gold barred the black disc of the 
sea. Footsteps echoed on her quiet decks. The moonlight 
clung to her like a frosted mist, and the white sails stood 
out in dazzling cones as of stainless snow. In the mag- 
nificence of the phantom rays the ship appeared pure 
like a vision of ideal beauty, illusive like a tender dream 
of serene peace. And nothing in her was real, nothing 
was distinct and solid but the heavy shadows that filled 
her decks with their unceasing and noiseless stir; the 
shadows blacker than the night and more restless than 
the thoughts of men. 

Donkin prowled spiteful and alone amongst the shad- 
ows, thinking that Jimmy too long delayed to die. That 
evening, just before dark, land had been reported from 
aloft, and the master, while adjusting the tubes of the 
long glass, had observed with quiet bitterness to Mr. 
Baker that, after fighting our way inch by inch to the 
Western Islands, there was nothing to expect now but 
a spell of calm. The sky was clear and the barometer 
high. The light breeze dropped with the sun, and an 
enormous stillness, forerunner of a night without wind, 
descended upon the heated waters of the ocean. As long 
as daylight lasted, the hands collected on the forecastle- 
head watched on the eastern sky the island of Flores, 
that rose above the level expanse of the sea with irregu- 
lar and broken outlines like a somber ruin upon a vast 
and deserted plain. It was the first land seen for nearly 
four months. Charley was excited, and in the midst of 
general indulgence took liberties with his betters. Men 
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Strangely elated without knowing why, talked in groups, 
and pointed with bared arms. For the first time that 
voyage Jimmy's sham existence seemed for a moment 
forgotten in the face of a solid reality. We had got so 
far anyhow. Belfast discoursed, quoting imaginary ex- 
amples of short homeward passages from the Islands. 
“Them smart fruit schooners do it in five days,” he 
affirmed. “What do you want? — only a good little 
breeze.” Archie maintained that seven days was the 
shortest passage, and they disputed amicably with in- 
sulting words. Knowles declared he could already smell 
home from there, and with a heavy list on his short leg 
laughed fit to split his sides. A group of grizzled sea 
dogs looked out for a time in silence and with grim ab- 
sorbed faces. One said suddenly, “ 'Tain't far to London 
now.” “My first night ashore, blamme if I haven't steak 
and onions for supper . . . and a pint of bitter,” said 
another. '‘A barrel ye mean,” shouted someone. “Ham 
an’ eggs three times a day. That's the way I live!” cried 
an excited voice. There was a stir, appreciative mur- 
murs; eyes began to shine; jaws champed; short nervous 
laughs were heard. Archie smiled with reserve all to 
himself. Singleton came up, gave a negligent glance, 
and went down again without saying a word, indifferent, 
like a man who had seen Flores an incalculable number 
of times. The night traveling from the East blotted out 
of the limpid sky the purple stain of the high land. 
“Dead calm,” said somebody quietly. The murmur of 
lively talk suddenly wavered, died out; the clusters 
broke up; men began to drift away one by one, de- 
scending the ladders slowly and with serious faces as if 
sobered by that reminder of their dependence upon the 
invisible. And when the big yellow moon ascended 
gently above the sharp rim of the clear horizon it found 
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the ship wrapped up in a breathless silence; a fearless 
ship that seemed to sleep profoundly, dreamlessly, on 
the bosom of the sleeping and terrible sea. 

Donkin chafed at the peace — at the ship — at the sea 
that stretching away on all sides merged into the illim- 
itable silence of all creation. He felt himself pulled up 
sharp by unrecognized grievances. He had been phys- 
ically cowed, but his injured dignity remained indomi- 
table, and nothing could heal his lacerated feelings. 
Here was land already — Thorne very soon — a bad pay 
day — no clothes — ^more hard work. How offensive all 
this was. Land. The land that draws away life from sick 
sailors. That nigger there had money — clothes — easy 
times; and would not die. Land draws life away. . . . 
He felt tempted to go and see whether it did. Perhaps 
already ... It would be a bit of luck. There was 
money in the beggar’s chest. He stepped briskly out of 
the shadows into the moonlight, and, instantly, his crav- 
ing, hungry face from sallow became livid. He opened 
the door of the cabin and had a shock. Sure enough, 
Jimmy was dead! He moved no more than a recumbent 
figure with clasped hands, carved on the lid of a stone 
coffin, Donkin glared with avidity. Then Jimmy, with- 
out stirring, blinked his eyelids, and Donkin had an- 
other shock. Those eyes were rather startling. He shut 
the door behind his back with gentle care, looking in- 
tently the while at James Wait as though he had come 
in there at a great risk to tell some secret of startling im- 
portance. Jimmy did not move but glanced languidly 
out of the corners of his eyes. "Calm?” he asked. "Yuss,” 
said Donkin, very disappointed, and sat down on the 
box. 

Jimmy breathed with composure. He was used to 
such visits at all times of night or day. Men succeeded 
one another. They spoke in clear voices, pronounced 
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cheerful words, repeated old jokes, listened to him; and 
each, going out, seemed to leave behind a little of his 
own vitality, surrender some of his own strength, renew 
the assurance of life — the indestructible thing! He did 
not like to be alone in his cabin, because, when he was 
alone, it seemed to him as if he hadn’t been there at 
all. There was nothing. No pain. Not now. Perfectly 
right — ^but he couldn’t enjoy his healthful repose unless 
someone was by to see it. This man would do as well 
as anybody. Donkin watched him stealthily. “Soon home 
now,” observed Wait. ‘Why d’yer whisper?” asked Don- 
kin with interest, “can’t yer speak hup?’' Jimmy looked 
annoyed and said nothing for a while; then in a lifeless 
unringing voice: “Why should I shout? You ain’t deaf 
that I know.” “Oh! I can ’ear right enough,” answered 
Donkin in a low tone, and looked down. He was think- 
ing sadly of going out when Jimmy spoke again. “Time 
we did get home ... to get something decent to eat. 
... I am always hungry.” Donkin felt angry all of 
a sudden. “What habout me,” he hissed, “I am ’ungry 
too an’ got ter work. You, ’ungry!” “Your work won’t kill 
you,” commented Wait, feebly; “there's a couple of 
biscuits in the lower bunk there — ^you may have one. 1 
can’t eat them.” Donkin dived in, groped in the corner, 
and when he came up again his mouth was full. He 
munched with ardor. Jimmy seemed to doze with open 
eyes. Donkin finished his hard bread and got up. “You’re 
not going?” asked Jimmy, staring at the ceiling. “No,” 
said Donkin impulsively, and instead of going out leaned 
his back against the closed door. He looked at James 
Wait, and saw him long, lean, dried up, as though all his 
flesh had shriveled on his bones in the heat of a white 
furnace; the meager fingers of one hand moved lightly 
upon the edge of the bunk playing an endless tune. T(^ 
look at him was irritating and fatiguing; he could Iasi 
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like this for days; he was outrageous — ^belonging wholly 
neither to death nor life, and perfectly invulnerable in 
his apparent ignorance of both. Donkin felt tempted to 
enlighten him. ‘What hare yer thinkin of?*' he asked 
surlily. James Wait had a grimacing smile that passed 
over the deathlike impassiveness of his bony face, in- 
credible and frightful as would, in a dream, have been 
the sudden smile of a corpse. 

“There is a girl,” whispered Wait . . . “Canton 
Street girl — . She chucked a third engineer of a Rennie 
boat — ^for me. Cooks oysters just as I like. . . . She says 
- — she would chuck — any toff — for a colored gentleman. 
. . . That's me. I am kind to wimmen,” he added a 
shade louder. 

Donkin could hardly believe his ears. He was scandal- 
ized. “Would she? Yer wouldn't be hany good to 'er,” he 
said with unrestrained disgust. Wait was not there to 
hear him. He was swaggering up the East India Dock 
Road, saying kindly, “Come along for a treat,” pushing 
glass swing doors, posing with superb assurance in the 
gaslight above a mahogany counter. “D’yer think yer 
will hever get ashore?” asked Donkin angrily. Wail 
came back with a start. “Ten days,” he said promptly, 
and returned at once to the regions of memory that 
know nothing of time. He felt untired, calm, and as if 
safely withdrawn within himself beyond the reach of 
every grave incertitude. There was something of the 
immutable quality of eternity in the slow moments of 
his complete restfulness. He was very quiet and easy 
amongst his vivid reminiscences which he mistook joy- 
fully for images of an undoubted future. He cared for 
no one. Donkin felt this vaguely like a blind man may 
feel in his darkness the fatal antagonism of all the sur- 
rounding existences, that to him shall forever remain 
unrealizable, unseen and enviable. He had a desire to- 
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assert his importance, to break, to crush; to be even with 
everybody for everything; to tear the veil, unmask, ex- 
pose, leave no refuge — a perfidious desire of truthful- 
ness! He laughed in a mocking splutter and said; 

‘Ten days. Strike me blind if 1 hevcr! . . . You will 
be dead by this time tomorrow pr’aps. Ten days!” He 
waited for a while. “D ye "ear me? Blamme if yer don’t 
look dead halready.” 

Jimmy must have been collecting his strength for 
he said almost aloud, “You’re a stinking, cadging liar. 
Everyone knows you.” And sitting up, against all prob- 
ability, startled his visitor horribly. But very soon Don- 
kin recovered himself. He blustered, 

“What? What? Who’s a liar? You hare — ^the crowd 
hare — the skipper — heverybody. I hain’t! Putting on 
hairs! Who’s yer?” He nearly choked himself with indig- 
nation. “Who’s yer to put on hairs,” he repeated trem- 
bling. “’Ave one — ’ave one, says ’ee— an’ cawn’t heat 
’em ’isself. Now I’U ’ave both. By Gawd — I will! Yer 
nobody!” 

He plunged into the lower bunk, rooted in there and 
brought to light another dusty biscuit. He held it up be- 
fore Jimmy — tlien took a bite defiantly. 

“What now?” he asked with feverish impudence. “Yer 
may take one — says yer. Why not giv* me both? No. I’m 
a mangy dorg. One fur a mangy dorg. I’ll tyke both. 
Can yer stop me? Try. Come on. Try.” 

Jimmy was clasping his legs and hiding his face on 
the knees. His shirt clung to him. Every rib was visible. 
His emaciated back was shaken in repeated jerks by the 
panting catches of his breath. 

“Yer won’t? Yer can’t! What did I say?” went on Don- 
kin fiercely. He swallowed another dry mouthful with a 
hasty eflFort. The other’s silent helplessness, his weak- 
ness, his shrinking attitude exasperated him. “Ye’re 
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done!*' he cried. “Who's yer to be lied to; to be waited 

on 'and an' foot like a bloomin' hymperor. Yer nobody. 

Yer no one at all!” he spluttered with such a strength 

of unerring conviction that it shook him from head to 

foot in coming out, and left him vibrating like a released 

string. 

Jimmy rallied again. He lifted his head and turned 
bravely at Donkin, who saw a strange face, an unknown 
face, a fantastic and grimacing mask of despair and 
fury. Its lips moved rapidly; and hollow, moaning, whis- 
tling sounds filled the cabin with a vague mutter full of 
menace, complaint and desolation, like the far-off mur- 
mur of a rising wind. Wait shook his head; rolled his 
eyes; he denied, cursed, menaced — and not a word had 
the strength to pass beyond the sorrowful pout of those 
black lips. It was incomprehensible and disturbing; a 
gibberish of emotions, a frantic dumb show of speech 
pleading for impossible things, threatening a shadowy 
vengeance. It sobered Donkin into a scrutinizing watch- 
fulness. 

“Yer can't holler. See? What did I tell yer?” he said 
slowly after a moment of attentive examination. The 
other kept on headlong and unheard, nodding passion- 
ately, grinning with grotesque and appalling flashes of 
big white teeth. Donkin, as if fascinated by the dumb 
eloquence and anger of that black phantom, approached, 
stretching his neck out with distrustful curiosity; and it 
seemed to him suddenly that he was looking only at the 
shadow of a man crouching high in the bunk on the 
level with his eyes. “What? What?” he said. He seemed 
to catch the shape of some words in the continuous 
panting hiss. “Yer will tell Belfast! Will yer? Have yer a 
bloomin’ kid?” He trembled with alarm and rage, “Tell 
yer gran'mother! Yer afeard! Who's yer ter be afeard 
more'n hanyone?” His passionate sense of his own im- 
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portance ran away with a last remnant of caution. "Tell 
an’ be damned! Tell, if yer can!” he cried. “IVe been 
treated worser n a dorg by your blooming back-lickers. 
They ’as set me on, honly to turn aginst me. I ham the 
honly man ’ere. They clouted me, kicked me — an’ yer 
luffed — ^yer black, rotten hincumbrance, you! You will 
pay fur it. They giv’ yer their grub, their water — ^yer will 
pay fur hit to me, by Gawd! Who haxed me ter ’ave a 
drink of water? They put their bloomin’ rags on yer that 
night, an* what did they gi’ ter me — a clout on the 
bloomin’ mouth — blast their . . . S elp me! . . . Yer 
will pay fur hit with yer money. Hi’m goin’ ter ’ave it in 
a minyte; has soon has ye’re dead, yer bloomin’ useless 
fraud. That’s the man I ham. An’ ye’re a thing — a 
bloody thing. Yah — ^you corpse!” 

He flung at Jimmy’s head the biscuit he had been all 
the time clutching hard, but it only grazed, and striking 
with a loud crack the bulkhead beyond burst like a hand 
grenade into flying pieces. James Wait, as though 
wounded mortally, fell back on the pillow. His lips 
ceased to move and the rolling eyes became quiet and 
stared upwards with an intense and steady persistence. 
Donkin was surprised; he sat suddenly on the chest, and 
looked down, exhausted and gloomy. After a moment he 
began to mutter to himself, "Die, you beggar — die. 
Somebody’ll come in. ... I wish I was drunk. . . . 
Ten days. . . . Hoysters. . . .” He looked up and 
spoke louder. "No. . . , No more for yer ... no more 
bloomin’ gals that cook hoysters. . . . Who’s yer? Hit’s 
my turn now. ... I wish I was drunk; I would soon 
gi’ you a leg up haloft. That’s where yer will go. Feet 
fust, through a port. . . . Splash! Never see yer hany 
more. Hoverboard! Good ’nuff fur yer.” 

Jimmy’s head moved slightly and he turned his eyes 
to Donkin’s face; a gaze unbelieving, desolated and ap- 
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pealing, of a child frightened by the menace of being 
shut up alone in the dark. Donkin observed him from 
the chest with hopeful eyes; then without rising he 
tried the lid. Locked. “I wish I was drunk,” he muttered 
and getting up listened anxiously to the distant sound 
of footsteps on the deck. They approached — ceased. 
Someone yawned interminably just outside the door, 
and the footsteps went away shuffling lazily. Donkins 
fluttering heart eased its pace, and when he looked to- 
wards the bunk again Jimmy was staring as before at the 
white beam. " ’Ow d yer feel now?’' he asked. ‘‘Bad,” 
breathed out Jimmy. 

Donkin sat down patient and purposeful. Every half- 
hour the bells spoke to one another ringing along the 
whole length of the ship. Jimmy’s respiration was so 
rapid that it couldn’t be counted, so faint that it couldn’t 
be heard. His eyes were terrified as though he had been 
looking at unspeakable horrors; and by his face one 
could see that he was thinking of abominable things. 
Suddenly with an incredibly strong and heartbreaking 
voice he sobbed out: 

“Overboard! . . . I! . . . My God!” 

Donkin writhed a little on the box. He looked un- 
vdlhngly. Jimmy was mute. His two long bony hands 
smoothed the blanket upwards, as though he had wished 
to gather it all up under his chin. A tear, a big solitary 
tear, escaped from the comer of his eye and, without 
touching the hollow cheek, fell on the pillow. His throat 
rattled faintly. 

And Donldn, watching the end of that hateful nigger, 
felt the anguishing grasp of a great sorrow on his heart 
at the thought that he himself, some day, would have to 
go through it all — ^just like this — perhaps! His eyes be- 
came moist. “Poor beggar,” he murmured. The night 
seemed to go by in a flash; it seemed to him he could 
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hear the irremediable rush of precious minutes. How 
long would this blooming affair last? Too long surely. 
No luck. He could not restrain himself. He got up and 
approached the bunk. Wait did not stir. Only his eyes 
appeared alive and his hands continued their smooth- 
ing movement with a horrible and tireless industry. 
Donkin bent over. 

“Jimmy,” he called low. There was no answer, but the 
rattle stopped. “D yer see me?” he asked trembling. 
Jimmy’s chest heaved. Donkin, looking away, bent his 
ear to Jimmy’s lips, and heard a sound like the rustle of 
a single dry leaf driven along the smooth sand of a 
beach. It shaped itself. 

“Light . . . the lamp . , . and . . . go,” breathed 
out Wait. 

Donkin, instinctively, glanced over his shoulder at 
the blazing flame; then, still looking away, felt under 
the pillow for a key. He got it at once and for the next 
few minutes was shakily but swiftly busy about the box. 
When he got up, his face — ^for the first time in his life 
— ^had a pink flush — ^perhaps of triumph. 

He slipped the key under the pillow again, avoiding 
a glance at Jimmy, who had not moved. He turned his 
back squarely from the bunk, and started to the door as 
though he were going to walk a mile. At his second 
stride he had his nose against it. He clutched the handle 
cautiously, but at that moment he received the irresistible 
impression of something happening behind his back. He 
spun round as though he had been tapped on the 
shoulder. He was just in time to see Jimmy’s eyes blaze 
up and go out at once, like two lamps overturned to- 
gether by a sweeping blow. Something resembling a 
scarlet thread hung down his chin out of the corner of 
his lips — and he had ceased to breathe. 

Donkin closed the door behind him gently but firmly. 
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Sleeping men, huddled under jackets, made on the 
lighted deck shapeless dark mounds that had the ap- 
pearance of neglected graves. Nothing had been done 
all through the night and he hadn^t been missed. He 
stood motionless and perfectly astounded to find the 
world outside as he had left it; there was the sea, the 
ship— sleeping men; and he wondered absurdly at it, as 
though he had expected to find the men dead, familiar 
things gone forever; as though, like a wanderer returning 
after many years, he had expected to see bewildering 
changes. He shuddered a little in the penetrating fresh- 
ness of the air, and hugged himself forlornly. The de- 
clining moon drooped sadly in the western board as if 
withered by the cold touch of a pale dawn. The ship 
slept. And the immortal sea stretched away, immense 
and hazy, like the image of life, with a glittering surface 
and lightless depths; promising, empty, inspiring — ^ter- 
rible, Donkin gave it a defiant glance and slunk off 
noiselessly as if judged and cast out by the august si- 
lence of its might, 

Jimmy's death, after all, came as a tremendous sur- 
prise. We did not know till then how much faith we had 
put in his delusions. We had taken his chances of life so 
much at his own valuation that his death, like the death 
of an old belief, shook the foundations of our society. 
A common bond was gone; the strong, effective and 
respectable bond of a sentimental lie. All that day we 
mooned at our work, with su.spicious looks and a dis- 
abused air. In our hearts we thought that in the matter 
of his departure Jimmy had acted in a perverse and un- 
friendly manner. He didn't back us up, as a shipmate 
should. In going he took away with himself the gloomy 
and solemn shadow in which our folly had posed, with 
humane satisfaction, as a tender arbiter of fate. And now 
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we saw it was no such thing. It was just common foolish- 
ness; a silly and ineflFectual meddling with issues of 
majestic import — that is, if Podmore was right. Perhaps 
he was? Doubt survived Jimmy; and, like a community 
of banded criminals disintegrated by a touch of grace, 
we were profoundly scandalized with each other. Men 
spoke unkindly to their best chums. Others refused to 
speak at all. Singleton only was not surprised. ‘‘Dead — 
is he? Of course,” he said, pointing at the island right 
abeam: for the calm still held the ship spellbound 
within sight of Flores. Dead — of course. He wasn’t sur- 
prised. Here was the land, and there, on the forehatch 
and waiting for the sailmaker — there was that corpse. 
Cause and effect. And for the first time that voyage, the 
old seaman became quite cheery and garrulous, explain- 
ing and illustrating from the stores of experience how, in 
sickness, the sight of an island (even a very small one) 
is generally more fatal than the view of a continent. But 
he couldn’t explain why. 

jimmy was to be buried at five, and it was a long day 
till then — a day of mental disquiet and even of physical 
disturbance. We took no interest in our work and, very 
properly, were rebuked for it. This, in our constant state 
of hungry irritation, was exasperating. Donkin worked 
with his brow bound in a dirty rag, and looked so 
ghastly that Mr. Baker was touched with compassion at 
the sight of this plucky suffering. “Ough! You, Donkin! 
Put down your work and go lay-up this watch. You look 
ill.” “Hi ham, sir — ^in my ’ead,” he said in a subdued 
voice, and vanished speedily. This annoyed many, and 
they thought the mate “bloomin’ soft today.” Cap- 
tain Allistoun could be seen on the poop watching the 
sky cloud over from the southwest, and it soon got to be 
known about the decks that the barometer had begun to 
fall in the night, and that a breeze might be expected 
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before long. This, by a subtle association of ideas, led to 
violent quarreling as to the exact moment of Jimmy’s 
death. Was it before or after "that "ere glass started 
down?"’ It was impossible to know, and it caused much 
contemptuous growling at one another. All of a sudden 
there was a great tumult forward. Pacific Knowles and 
good-tempered Davies had come to blows over it. The 
watch below interfered with spirit, and for ten minutes 
there was a noisy scrimmage round the hatch, where, 
in the balancing shade of the sails, Jimmy’s body, 
wrapped up in a white blanket, was watched over by 
the sorrowful Belfast, who, in his desolation, disdained 
the fray. When the noise had ceased, and the passions 
had calmed into surly silence, he stood up at the head of 
the swathed body, and lifting both arms on high, cried 
with pained indignation: “You ought to be ashamed of 
yourselves! . . We were. 

Belfast took his bereavement very hard. He gave 
proofs of unextinguishable devotion. It was he, and no 
other man, who would help the sailmaker to prepare 
what was left of Jimmy for a solemn surrender to the 
insatiable sea. lie arranged the weights carefully at the 
feet: two holystones, an old anchor-shackle without its 
pin, some broken links of a worn-out stream cable. He 
arranged them this way, then that. “Bless my soul! you 
aren’t afraid he will chafe his heel?” said the sailmaker, 
who hated the job. He pushed the needle, puffing furi- 
ously, with his head in a cloud of tobacco smoke; he 
turned the flaps over, pulled at the stitches, stretched 
at the canvas. "Lift his should^s. . . . Pull to you a 
bit. . . . So — o — o. Steady.” Belfast obeyed, pulled, 
lifted, overcome with sorrow, dropping tears on the 
tarred twine. “Don’t you drag the canvas too taut over 
his poor face. Sails,” he entreated tearfully. “What are 
you fashing yomself for? He will be comfortable enough,” 
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assured the sailmaker, cutting the thread after the last 
stitch, that came about the middle of Jimmy's forehead. 
He rolled up the remaining canvas, put away the 
needles. “What makes you take on so?" he asked. Belfast 
looked down at the long package of gray sailcloth. “I 
pulled him out,” he whispered, “and he did not want to 
go. If I had sat up with him last night he would have 
kept alive for me . . . but something made me tired.'^ 
The sailmaker took vigorous draws at his pipe and mum- 
bled: “When I . . . West India Station ... in the 
Blanche frigate . . . Yellow Jack . . . sewed in twenty 
men a day . . . Portsmouth . . . Devonport men . . - 
townies . . . knew their fathers, mothers . . . sisters 
. . . the whole boiling of 'em. Thought nothing of it* 
And these niggers like this one — ^yon don't know where 
it comes from. Got nobody. No use to nobody. Who will 
miss him?” “I do — I pulled him out,” mourned Belfast 
dismally. 

On two planks nailed together, and apparently re- 
signed and still under the folds of the Union Jack with 
:i white border, James Wait, carried aft by four men, 
was deposited slowly, with his feet pointing at an open 
port. A swell had set in from the westward, and follow- 
ing on the roll of the ship, the red ensign, at half-mast, 
daited out and collapsed again on the gray sky, like a 
tongue of flickering fire; Charley tolled the bell; and at 
every swing to starboard the whole vast semicircle of 
steely waters visible on that side seemed to come up 
with a rush to the edge of the port, as if impatient to 
get at our Jimmy. Everyone was there but Donkin, who 
was too ill to come; the Captain and Mr. Creighton 
stood bareheaded on the break of the poop; Mr. Baker, 
directed by the master, who had said to him gravely: 
“You know more about the prayer book than I do,” came 
out of the cabin door quickly and a httle embarrassed* 
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All the caps went oiF. He began to read in a low tone, 
and with his usual harmlessly menacing utterance, as 
though he had been for the last time reproving con- 
fidentially that dead seaman at his feet. The men lis- 
tened in scattered groups; they leaned on the fife mil, 
gazing on the deck; they held their chins in their hands 
thoughtfully, or, with crossed arms and one knee slightly 
bent, hung their heads in an attitude of upright medita- 
tion. Wamibo dreamed. Mr. Baker read on, grunting 
reverently at the turn of every page. The words, missing 
the unsteady hearts of men, rolled out to wander without 
a home upon the heartless sea; and James Wait, silenced 
forever, lay uncritical and passive under the hoarse mur- 
mur of despair and hopes. 

Two men made ready and waited for those words that 
send so many of our brothers to their last plunge. Mr. 
Baker began the passage. “Stand by,” muttered the 
boatswain. Mr. Baker read out: “To the deep,” and 
paused. The men lifted the inboard end of the planks, 
the boatswain snatched oflF the Union Jack, and James 
Wait did not move. “Higher,” muttered the boatswain 
angrily. All the heads were raised; every man stirred un- 
easily, but James Wait gave no sign of going. In death 
and swathed up for all eternity, he yet seemed to hang 
on to the ship with the grip of an undying fear. “Higher! 
Lift!” whispered the boatswain fiercely. “He won't go, ” 
stammered one of the men shakily, and both appeared 
rea^ to^^npj3very thing. Mr.^Baker waited, buiying his 
"^ Jace hook. shuffling his fe et nervously. AfUhe 
men loo ked profoundly disturbe d; from"^tEeir midst a 
faint huiruiuagatQise^^ o ut — gr owing louder. . . . 

“Jimmy!” cried Belfast in a wailing tone, ai ^ there wa s 
a”seco ^ ofmu33efing"Hism ayI 
^ iTimmv, be a nmn!” ^rieked passionately.^ F very 
mouth was wide open, not an eyelid winked. He star ed 
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wildly, twitching all over; he bent his body forward like 
a man peering at a horror. **Go!*' he shouted, an d leaped 
offj^th his nrin thrown out. *' Gq. yimmy! Jimmy, go l 
His IiPaH nf b^c^y^ and the 

gray package started reluctantly to, all at once, w hizz off 
the lifteci planks with the suddenn^s of a flash “(31i^r^ 
nin^jrhe crowd stepped forward like one man; a deep 
“Ah — ^h — ^h!” came out vibrating from the broad chests. 
T he ship rolled as if re hevcd of an unfair burden » the 
ciipportQa,.bv Ar chje, gaspcd hy s- 
terically; anc T Charley, who anxious t o s ee |immy ^ la k 
divK^TeapeiJ headlong on the rai l, was too late to see 
a nything bTijF the faint circle ■ST 

aTan^Kmg^EJ^lZ 

Mr. Baker, perspiring abundantly^ read out the last 
prayer in a deep rumor of excited men and fluttering 
sails. "Amen!” he said in an unsteady growl, and closed 
the book. 

"Square the yards!” thundered a voice above his 
head. All hands gave a jump; one or two dropped their 
caps; Mr. Baker looked up surprised. The master, stand- 
ing on the break of the poop, pointed to the westward. 
“ Breeze coming,” he said, "square the yards. Look alive. 
men!” Mr. Bil ker crammed the book hurriedly into his 
pocket. "Forward, there — ^let go the foretack!” he hailed 
joyfully, bareheaded and brisk; “square the foreyard, 
you port watch!” "Fair wind — fair wind,” muttered the 
men going to the braces. "What did I tell you?” mum- 
bled old Singleton, flinging down coil after coil with 
hasty energy; "I knowed it — ^he’s gone, and here it 
comes.” 

It came with the sound of a lofty and powerful sigh. 
The sails filled, the ship gathered way, and the waking 
sea began to murmur sleepily of home to the ears of 
men. 

That night, while the ship rushed foaming to the 
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northward before a freshening gale, the boatswain un- 
bosomed himself to the petty oflficers' berth; “The chap 
was nothing but trouble,” he said, “from the moment he 
came aboard — d ye remember — ^that night in Bombay? 
Been bullying all that softy crowd — cheeked the old 
man — we had to go fooling all over a half-drowned ship 
to save him. Dam’ nigh a mutiny all for him — and now 
the mate abused me like a pickpocket for forgetting to 
dab a lump of grease on them planks. So I did, but you 
ought to have known better, too, than to leave a nail 
sticking up — ^hey. Chips?” “And you ought to have 
known better than to chuck all my tools overboard for 
’im, like a skeary greenhorn,” retorted the morose car- 
penter. “Well — ^he’s gone after ’em now,” he added in an 
unforgiving tone. “On the China Station, I remember 
once, the Admiral he says to me ...” began the sail- 
maker. 

A week afterwards the Narcissus entered the chops 
of the Channel. 

Under white wings she skimmed low over the blue 
sea like a great tired bird speeding to its nest. The 
clouds raced with her mastheads; they rose astern 
enormous and white, soared to the zenith, flew past, and 
falling down the wide curve of the sky seemed to dash 
headlong into the sea — ^the clouds swifter than the ship, 
more free, but without a home. The coast to welcome 
her stepped out of space into the sunshine. The lofty 
headlands trod masterfully into the sea; the wide bays 
smiled in the light; the shadows of homeless clouds ran 
along the sunny plains, leaped over valleys, without a 
check darted up the hills, rolled down the slopes; and 
the sunshine pursued them with patches of running 
brightness. On the brows of dark cliffs white lighthouses 
shone in pillars of light. The Channel glittered like a 
blue mantle shot with gold and starred by the silver 
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of the capping seas. The Narcissus rushed past the head- 
lands and the bays. Outward-bound vessels crossed her 
track, lying over, and with their masts stripped for a 
slogging fight with the hard sou’-wester. And, inshore, 
a string of smoking steamboats waddled, hugging the 
coast, like migrating and amphibious monsters, distrust- 
ful of the restless waves. 

At night the headlands retreated, the bays advanced 
into one unbroken line of gloom. The lights of the earth 
mingled with the lights of heaven; and above the tossing 
lanterns of a trawling fleet a great lighthouse shone 
steadily, such as an enormous riding light burning above 
a vessel of fabulous dimensions. Below its steady glow, 
the coast, stretching away straight and black, resembled 
the high side of an indestructible craft riding motionless 
upon the immortal and unresting sea. The dark land lay 
alone in the midst of waters, like a mighty ship bestarred 
with vigilant lights — a ship carrying the burden of 
millions of lives — a ship freighted wiih dross and with 
jewels, with gold and with steel. She towered up im- 
mense and strong, guarding priceless traditions and un- 
told suffering, sheltering glorious memories and base 
forgetfulness, ignoble virtues and splendid transgres- 
sions. A great ship! For ages had the ocean battered in 
vain her enduring sides; she was there when the world 
was vaster and darker, when the sea was great and mys- 
terious, and ready to surrender the prize of fame to au- 
dacious men. A ship mother of fleets and nations! The 
great flagship of the race; stronger than the storms, and 
anchored in the open sea. 

The Narcissus, heeling over to offshore gusts, rounded 
the South Foreland, passed through the Downs, and, in 
tow, entered the river. Shorn of the glory of her white 
^vings, she wound obediently after the tug through the 
maze of invisible channels. As she passed them the red- 
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painted light vessels, swung at their moorings, seemed 
for an instant to sail with great speed in the rush of tide, 
and the next moment were left hopelessly behind. The 
big buoys on the tails of banks slipped past her sides 
very low, and, dropping in her wake, tugged at their 
chains like fierce watchdogs. The reach narrowed; from 
both sides the land approached the ship. She went 
steadily up the river. On the riverside slopes the houses 
appeared in groups — seemed to stream down the de- 
clivities at a run to see her pass, and, checked by the 
mud of the foreshore, crowded on the banks. Farther 
on, the tall factory chimneys appeared in insolent bands 
and watched her go by, like a straggling crowd of slim 
giants, swaggering and upright under the black plum- 
mets of smoke, cavalierly aslant. She swept round the 
bends; an impure breeze shrieked a welcome between 
her stripped spars; and the land, closing in, stepped 
between the ship and the sea. 

A low cloud hung before her — a great opalescent and 
tremulous cloud, that seemed to rise from the steaming 
brows of millions of men. Long drifts of smoky vapors 
soiled it with livid trails; it throbbed to the beat of 
millions of hearts, and from it came an immense and 
lamentable murmur — the murmur of millions of lips 
praying, cursing, sighing, jeering — the undying murmur 
of folly, regret, and hope exhaled by the crowds of the 
anxious earth. The Narcissus entered the cloud; the 
shadows deepened; on all sides there was the clang of 
iron, the sound of mighty blows, shrieks, yells. Black 
barges drifted stealthily on the murky stream. A mad 
jumble of begrimed walls loomed up vaguely in the 
smoke, bewildering and mournful, like a vision of dis- 
aster. The tugs, panting furiously, backed and filled in 
the steam, to hold the ship steady at the dock gates; 
from her bows two lines went through the air whistling. 
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and struck at the land viciously, like a pair of snakes. 
A bridge broke in two before her, as if by enchantment; 
big hydraulic capstans began to turn all by themselves, 
as though animated by a mysterious and unholy spell. 
She moved through a narrow lane of water between two 
low walls of granite, and men with checkropes in their 
hands kept pace with her, walking on the broad flag- 
stones. A group waited impatiently on each side of the 
vanished bridge: rough heavy men in caps; sallow- 
faced men in high hats; two bareheaded women; 
ragged children, fascinated, and with wide eyes. A cart 
coming at a jerky trot pulled up sharply. One of the 
women screamed at the silent ship, '‘Hallo, Jack!” with- 
out looking at anyone in particular, and all hands looked 
at her from the forecastle head. “Stand clear! Stand 
clear of that rope!’’ cried the dockmen, bending over 
stone posts. The crowd murmured, stamped where they 
stood. “Let go your quarter-checks! Let go!” sang out a 
ruddy-faced old man on the quay. The ropes splashed 
heavily, falling in the water, and the Narcissus entered 
the dock. 

The stony shores ran away right and left in straight 
lines, enclosing a somber and rectangular pool. Brick 
walls rose high above the water — soulless walls, staring 
through hundreds of windows as troubled and dull as 
the eyes of overfed brutes. At their base monstrous iron 
cranes crouched, with chains hanging from their long 
necks, balancing cruel-looking hooks over the decks of 
lifeless ships. A noise of wheels rolling over stones, the 
thump of heavy things falling, the racket of feverish 
winches, the grinding of strained chains, floated on the 
air. Between high buildings the dust of all the continents 
soared in short flights; and a penetrating smell of per- 
fumes and dirt, of spices and hides, of things costly and 
of things filthy, pervaded the space, made for it an at- 
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mosphere precious and disgusting. The Narcissus came 
gently into her berth; the shadows of soulless walls fell 
upon her, the dust of all the continents leaped upon her 
deck, and a swarm of strange men, clambering up her 
sides, took possession of her in the name of the sordid 
earth. She had ceased to live. 

A toff in a black coat and high hat scrambled with 
agility, came up to the second mate, shook hands, and 
said: “Hallo, Herbert.” It was his brother. A lady ap- 
peared suddenly. A real lady, in a black dress and with a 
parasol. She looked extremely elegant in the midst of us, 
and as strange as if she had fallen there from the sky. 
Mr. Baker touched his cap to her. It was the master’s 
wife. And very soon the Captain, dressed very smartly 
and in a white shirt, went with her over the side. We 
didn’t recognize him at all till, turning on the quay, he 
called to Mr. Baker: “Remember to wind up the chro- 
nometers tomorrow mornng.” An underhand lot of seedy- 
looking chaps with shifty eyes wandered in and out of 
the forecastle looking for a job — they said. “More likely 
for something to steal,” commented Knowles cheerfully. 
Poor beggars. Who cared? Weren’t we home! But Mr. 
Baker went for one of them who had given him some 
cheek, and we were delighted. Everything was delight- 
ful. ‘Tve finished aft, sir,” called out Mr. Creighton. “No 
water in the well, sir,” reported for the last time the car- 
penter, sounding rod in hand. Mr. Baker glanced along 
the decks at the expectant groups of men, glanced aloft 
at the yards. “Ough! That will do, men,” he grunted. 
The groups broke up. The voyage was ended. 

Rolled-up beds went flying over the rail; lashed chests 
went sliding down the gangway — ^mighty few of both 
at that. “The rest is having a cruise off the Cape,” ex- 
plained Knowles enigmatically to a dock loafer with 
whom he had struck a sudden friendship. Men ran, call- 
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jjjg to one another, hailing utter strangers to "lend a 
hand with the dunnage,” then with sudden decorum 
approached the mate to shake hands before going 
ashore. "Good-by, sir,” they repeated in various tones. 
Mr. Baker grasped hard palms, grunted in a friendly 
manner at everyone, his eyes twinkled. "Take care of 
your money, Knowles. Ough! Soon get a nice wife if 
you do.” The lame man was delighted. "Good-by, sir,” 
said Belfast with emotion, wringing the mate s hand, 
and looked up with swimming eyes. "I thought I would 
take ’im ashore with me,” he went on plaintively. Mr. 
Baker did not understand, but said kindly: "Take care 
of yourself, Craik,” and the bereaved Belfast went over 
the rail mourning and alone. 

Mr. Baker in the sudden peace of the ship moved 
about solitary and grunting, trying door handles, peer- 
ing into dark places, never done — a model chief mate! 
No one waited for him ashore. Mother dead; father and 
two brothers, Yarmouth fishermen, drowned together on 
the Dogger Bank; sister married and unfriendly. Quite 
a lady. Married to the leading tailor of a little town, 
and its leading politician, who did not think his sailor 
brother-in-law quite respectable enough for him. Quite 
a lady, quite a lady, he thought, sitting down for a mo- 
ment's rest on the quarter-hatch. Time enough to go 
ashore and get a bite, and sup, and a bed somewhere. 
He didn't like to part with a ship. No one to think about 
then. The darkness of a misty evening fell, cold and 
damp, upon the deserted deck; and Mr. Baker sat smok- 
ing, thinking of all the successive ships to whom through 
many long years he had given the best of a seaman's 
care. And never a command in sight. Not once! "I 
haven't somehow the cut of a skipper about me,” he 
meditated placidly, while the shipkeeper (who had 
taken possession of the galley) , a wizened old man with 
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bleared eyes, cursed him in whispers for "hanging about 
so/' "Now, Creighton,” he pursued the unenvious train 
of thought, "quite a gentleman . . . swell friends . . 
will get on. Fine young fellow ... a little more ex- 
perience.” He got up and shook himself. "Ill be back 
first thing tomorrow morning for the hatches. Don't you 
let them touch anything before I come, shipkeeper/’ he 
called out. Then, at last, he also went ashore — a model 
chief mate! 

The men scattered by the dissolving contact of t]K> 
land came together once more in the shipping office. 
"The Narcissus pays off,” shouted outside a glazed door a 
brass-bound old fellow with a crown, and the capitals 
B. T. on his cap. A lot trooped in at once but many wcie 
late. The room was large, whitewashed, and bare; a 
counter surmounted by a brass-wire grating fenced off 
a third of the dusty space, and behind the grating a 
pasty-faced clerk, with his hair parted in the middle, 
had the quick, glittering eyes and the vivacious, jerky 
movements of a caged bird. Poor Captain Allistoun also 
in there, and sitting before a little table with piles of 
gold and notes on it, appeared subdued by his captivity. 
Another Board of Trade bird was perching on a high 
stool near the door: an old bird that did not mind the 
chaff of elated sailors. The crew of the Narcissus, broken 
up into knots, pushed in the corners. They had new 
shore togs, smart jackets that looked as if they had been 
shaped with an axe, glossy trousers that seemed made 
of crumpled sheet iron, collarless flannel shirts, shiny 
new boots. They tapped on shoulders, buttonholed one 
another, asked: "Where did you sleep last night?” whis- 
pered gaily, slapped their thighs, stamped, with burst? 
of subdued laughter. Most had clean radiant faces; onl) 
one or two were disheveled and sad; the two younj 
Norwegians looked tidy, meek, and altogether of i 
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promising material for the kind ladies that patronize 
the Scandinavian Home. Wamibo, still in his working 
clothes, dreamed, upright and burly in the middle of 
the room, and when Archie came in, woke up for a 
smile. But the wideawake clerk called out a name, and 
the paying-ofiF business began. 

One by one they came up to the pay table to get the 
wages of their glorious and obscure toil. They swept the 
money with care into broad palms, rammed it trustfully 
into trousers’ pockets, or, turning their backs on the 
table, reckoned with diflBculty in the hollow of their stifiF 
hands. “Money right? Sign the release. There — ^there,” 
repeated the clerk, impatiently. “How stupid those sail- 
ors are!” he thought. Singleton came up, venerable — 
and uncertain as to daylight; brown drops of tobacco 
juice maculated his white beard; his hands, that never 
hesitated in the great light of the open sea, could hardly 
find the small pile of gold in the profound darkness of 
the shore. “Can’t write?” said the clerk, shocked. “Make 
a mark, then.” Singleton painfully sketched in a heavy 
cross, blotted the page. “What a disgusting old brute,” 
muttered the clerk. Somebody opened the door for him, 
and the patriarchal seaman passed through unsteadily 
without as much as a glance at any of us. 

Archie had a pocketbook. He was chaffed. Belfast, 
who looked wild, as though he had already luffed up 
through a public house or two, gave signs of emotion 
and wanted to speak to the Captain privately. The mas- 
ter was surprised. They spoke through the wires, and we 
could hear the Captain saying; “I’ve given it up to the 
Board of Trade.” “I should ve liked to get something 
of his,” mumbled Belfast. “But you can’t, my man. It’s 
given up, locked and sealed, to the Marine Office,” 
expostulated the master; and Belfast stood back, with 
drooping mouth and troubled eyes. In a pause of the 
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business we heard the master and the clerk talking. We 
caught: Wait — deceased — ^found no papers of 

any kind — ^no relations — ^no trace — the OfiBce must hold 
his wages then.” Donkin entered. He seemed out of 
breath, was grave, full of business. He went straight to 
the desk, talked with animation to the clerk, who thought 
him an intelligent man. They discussed the account, 
dropping h’s against one another as if for a wager — very 
friendly. Captain Allistoun paid. “I give you a bad dis- 
charge,” he said, quietly. Donkin raised his voice: “I 
don’t want your bloomin’ discharge — ^keep it. Tm goin 
ter ave a job hashore.” He turned to us. “No more 
bloomin’ sea fur me,” he said, aloud. All looked at him. 
He had better clothes, had an easy air, appeared more 
at home than any of us; he stared with assurance, en- 
joying the effect of his declaration. “Yuss. I ’ave friends 
well hoff. That’s more’n yer got. But I ham a man. Yer 
shipmates for all that. Who’s cornin’ fur a drink?” 

No one moved. There was a silence; a silence of 
blank faces and stony looks. He waited a moment, 
smiled bitterly, and went to the door. There he faced 
round once more. “Yer won’t? Yer bloomin’ lot of 
yrpocrits. No? What ’ave I done to yer? Did I bully yer? 
Did I hurt yer? Did I? . . . Yer won’t drink? . . . No! 
. . . Then may yer die of thirst, hevery mother’s son of 
yer! Not one of yer ’as the sperrit of a bug. Ye rr the 
scum of the world. Work and starve!” 

He went out, and slammed the door with such vio- 
lence that the old Board of Trade bird nearly fell off 
his perch. 

“He’s mad,” said Archie. “No! No! He’s drunk,” in- 
sisted Belfast, lurching about, and in a maudi^xi tone. 
Captain Allistoun sat smiling thoughtfully at the cleared 
pay table. 
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Outside on Tower Hill, they blinked, hesitated clum- 
sily, as if blinded by the strange quality of the hazy 
light, as if discomposed by the view of so many men; 
and they who could hear one another in the howl of 
gales seemed deafened and distracted by the dull roar 
of the busy earth. “To the Black Horse! To the Black 
Horse!” cried some. “Let us have a drink together before 
we part.” They crossed the road, clinging to one an- 
other. Only Charley and Belfast wandered off alone. As 
I came up I saw a red-faced, blowsy woman, in a gray 
shawl, and with dusty, fluffy hair, fall on Charley's neck. 
It was his mother. She slobbered over him: “O, my boy! 
My boy!” ‘Xeggo of me,” said Charley. “Leggo, mother!” 
I was passing him at the time, and over the untidy head 
of the blubbering woman he gave me a humorous smile 
and a glance ironic, courageous, and profound, that 
seemed to put all my knowledge of life to shame. I 
nodded and passed on, but heard him say again, good- 
naturedly: “If you leggo of me this minyt — ^ye shall 'ave 
a bob for a drink out of my pay.” In the next few steps 
I came upon Belfast. He caught my aim with tremulous 
enthusiasm. “I couldn't go wi* 'em,” he stammered, in- 
dicating by a nod our noisy crowd, that drifted slowly 
along the other sidewalk. “When I think of Jimmy. . . . 
Poor Jim! When I think of him I have no heart for drink. 
You were his chum, too . . . but I pulled him out . . . 
didn't I? Short wool he had. . . . Yes. And I stole the 
blooming pie. ... He wouldn't go, • . . He wouldn't 
go for nobody.” He burst into tears. “I never touched 
him — ^never — ^never!” he sobbed. “He went for me like 
. . . like ... a lamb.” 

I disengaged myself gently. Belfast's crying fits gen- 
erally ended in a fight with someone, and I wasn’t anx- 
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ious to stand the brunt of his inconsolable sorrow. More- 
over, two bulky policemen stood near by, looking at us 
with a disapproving and incorruptible gaze. “So long!” 
I said, and went oflF. 

But at the corner I stopped to take my last look at 
the crew of the Narcissus. They were swaying irresolu te 
and noisy on tbe-fefoad lyfinti 

were boundior the -Black Hor serwhcre men, in fur caps 
with brutal. iace&>.and in. out. of 

varniJiftd bfi!fC!y''TligTltllijl(}lls uf mirth hnppi- 

nessj^ih&v illusimi uf 'S p t< gndoi poetry^^oE, Hfe^, to the 
paid-oft crews of j^uthfiru:;going ships. From afar I saw 
them discoursing, with jovial eyes and clumsy gestures, 
while the sea of life thundered into their ears ceaseless 
and unheeded. And^waying nbQuJLthere on the y^ite 
stones, surrounded by the hurry ^aad clamor of men, 
they appeared , tg -be creatures of another kind— Jgst, 
alone, anrl Were like castaways, 

like reckless and joyous castaways, like nia3 castaways 
making .merry in.the storm and upon an insecure ledge 
of a treacherous rock. Tb e roar of the town res embled 
the roar of topping breakers, mercile^ aii3^strpn.g,. with 
a loud voice and cruel purpose; but overhead die clouds 
broke; a flood of sunshine streamed down the walls of 
grimy houses. The dark knot of seamen drifted in sun- 
shine. To the left of them the trees in Tower Gardens 
sighed, the stones of the Tower gleaming, seemed to 
stir in the play of light, as if remembering suddenly all 
the great joys and sorrows of the past, the fighting proto- 
types of these men; press-gangs; mutinous cries; the 
wailing of women by the riverside, and the shouts of 
men welcoming victories. The sunsyne't) f heave n.jell 
like a gift of grace on the mud of the_ earth, on the 
remembering and mute stones, on greed, s^din^ssi„on 
the anxious faces of forgetful men. And to t he rig ht of 
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t he dark proup the stained- fronLof the Mint^^cleansed 
by the flood of light, stood out for a moment, dazzling 
and white, like a marble palace in a fairy tale. The 
crew of the N firrhmx flriffpd nut nf dffht 

I never saw them again. The sea took some, the 
steamers took others, the graveyards of the earth will 
account for the rest. Singleton has no doubt taken with 
him the long record of his faithful work into the peace- 
ful depths of a hospitable sea. And Donkin, who never 
did a decent day’s work in his life, no doubt earns his 
living by discoursing with filthy eloquence upon the 
right of labor to live. So be itl Let the earth and the sea 
each have its own. 

A gone ship mate, like any other man, is gone forever: 
and I never saw one of them again. But at times the 
s^mg-flood of memory sets with force up the dark River 
of the Nine Bends. Then on the waters of the forlorn 
stream drifts a ship— a shadowy ship manned by a crew 
of Shades. They pass and make a sign, in a shadowy 
hail. Haven’t we, together and upo n the i mmortal sea, 
wrung out a meaning from our sin ful l ives?Xooi3Fby. 
brofliers! You were'^ good crowd. As go od a crowd ag 
ever fisted witl^wild ff i e s the beatin g p^ nvas of a heavy 
foresail; or tossing aloft, invisible in thfijiight, gave bade 
yell for yell to a westerly gale. 



Africa and the Congo 


AN OUTPOST OF PROGRESS 
HEART OF DARKNESS 


Those that hold that all things are governed by Fortune had 
not erred, had they not persisted there. 

— Sir Thomas Browne [on the title-page of Chance] 

‘Alasl* quod she, ‘that ever this sholde happe! 

For wende I never, by possibilitec, 

That swich a monstre or merveille mighte be!^ 

— Chaucer: The Frankeleyn*s Tale 
[on the title-page of The Rescue] 

Celiii qui n*a connu que des hommes polis et raisonnables, ou 
ne connait pas Thomme ou ne le connait qu'A demi. 

— La Bruyere: Caracteres [on the 
title-page of The Arrow of Gold] 

It is certain my Conviction gains infinitely, the moment an- 
other soul will believe in it. 

— Novalis [on the title page of Lord Jim] 



editor's note 


Africa exerted its spell on Conrad even in boyhood. “It 
was in 1868,” he wrote in A Personal Record, “when I was 
nine years old or thereabouts, that while looking at a map 
of Africa of the time and putting my finger on the blank 
space then representing the unsolved mystery of that conti- 
nent, I said to myself with absolute assurance and an amaz- 
ing audacity which are no longer in my character now: 
'When I grow up I shall go there' ” That time was to come 
in 1890, when he was in his thirty-third year. 

Sometime in the early summer of 1889 Conrad returned to 
London from a long voyage as master of the barque Otago 
which had taken him from Bangkok to Singapore, Australia, 
the Torres Strait, Mauritius, and Port Adelaide. Letters from 
Poland indicated that his uncle Tadeusz Bobrowski was in 
ill health. Conrad accordingly resigned his command of the 
Otago, went to London to obtain the official Russian docu- 
ment that would permit him to visit his uncle, and while 
waiting there began, “by a sudden and incomprehensible im- 
pulse,” to write the story of Almayers Folly, which was to 
occupy him at intervals for the next five years. Obtaining the 
necessary travel papers, he arrived at his uncle's at Kazi- 
mierowka in Polish Ukraine for a stay of nearly two months 
— his next to last visit with that loved guardian who died 
January 29, 1894. Traveling thither he crossed Brussels 
where, on February 4, 1890, he saw his “aunt,” the novelist 
Marguerite Cachet Poradowska, the talented wife of Alex- 
andre Poradowski, Conrad s maternal grandmother's first cou- 
sin, and had an interview with the secretary of the Societe 
Anonyme Beige pour le Commerce du Haut-Congo. He had, 
in his footloose condition, been hoping to secure a new com- 
mand. None being forthcoming during his weeks in London, 
his old friend Adolph Krieger had put him in touch with a 
firm of Antwerp shippers, but an appointment to one of their 
456 
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boats was also delayed. Conrad turned his thoughts toward 
Africa and the Congo which, since Leopold II had founded 
the International Association for the Civilization of Central 
Africa in 1875, had been much in the world’s news. Conrad’s 
relatives in Brussels revived his old hope that he too might 
now go to the mysterious continent. Mme. Poradowska’s con- 
nections in the Belgian colonial circles encouraged his desire; 
his friend Krieger also acted again to help him to realize 
it. The result was that, on arriving back in Brussels from 
Poland in April 1890, he again saw the Belgian colonial of- 
ficials and obtained the command of a small Congo steam- 
boat. He hurried briefly to London, retiurned to Brussels on 
May 7 to sign his contract, embarked at Bordeaux on a 
French steamship, the Ville de Maceio, on the twelfth, and so 
sailed by way of Sierra Leone to Boma, thence going by a 
smaller boat to Matadi, a station on the Congo River, where 
he had to wait fifteen days (June 13-27) — *‘an eternityl” — 
before marching two hundred miles by caravan through the 
jungle to Kinchassa above the rapids to take charge of his 
own boat. Finding it laid up for repairs, Conrad then em- 
barked as mate on another, the Roi des Beiges on August 2, 
advanced upriver to the Stanley Falls, there took on board a 
Company agent, Klein, who was ill and died on the steamer, 
and so returned to Kinchassa on September 24. Thus “the 
only fresh-water voyage that Conrad ever accomplished was 
at an end.” 

It was a journey that cost him dear. The fever and dysen- 
tery he suffered on it undermined the health of his body and 
nerves for the remainder of his life. “Everything” became 
repellent to him in the fetid jungle country: “men and things, 
but especially men.” The sordid dealings of the white traders 
and exploiters caused as much revulsion as the wilderness of 
jungle around him. When he reached Europe again the fol- 
lowing January, he faced a long illness and never fully re- 
gained his old stamina. But the Congo did give him some- 
thing. It gave him two stories, “An Outpost of Progress” 
( 1896 ) for the Tales of Unrest volume of 1898 and “Heart 
of Darkness” ( 1898-99 ) for the Youth volume of 1902 — ^“the 
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loot I carried off from Central Africa” — and it served to con- 
firm the forces of his imagination and temperament. “Before 
the Congo,” he once told Garnett, “I was just a mere animal.” 
Henceforth he was to be a man tested by severer endurances 
than he had ever known before. M. Jean-Aubry believes that 
“it may be said that Africa killed Conrad the sailor and 
strengthened Conrad the novelist.” 

“An Outpost of Progress” is comparatively slight, though it 
is Conrad s first exercise in the dramatic and moral irony that 
was to develop into such later novels as The Secret Agent 
and Chance; but “Heart of Darkness” is indisputably one of 
Conrads highest achievements. When T. S. Eliot used its 
haunting climactic phrase — “Mistah Kurtz, he dead” — as epi- 
graph for his poem “The Hollow Men” in 1925, he acknowl- 
edged, as Andr^ Gide, Thomas Mann, and others have, that 
Conrad became, in such tales, a master of the tragedy of 
moral desolation and defeated egoism which is one of the 
salient themes of modern literature. 



An Outpost of Progress 


T here were two white men in charge of the trad- 
ing station. Kayerts, the chief, was short and fat; 
Carlier, the assistant, was tall, with a large head and 
a very broad trunk perched upon a long pair of thin legs. 
The third man on the staflF was a Sierra Leone nigger, 
who maintained that his name was Henry Price. How- 
ever, for some reason or other, the natives down the 
river had given him the name of Makola, and it stuck 
to him through all his wanderings about the country. 
He spoke English and French with a warbling accent, 
wrote a beautiful hand, understood bookkeeping, and 
cherished in his innermost heart the worship of evil 
spirits. His wife was a negress from Loanda, very large 
and very noisy. Three children rolled about in sunshine 
before the door of his low, shed-like dwelling. Makola, 
taciturn and impenetrable, despised the two white men. 
He had charge of a small clay storehouse with a dried- 
grass roof, and pretended to keep a correct account of 
beads, cotton cloth, red kerchiefs, brass wire, and other 
trade goods it contained. Besides the storehouse and 
Makola s hut, there was only one large building in the 
cleared ground of the station. It was built neatly of 
reeds, with a veranda on all the four sides. There were 
three rooms in it. The one in the middle was the living 
room, and had two rough tables and a few stools in it. 
The other two were the bedrooms for the white men. 
459 
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Each had a bedstead and a mosquito net for all furni- 
ture. The plank floor was littered with the belongings of 
the white men: open half-empty boxes, torn wearing 
apparel, old boots; all the things dirty, and all the 
things broken, that accumulate mysteriously round un- 
tidy men. There was also another dwelling place some 
distance away from the buildings. In it, under a tall 
cross much out of the perpendicular, slept the man wln) 
had seen the beginning of all this; who had planned and 
had watched the construction of this outpost of progress. 
He had been, at home, an unsuccessful painter who, 
weary of pursuing fame on an empty stomach, had gone 
out there through high protections. He had been the 
first chief of that station. Makola had watched the ener- 
getic artist die of fever in the just finished house with his 
usual kind of ‘1 told you so” indifference. Then, for a 
time, he dwelt alone with his family, his account books, 
and the Evil Spirit that rules the lands under the equa- 
tor. He got on very well with his god. Perhaps he had 
propitiated him by a promise of more white men to play 
with, by and by. At any rate the director of the Great 
Trading Company, coming up in a steamer that re- 
sembled an enormous sardine box with a flat-roofed 
shed erected on it, found the station in good order, and 
Makola as usual quietly diligent. The director had the 
cross put up over the first agents grave, and appointed 
Kayerts to the post. Carlier was told off as second in 
charge. The director was a man ruthless and efficient, 
who at times, but very imperceptibly, indulged in grim 
humor. He made a speech to Kayerts and Carlier, point- 
ing out to them the promising aspect of their station. 
The nearest trading post was about three hundred miles 
away. It was an exceptional opportunity for them to dis- 
tinguish themselves and to earn percentages on the 
trade. This appointment was a favor done to beginners. 
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Kayerts was moved almost to tears by his director s 
kindness. He would, he said, by doing his best, try to 
justify the flattering confidence, etc., etc. Kayerts had 
been in the Administration of the Telegraphs, and knew 
how to express himself correctly. Carlier, an ex-noncom- 
missioned officer of cavalry in an army guaranteed from 
harm by several European powers, was less impressed. 
If there were commissions to get, so much the better; 
and, trailing a sulky glance over the river, the forests, 
the impenetrable bush that seemed to cut off the station 
from the rest of the world, he muttered between his 
teeth, '‘We shall see, very soon.’’ 

Next day, some bales of cotton goods and a few cases 
of provisions having been thrown on shore, the sardine- 
box steamer went off, not to return for another six 
months. On the deck the director touched his cap to the 
two agents, who stood on the bank waving their hats, 
and turning to an old servant of the Company on his 
passage to headquarters, said, “Look at those two im- 
beciles. They must be mad at home to send me such 
specimens. I told those fellows to plant a vegetable 
garden, build new storehouses and fences, and construct 
a landing stage. I bet nothing will be done! They won’t 
know how to begin. I always thought the station on this 
river useless, and they just fit the station!” 

"They will form themselves there,” said the old stager 
with a quiet smile. 

“At any rate, I am rid of them for six months,” re- 
torted the director. 

The two men watched the steamer round the bend, 
then, ascending arm in arm the slope of the bank, re- 
turned to the station. They had been in this vast and 
dark country only a very short time, and as yet always 
in the midst of other white men, under the eye and 
guidance of their superiors. And now, dull as they were 



462 AFRICA AND THE CONGO 

to the subtle influences of surroundings, they felt them- 
selves very much alone, when suddenly left unassisted to 
face the wilderness; a wilderness rendered more strange, 
more incomprehensible by the mysterious glimpses of 
the vigorous life it contained. They were two perfectly 
insignificant and incapable individuals, whose existence 
is only rendered possible through the high organization 
of civilized crowds. Few men realize that their life, the 
very essence of their character, their capabilities and 
their audacities, are only the expression of their belief 
in the safety of their surroundings. The courage, the 
composure, the confidence; the emotions and principles; 
every great and every insignificant thought belongs not 
to the individual but to the crowd: to the crowd that 
believes blindly in the irresistible force of its institutions 
and of its morals, in the power of its police and of its 
opinion. But the contact with pure unmitigated sav- 
agery, with primitive nature and primitive man, brings 
sudden and profound trouble into the heart. To the 
sentiment of being alone of one’s kind, to the clear per- 
ception of the loneliness of one’s thoughts, of one s 
sensations — to the negation of the habitual, which is 
safe, there is added the afiirmation of the unusual, 
which is dangerous; a suggestion of things vague, un- 
controllable, and repulsive, whose discomposing intru- 
sion excites the imagination and tries the civilized 
nerves of the foolish and the wise alike. 

Kayerts and Carlier walked arm in arm, drawing close 
to one another as children do in the dark; and they h- J 
the same, not altogether unpleasant, sense of danger 
which one half suspects to be imaginary. They chatted 
persistently in familiar tones. “Our station is prettily 
situated,” said one. The other assented with enthusiasm, 
enlarging volubly on the beauties of the situation. Then 
they passed near the grave. “Poor devil!” said Kayerts. 
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^He died of fever, didn’t he?” muttered Carlier, stop- 
ping short. “Why,” retorted Kayerts, with indignation, 
“iVe been told that the fellow exposed himself recklessly 
to the sun. The climate here, everybody says, is not at 
all worse than at home, as long as you keep out of the 
sun. Do you hear that, Carlier? I am chief here, and my 
orders are that you should not expose yourself to the 
sun!” He assumed his superiority jocularly, but his mean- 
ing was serious. The idea that he would, perhaps, have 
to bury Carlier and remain alone, gave him an inward 
shiver. He felt suddenly that this Carlier was more 
precious to him here, in the center of Africa, than a 
brother could be anywhere else. Carlier, entering into 
the spirit of the thing, made a military salute and an- 
swered in a brisk tone, “Your orders shall be attended 
to, chief!” Then he burst out laughing, slapped Kayerts 
on the back and shouted, “We shall let life run easily 
here! Just sit still and gather in the ivory those savages 
will bring. This country has its good points, after all!” 
They both laughed loudly while Carlier thought: “That 
poor Kayerts; he is so fat and unhealthy. It would be 
awful if I had to bury him here. He is a man I respect.” 
. . . Before they reached the veranda of their house 
they called one another “my dear fellow.” 

The first day they were very active, pottering about 
with hammers and nails and red calico, to put up cur- 
tains, make their house habitable and pretty; resolved 
to settle down comfortably to their new life. For them 
an impossible task. To grapple eflFectually with even 
purely material problems requires more serenity of mind 
and more lofty courage than people generally imagine. 
No two beings could have been more unfitted for such 
a struggle. Society, not from any tenderness, but be- 
cause of its strange needs, had taken care of those two 
men., forbidding them all independent thought, all in- 
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itiative, all departure from routine; and forbidding it 
under pain of death. They could only live on condition 
of being machines. And now, released from the foster- 
ing care of men with pens behind the ears, or of men 
with gold lace on tlie sleeves, they were like those life- 
long prisoners who, liberated after many years, do not 
know what use to make of their freedom. They did not 
know what use to make of their faculties, being both, 
through want of practice, incapable of independent 
thought. 

At the end of two months Kayerts often would say, 
“If it was not for my Melie, you wouldn’t catch me 
here.” Melie was his daughter. He had thrown up his 
post in the Administration of the Telegraphs, though he 
had been for seventeen years perfectly happy there, to 
earn a dowry for his girl. His wife was dead, and the 
child was being brought up by his sisters. He regretted 
the streets, the pavements, the caf^s, his friends of many 
years; all the things he used to see, day after day; all 
the thoughts suggested by familiar things — ^the thoughts 
effortless, monotonous, and soothing of a Government 
clerk; he regretted all the gossip, the small enmities, 
the mild venom, and the little jokes of Government 
offices. “If I had had a decent brother-in-law,” Garlier 
would remark, “a fellow with a heart, I would not be 
here.” He had left the army and had made himself so 
obnoxious to his family by his laziness and impudence, 
that an exasperated brother-in-law had made super- 
human efforts to procure him an appointment in the 
Company as a second-class agent. Having not a penny in 
the world he was compelled to accept this means of live- 
lihood as soon as it became quite clear to him that there 
was nothing more to squeeze out of his relations. He, 
like Kayerts, regretted his old life. He regretted the 
clink of saber and spurs on a fine afternoon, the barrack- 
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room witticisms, the girls of garrison towns; but, be- 
sides, he had also a sense of grievance. He was evidently 
a much ill-used man. This made him moody, at times. 
But the two men got on well together in the fellowship 
of their stupidity and laziness. Together they did noth- 
ing, absolutely nothing, and enjoyed the sense of the 
idleness for which they were paid. And in time they 
came to feel something resembling affection for one 
another. 

They lived like blind men in a large room, aware only 
of what came in contact with them (and of that only 
imperfectly), but unable to see the general aspect of 
things. The river, the forest, all the great land throbbing 
with life, were like a great emptiness. Even the brilliant 
sunshine disclosed nothing intelligible. Things appeared 
and disappeared before their eyes in an unconnected 
and aimless kind of way. The river seemed to come from 
nowhere and flow no whither. It flowed through a void. 
Out of that void, at times, came canoes, and men with 
spears in their hands would suddenly crowd the yard 
of the station. They were naked, glossy black, orna- 
mented with snowy shells and glistening brass wire, per- 
fect of limb. They made an uncouth babbling noise 
when they spoke, moved in a stately manner, and sent 
quick, wild glances out of their startled, never-resting 
eyes. Those warriors would squat in long rows, four or 
more deep, before the veranda, while their chiefs bar- 
gained for hours with Makola over an elephant tusk. 
Kayerts sat on his chair and looked down on the pro- 
ceedings, understanding nothing. He stared at them with 
his round blue eyes, called out to Carlier, ‘TIere, look! 
look at that fellow there — and that other one, to the 
left. Did you ever see such a face? Oh, the funny brute!” 

Carlier, smoking native tobacco in a short wooden 
pipe, would swagger up twirling his mustaches, and 



466 AFRICA AND THE CONGO 

surveying the warriors with haughty indulgence, would 

say: 

“Fine animals. Brought any bone? Yes? Its not any 
too soon. Look at the muscles of that fellow — third from 
the end. I wouldn’t care to get a punch on the nose from 
him. Fine arms, but legs no good below the knee. 
Couldn’t make cavalry men of them.” And after glanc- 
ing down complacently at his own shanks, he always 
concluded. “Pah! Don’t they stink! You, Makola! Take 
that herd over to the fetish” (the storehouse was in 
every station called the fetish, perhaps because of the 
spirit of civilization it contained) “and give them up 
some of the rubbish you keep there. I’d rather see it full 
of bone than full of rags.” 

Kayerts approved. 

“Yes, yes! Go and finish that palaver over there, Mr. 
Makola. I will come round when you are ready, to weigh 
the tusk. We must be careful.” Then turning to his com- 
panion: “This is the tribe that lives down the river; they 
are rather aromatic. I remember, they had been once 
before here. D’ye hear that row? What a fellow has got 
to put up with in this dog of a country! My head is 
split.” 

Such profitable visits were rare. For days the two 
pioneers of trade and progress would look on their 
empty courtyard in the vibrating brilliance of vertical 
sunshine. Below the high bank, the silent river flowed 
on glittering and steady. On the sands in the middle of 
the stream, hippos and alligators sunned themselves side 
by side. And stretching away in all directions, surround- 
ing the insignificant cleared spot of the trading post, 
immense forests, hiding fateful complications of fantas- 
tic life, lay in the eloquent silence of mute greatness. 
The two men understood nothing, cared for nothing but 
for the passage of days that separated them from the 
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steamer’s return. Their predecessor had left some torn 
books. They took up these wrecks of novels, and, as they 
had never read anything of the kind before, they were 
surprised and amused. Then during long days there 
were interminable and silly discussions about plots and 
personages. In the center of Africa they made acquaint- 
ance of Richelieu and of d’Artagnan, of Hawk’s Eye and 
of Father Goriot, and of many other people. All these 
imaginary personages became subjects for gossip as if 
they had been living friends. They discounted their vir- 
tues, suspected their motives, decried their successes; 
were scandalized at their duplicity or were doubtful 
about their courage. The accounts of crimes filled them 
with indignation, while tender or pathetic passages 
moved them deeply. Carlier cleared his throat and said 
in a soldierly voice, "What nonsense!” Kayerts, his round 
eyes suflFused with tears, his fat cheeks quivering, rubbed 
his bald head, and declared, “This is a splendid book. I 
had no idea there were such clever fellows in the world.” 
They also found some old copies of a home paper. That 
print discussed what it was pleased to call “Our Colonial 
Expansion” in high-flown language. It spoke much of 
the rights and duties of civilization, of the sacredness of 
the civilizing work, and extolled the merits of those who 
went about bringing light, and faith and commerce to 
the dark places of the earth. Carlier and Kayerts read, 
wondered, and began to think better of themselves. 
Carlier said one evening, waving his hand about, “In 
a hundred years, there will be perhaps a town here. 
Quays, and warehouses, and barracks, and — and — bil- 
liard rooms. Civilization, my boy, and virtue — and all. 
And then, chaps will read that two good fellows, Kayerts 
and Carlier, were the first civilized men to live in this 
very spot!” Kayerts nodded, “Yes, it is a consolation to 
think of that.” They seemed to forget their dead prede- 
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cessor; but, early one day, Carlier went out and replanted 
the cross firmly. *lt used to make me squint whenever 
I walked that way,” he explained to Kayerts over the 
morning coffee. “It made me squint, leaning over so 
much. So I just planted it upright. And solid, I promise 
you! I suspended myself with both hands to the cross- 
piece. Not a move. Oh, I did that properly.” 

At times Gobila came to see them. Gobila was the 
chief of the neighboring villages. He was a gray-headed 
savage, thin and black, with a white cloth round his 
loins and a mangy panther skin hanging over his back. 
He came up with long strides of his skeleton legs, swing- 
ing a staff as tall as himself, and, entering the common 
room of the station, would squat on his heels to the left 
of the door. There he sat, watching Kayerts, and now 
and then making a speech which the other did not un- 
derstand. Kayerts, without interrupting his occupation, 
would from time to time say in a friendly manner: “How 
goes it, you old image?” and they would smile at one 
another. The two whites had a liking for that old and 
incomprehensible creature^ and called him Father Go- 
bila. Gobila’s manner was paternal, and he seemed really 
to love all white men. They all appeared to him very 
young, indistinguishably alike (except for stature), and 
he knew that they were all brothers, and also immortal. 
The death of the artist, who was the first white man 
whom he knew intimately, did not disturb this belief, 
because he was firmly convinced that the white stranger 
had pretended to die and got himself buried for some 
mysterious purpose of his own, into which it was useless 
to inquire. Perhaps it was his way of going home to his 
own country? At any rate, these were his brothers, and 
he transferred his absurd affection to them. They re- 
turned it in a way. Carlier slapped him on the back, and 
recklessly struck off matches for his amusement. Kayerts 



AN OUTPOST OF PROGRESS 469 

was always ready to let him have a sniflF at the ammonia 
bottle. In short, they behaved just like that other white 
creature that had hidden itself in a hole in the ground. 
Gobila considered them attentively. Perhaps they were 
the same being with the other — or one of them was. He 
couldn't decide — clear up that mystery; but he remained 
always very friendly. In consequence of that friendship 
the women of Gobila s village walked in single file 
through the reedy grass, bringing every morning to the 
station, fowls, and sweet potatoes, and palm wine, and 
sometimes a goat. The Company never provisions the 
stations fully, and the agents required those local sup- 
plies to live. They had them through the good will of 
Gobila, and lived well. Now and then one of them had 
a bout of fever, and the other nursed him with gentle 
devotion. They did not think much of it. It left them 
weaker, and their appearance changed for the worse. 
Carlier was hollow-eyed and irritable. Kayerts showed 
a drawn, flabby face above the rotundity of his stomach, 
which gave him a weird aspect. But being constantly 
together, they did not notice the change that took place 
gradually in their appearance, and also in their disposi- 
tions. 

Five months passed in that way. 

Then, one morning, as Kayerts and Carlier, lounging 
in their chairs under the veranda, talked about the ap- 
proaching visit of the steamer, a knot of armed men 
came out of the forest and advanced towards the station. 
They were strangers to that part of the country. They 
were tall, slight, draped classically from neck to heel in 
blue fringed cloths, and carried percussion muskets over 
their bare right shoulders. Makola showed signs of ex- 
citement, and ran out of the storehouse (where he spent 
all his days) to meet these visitors. They came into the 
courtyard and looked about them with steady, scornful 
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glances. Their leader, a powerful and determined-look- 
ing Negro with bloodshot eyes, stood in front of the 
veranda and made a long speech. He gesticulated much, 
and ceased very suddenly. 

There was something in his intonation, in the sounds 
of the long sentences he used, that startled the two 
whites. It was like a reminiscence of something not 
exactly familiar, and yet resembling the speech of civi- 
lized men. It sounded like one of those impossible lan- 
guages which sometimes we hear in our dreams. 

‘What lingo is that?” said the amazed Carlier. “In the 
first moment I fancied the fellow was going to speak 
French. Anyway, it is a different kind of gibberish to 
what we ever heard.” 

“Yes,” replied Kayerts. “Hey, Makola, what does he 
say? Where do they come from? Who are they?” 

But Makola, who seemed to be standing on hot bricks, 
answered hurriedly, “I don't know. They come from 
very far. Perhaps Mrs. Price will understand. They are 
perhaps bad men.” 

The leader, after waiting for a while, said something 
sharply to Makola, who shook his head. Then the man, 
after looking round, noticed Makola's hut and walked 
over there. The next moment Mrs. Makola was heard 
speaking with great volubility. The other strangers — 
they were six in all — strolled about with an air of ease, 
put their heads through the door of the storeroom, con- 
gregated round the grave, pointed understanding^ at 
the cross, and generally made themselves at home. 

“I don’t like those chaps — ^and, I say, Kayerts, they 
must be from the coast; they ve got firearms,” observed 
the sagacious Carlier. 

Kayerts also did not like those chaps. They both, for 
the first time, became aware that they lived in condi- 
tions where the unusual may be dangerous, and that 
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there was no power on earth outside of themselves to 
stand between them and the unusual, lliey became un- 
easy, went in and loaded their revolvers. Kayerts said> 
“We must order Makola to tell them to go away before 
dark.'’ 

The strangers left in the afternoon, after eating a 
meal prepared for them by Mrs. Makola. The immense 
woman was excited, and talked much with the visi- 
tors. She rattled away shrilly, pointing here and there 
at the forests and at the river. Makola sat apart and 
watched. At times he got up and whispered to his wife. 
He accompanied the strangers across the ravine at the 
back of the station-ground, and returned slowly looking 
very thoughtful. When questioned by the white men he 
was very strange, seemed not to understand, seemed to 
have forgotten French — ^seemed to have forgotten how 
to speak altogether. Kayerts and Carlier agreed that the 
nigger had had too much palm wine. 

There was some talk about keeping a watch in turn, 
but in the evening everything seemed so quiet and 
peaceful that they retired as usual. All night they were 
disturbed by a lot of drumming in the villages. A deep, 
rapid roll near by would be followed by another far ofi 
— then all ceased. Soon short appeals would rattle out 
here and there, then all mingle together, increase, be- 
come vigorous and sustained, would spread out over the 
forest, roll through the night, unbroken and ceaseless, 
near and far, as if the whole land had been one immense 
drum booming out steadily an appeal to heaven. And 
through the deep and tremendous noise sudden yells 
that resembled snatches of songs from a madhouse 
darted shrill and high in discordant jets of sound which 
seemed to rush far above the earth and drive all peace 
from under the stars. 

Carlier and Kayerts slept badly. They both thought 
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they had heard shots fired during the night — ^but they 
could not agree as to the direction. In the morning 
Makola was gone somewhere. He returned about noon 
with one of yesterday s strangers, and eluded all Kayerts’ 
attempts to close with him; had become deaf appar- 
ently. Kayerts wondered. Carlier, who had been fishing 
oflF the bank, came back and remarked while he showed 
his catch, ‘The niggers seem to be in a deuce of a stir; 
I wonder what s up. I saw about fifteen canoes cross the 
river during the two hours I was there fishing.” Kayerts, 
worried, said, “Isn't this Makola very queer today?” 
Carlier advised, “Keep all our men together in case of 
some trouble.” 


n 

There were ten station men who had been left by the 
Director. Those fellows, having engaged themselves to 
the Company for six months (without having any idea 
of a month in particular and only a very faint notion of 
time in general), had been serving the cause of progress 
for upwards of two years. Belonging to a tribe from a 
very distant part of the land of darkness and sorrow, 
they did not run away, naturally supposing that as wan- 
dering strangers they would be killed by the inhabitants 
of the country; in which they were right. They lived in 
straw huts on the slope of a ravine overgrown with 
reedy grass, just behind the station buildings. They were 
not happy, regretting the festive incantations, the sor- 
ceries, the human sacrifices of their own land; where 
they also had parents, brothers, sisters, admired chiefs, 
respected magicians, loved friends, and other ties sup- 
posed generally to be human. Besides, the rice rations 
served out by the Company did not agree with them, 
being a food unknown to their land, and to which they 
could not get used. Consequently they were unhealthy 
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and miserable. Had they been of any other tribe they 
^vould have made up their minds to die — for nothing is 
easier to certain savages than suicide — and so have es- 
caped from the puzzling diflSculties of existence. But 
belonging, as they did, to a warlike tribe with filed 
teeth, they had more grit, and went on stupidly living 
through disease and sorrow. They did very little work, 
and had lost their splendid physique. Carlier and Kayerts 
doctored them assiduously without being able to bring 
them back into condition again. They were mustered 
every morning and told off to different tasks — grass- 
cutting, fence-building, tree-felling, etc., etc., which no 
power on earth could induce them to execute efficiently. 
The two whites had practically very little control over 
them. 

In the afternoon Makola came over to the big house 
and found Kayerts watching three heavy columns of 
smoke rising above the forests. “What is tliat?*’ asked 
Kayerts. “Some villages burn,” answered Makola, who 
seemed to have regained his wits. Then he said ab- 
ruptly: “We have got veiy little ivory; bad six months' 
trading. Do you like get a little more ivory?” 

“Yes,’’ said Kayerts, eagerly. He thought of percent- 
ages which were low. 

“Those men who came yesterday are traders from 
Loanda who have got more ivory than they can carry 
home. Shall I buy? I know their camp.” 

“Certainly,” said Kayerts. “What are those traders?” 

“Bad fellows,” said Makola, indifferently. “They fight 
with people, and catch women and children. They are 
bad men, and got guns. There is a great disturbance in 
the country. Do you want ivory?” 

“Yes,” said Kayerts. Makola said nothing for a while. 
Then: “Those workmen of ours are no good at all,” he 
muttered, looking round. “Station in very bad order, sir. 



474 AFRICA AND THE CONGO 

Director will growl. Better get a fine lot of ivory, then 

he say nothing.” 

“I can’t help it; the men won t work,” said Kayerts. 
^When will you get that ivory?” 

“Very soon,” said Makola. “Perhaps tonight. You 
leave it to me, and keep indoors, sir. I think you had 
better give some palm wine to our men to make a dance 
this evening. Enjoy themselves. Work better tomorrow. 
There’s plenty palm wine — gone a little sour.” 

Kayerts said “yes,” and Makola, with his own hands 
carried big calabashes to the door of his hut. They stood 
there till the evening, and Mrs. Makola looked into 
every one. The men got them at sunset. When Kayerts 
and Carlier retired, a big bonfire was flaring before the 
men’s huts. They could hear their shouts and drumming. 
Some men from Gobila s village had joined the station 
hands, and the entertainment was a great success. 

In the middle of the night, Carlier waking suddenly, 
heard a man shout loudly; then a shot was fired. Only 
one. Carlier ran out and met Kayerts on the veranda. 
They were both startled. As theywent across the yard 
to call Makola, they saw shadows moving in the night. 
One of them cried, “Don’t shoot! It’s me. Price,” Then 
Makola appeared close to them. “Go back, go back, 
please,” he urged, “you spoil all.” “There are strange 
men about,” said Carlier. “Never mind; I know,” said 
Makola. Then he whispered, “All right. Bring ivory. Say 
nothing! I know my business.” The two white men re- 
luctantly went back to the house, but did not sleep. 
They heard footsteps, whispers, some groans. It seemed 
as if a lot of men came in, dumped heavy things on the 
ground, squabbled a long time, then went away. They 
lay on their hard beds and thought: “This Makola is in- 
valuable.” In the morning Carlier came out, very sleepy, 
and pulled at the cord of the big bell. The station hands 
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jjjiistered every morning to the sound of the bell. That 
jnorning nobody came. Kayerts turned out also, yawn- 
ing. Across the yard they saw Makola come out of his 
liut, a tin basin of soapy water in his hand. Makola, a 
civilized nigger, was very neat in his person. He threw 
the soapsuds skillfully over a wretched little yellow cur 
he had, then turning his face to the agent's house, he 
shouted from the distance, “All the men gone last 

night!” 

They heard him plainly, but in their surprise they 
both yelled out together: “What!” Then they stared at 
}ne another. “We are in a proper fix now,” growled 
[Earlier. “It s incredible!” muttered Kayerts. “I will go to 
the huts and see,” said Carlier, striding ofiF. Makola 
Doming up found Kayerts standing alone. 

“I can hardly believe it,” said Kayerts, tearfully. “We 
took care of them as if they had been our children.” 

‘They went with the coast people,” said Makola after 
1 moment of hesitation. 

“What do I care with whom they went— the ungrate- 
ful brutes!” exclaimed the other. Then with sudden sus- 
picion, and looking hard at Makola, he added: “What 
lo you know about it?” 

Makola moved his shoulders, looking down on the 
ground. “What do I know? I think only. Will you come 
ind look at the ivory IVe got there? It is a fine lot. You 
lever saw such.” 

He moved towards the store. Kayerts followed him 
nechanically, thinking about the incredible desertion 
)f the men. On the ground before the door of the fetish 
ay six splendid tusks. 

“What did you give for it?” asked Kayerts, after 
surveying the lot with satisfaction. 

“No regular trade,” said Makola. “They brought the 
ivory and gave it to me. I told them to take what they 
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most wanted in the station. It is a beautiful lot. No 
station can show such tusks. Those traders wanted car- 
riers badly, and our men were no good here. No trade, 
no entry in books; all correct.” 

Kayerts nearly burst with indignation. “Why!” he 
shouted, “I believe you have sold our men for these 
tusks!” Makola stood impassive and silent. “I — I — ^will 
— ^I,” stuttered Kayerts. “You fiend!” he yelled out. 

“I did the best for you and the Company,” said 
Makola, imperturbably. “Why you shout so much? Look 
at this tusk.” 

“I dismiss you! I will report you — won’t look at 
the tusk. I forbid you to touch them. I order you to 
throw them into the river. You — ^you!” 

“You very red, Mr. Kayerts. If you are so irritable in 
the sun, you will get fever and die — like the first chief!” 
pronounced Makola impressively. 

They stood still, contemplating one another with in- 
tense eyes, as if they had been looking with effort across 
immense distances. Kayerts shivered. Makola had meant 
no more than he said, but his words seemed to Kayerts 
full of ominous menace! He turned sharply and went 
away to the house. Makola retired into the bosom of his 
family; and the tusks, left lying before the store, looked 
very large and valuable in the sunshine. 

Carlier came back on the veranda. “They’re all gone, 
hey?” asked Kayerts from the far end of the common 
room in a muffled voice. “You did not find anybody?” 

“Oh, yes,” said Carlier, “I found one of Gobila’s 
people lying dead before the huts — shot through the 
body. We heard that shot last night.” 

Kayerts came out quickly. He found his companion 
Staring grimly over the yard at the tusks, away by the 
store. They both sat in silence for a while. Then Kayerts 
related his conversation with Makola. Carlier said noth- 



ing. At the midday meal they ate very little. They hardly 
exchanged a word that day. A great silence seemed to 
lie heavily over the station and press on their lips. 
Makola did not open the store; he spent the day playing 
with his children. He lay full-length on a mat outside 
his door, and the youngsters sat on his chest and clam- 
bered all over him. It was a touching picture. Mrs. 
Makola was busy cooking all day as usual. The white 
men made a somewhat better meal in the evening. 
Afterwards, Carlier smoking his pipe strolled over to the 
store; he stood for a long time over the tusks, touched 
one or two with his foot, even tried to lift the largest 
one by its small end. He came back to his chief, who 
had not stirred from the veranda, threw himself in the 
chair and said: 

“I can see it! They were pounced upon while they 
slept heavily after drinking all that palm wine youVe 
allowed Makola to give them. A put-up job! See? The 
worst is, some of Gobila’s people were there, and got 
carried off too, no doubt. The least drunk woke up, and 
got shot for his sobriety. This is a funny country. What 
will you do now?” 

''We can’t touch it, of course,” said Kayerts. 

"Of course not,” assented Carlier. 

"Slavery is an awful thing,” stammered out Kayerts 
in an unsteady voice. 

"Frightful — the sufferings,” grunted Carlier with con- 
viction. 

They believed their words. Everybody shows a re- 
spectful deference to certain sounds that he and his fel- 
lows can make. But about feelings people really know 
nothing. We talk with indignation or enthusiasm; we 
talk about oppression, cruelty, crime, devotion, self- 
sacrifice, virtue, and we know nothing real beyond the 
words. Nobody knows what suffering or sacrifice mean 



— except, perhaps the victims of the mysterious purpose 
of these illusions. 

Next morning they saw Makola very busy setting up 
in the yard the big scales used for weighing ivory. By 
and by Carlier said: ‘What's that filthy scoundrel up 
to?” and lounged out into the yard. Kayerts followed.^ 
They stood watching. Makola took no notice. When the 
balance was swung true, he tiled to lift a tusk into the 
scale. It was too heavy. He looked up helplessly with- 
out a word, and for a minute they stood round that 
balance as mute and still as three statues. Suddenly 
Carlier said: ‘‘Catch hold of the other end, Makola — ^you 
beast!” and together they swung the tusk up. Kayerts 
trembled in every limb. He muttered, “I say! O! I sayl'*^ 
and putting his hand in his pocket found there a dirty 
bit of paper and the stump of a pencil. He turned his 
back on the others, as if about to do something tricky, 
and noted stealthily the weights which Carlier shouted 
out to him with unnecessary loudness. When all was 
over Makola whispered to himself: “The suns very 
strong here for the tusks.” Carlier said to Kayerts in a 
careless tone: “I say, chief, I might just as well give him 
a lift with this lot into the store.” 

As they were going back to the house Kayerts ob- 
served with a sigh: “It had to be done.” And Carlier 
said: “It's deplorable, but, the men being Company's- 
men the ivory is Company's ivory. We must look after 
it.” “I will report to the Director, of course,” said 
Kayerts. “Of course; let him decide,” approved Carlier. 

At midday they made a hearty meal. Kayerts sighed 
from time to time. Whenever they mentioned Makola's 
name they always added to it an opprobrious epithet. 
It eased their conscience. Makola gave himself a half- 
holiday, and bathed his children in the river. No one 
from Gobila's villages came near the station that day* 



AN OUTPOST OF PROGRESS 479 

No one came the next day, and the next, nor for a whole 
week. Gobila’s people might have been dead and buried 
for any sign of life they gave. But they were only mourn- 
ing for those they had lost by the witchcraft of white 
men, who had brought wicked people into their coun- 
try. The wicked people were gone, but fear remained. 
Fear always remains. A man may destroy everything 
within himself, love and hate and belief, and even 
doubt; but as long as he clings to life he cannot destroy 
fear: the fear, subtle, indestructible, and terrible, that 
pervades his being; that tinges his thoughts; that lurks 
in his heart; that watches on his lips the struggle of his 
last breath. In his fear, the mild old Gobila oflFered extra 
human sacrifices to all the Evil Spirits that had taken pos- 
session of his white friends. His heart was heavy. Some 
warriors spoke about burning and killing, but the cau- 
tious old savage dissuaded them. Who could foresee the 
woe those mysterious creatures, if irritated, might bring? 
They should be left alone. Perhaps in time they would 
disappear into the earth as the first one had disap- 
peared. His people must keep away from them, and 
hope for the best. 

Kayerts and Carlier did not disappear, but remained 
above on this earth, that, somehow, they fancied had 
become bigger and very empty. It was not the absolute 
and dumb solitude of the post that impressed them so 
much as an inarticulate feeling that something from 
within them was gone, something that worked for their 
safety, and had kept the wilderness from interfering 
with their hearts. The images of home; the memory of 
people like them, of men that thought and felt as they 
used to think and feel, receded into distances made 
indistinct by the glare of unclouded sunshine. And 
out of the great silence of the surrounding wilderness, 
its very hopelessness and savagery seemed to approach 
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them nearer, to draw them gently, to look upon them, 
to envelop them with a solicitude irresistible, familiar, 
and disgusting. 

Days lengthened into weeks, then into months. 
Gobila's people drummed and yelled to every new 
moon, as of yore, but kept away from the station. 
Makola and Carlier tried once in a canoe to open com- 
munications, but were received with a shower of arrows, 
and had to fly back to the station for dear life. That 
attempt set the country up and down the river into an 
uproar that could be very distinctly heard for days. The 
steamer was late. At first they spoke of delay jauntily, 
then anxiously, then gloomily. The matter was becom- 
ing serious. Stores were running short. Carlier cast his 
lines off the bank, but the river was low, and the fish 
kept out in the stream. They dared not stroll far away 
from the station to shoot. Moreover, there was no game 
in the impenetrable forest. Once Carlier shot a hippo in 
the river. They had no boat to secure it, and it sank. 
When it floated up it drifted away, and Gobila's people 
secured the carcass. It was the occasion for a national 
holiday, but Carlier had a fit of rage over it and talked 
about the necessity of exterminating all the niggers 
before the country could be made habitable. Kayerts 
mooned about silently; spent hours looking at the por- 
trait of his Melie. It represented a little girl with long 
bleached tresses and a rather sour face. His legs were 
much swollen, and he could hardly walk. Carlier, under- 
mined by fever, could not swagger any more, but kept 
tottering about, still with a devil-may-care air, as be- 
came a man who remembered his crack regiment. He 
had become hoarse, sarcastic, and inclined to say un- 
pleasant things. He called it ‘‘being frank with you.” 
They had long ago reckoned their percentages on trade, 
including in them that last deal of “this infamous 
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Makola.” They had also concluded not to say anything 
about it. Kayerts hesitated at first — ^was afraid of the 
Director. 

“He has seen worse things done on the quiet,” main- 
tained Carlier, with a hoarse laugh. “Trust him! He 
won't thank you if you blab. He is no better than you 
or me. Who will talk if we hold our tongues? There is 
nobody here.” 

That was the root of the trouble! There was nobody 
there; and being left there alone with their weakness, 
they became daily more like a pair of accomplices than 
like a couple of devoted friends. They had heard noth- 
ing from home for eight months. Every evening they 
said, “Tomorrow we shall see the steamer.” But one of 
the Company’s steamers had been wrecked, and the 
Director was busy with the other, relieving very distant 
and important stations on the main river. He thought 
that the useless station, and the useless men, could wait. 
Meantime Kayerts and Carlier lived on rice boiled with- 
out salt, and cursed the Company, all Africa, and the 
day they were born. One must have lived on such diet 
to discover what ghastly trouble the necessity of swal- 
lowing ones food may become. There was literally 
nothing else in the station but rice and coffee; they 
drank the coffee without sugar. The last fifteen lumps 
Kayerts had solemnly locked away in his box, together 
with a half-bottle of cognac, “in case of sickness,” he 
explained. Carlier approved. “When one is sick,” he 
said, “any little extra like that is cheering.” 

They waited. Rank grass began to sprout over the 
courtyard. The bell never rang now. Days passed, silent, 
exasperating, and slow. When the two men spoke, they 
snarled; and their silences were bitter, as if tinged by 
the bitterness of their thoughts. 

One day after a lunch of boiled rice, Carlier put 
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down his cup untasted, and said: ‘'Hang it all! Let's 
have a decent cup of coflFee for once. Bring out that 
sugar, Kayerts!” 

“For the sick,” muttered Kayerts, without looking up. 

“For the sick,” mocked Carlier. “Bosh! . . . Well! I 
am sick.” 

“You are no more sick than I am, and I go without,” 
said Kayerts in a peaceful tone. 

“Come! Out with that sugar, you stingy old slave 
dealer.” 

Kayerts looked up quickly. Carlier was smiling with 
marked insolence. And suddenly it seemed to Kayerts 
that he had never seen that man before. Who was he? 
He knew nothing about him. What was he capable of? 
There was a surprising flash of violent emotion within 
him, as if in the presence of something undreamt-of, 
dangerous, and final. But he managed to pronounce 
with composure: 

“That joke is in very bad taste. Don’t repeat it.” 

“Joke!” said Carlier, hitching himself forward on his 
seat. “I am hungry — I am sick — I don’t joke! I hate 
hypocrites. You are a hypocrite. You are a slave dealer. 
I am a slave dealer. There’s nothing but slave dealers 
in this cursed country. I mean to have sugar in my coffee 
today, anyhow!” 

“I forbid you to speak to me in that way,” said Kay- 
erts with a fair show of resolution. 

“You! — ^What?” shouted Carlier, jumping up. 

Kayerts stood up also. “I am your chief,” he began, 
trying to master the shakiness of his voice. 

“What?” yelled the other. “Who’s chief? There’s no 
dhdef here. There’s nothing here: there’s nothing but you 
and I. Fetch the sugar — ^you pot-bellied ass.” 

“Hold your tongue. Go out of this room,” screamed 
Kayerts. “I dismiss you — ^you scoundrel!” 
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earlier swung a stool. All at once he looked danger- 
ously in earnest. ‘Tou flabby, good-for-nothing civilian 
— take that!” he howled. 

Kayerts dropped under the table, and the stool struck 
the grass inner wall of the room. Then, as Carlier was 
trying to upset the table, Kayerts in desperation made a 
blind rush, head low, like a cornered pig would do, and 
overturning his friend, bolted along the veranda, and 
into his room. He locked the door, snatched his revolver, 
and stood panting. In less than a minute Carlier was 
kicking at the door furiously, howling, ‘If you don’t 
bring out that sugar, I will shoot you at sight, like a dog. 
Now then — one — two — ^three. You won’t? I will show 
you who’s the master.” 

Kayerts thought the door would fall in, and scram- 
bled through the square hole that served for a window 
in his room. There was then the whole breadth of the 
house between them. But the other was apparently not 
strong enough to break in the door, and Kayerts heard 
him running round. Then he also began to run labori- 
ously on his swollen legs. He ran as quickly as he could, 
grasping the revolver, and unable yet to understand 
what was happening to him. He saw in succession Ma- 
kola’s house, the store, the river, the ravine, and the low 
bushes; and he saw all those things again as he ran for 
the second time round the house. Then again they 
flashed past him. That morning he could not have 
walked a yard without a groan. 

And now he ran. He ran fast enough to keep out of 
sight of the other man. 

Then as, weak and desperate, he thought, “Before I 
finish the next round I shall die,” he heard the other 
man stumble heavily, then stop. He stopped also. He 
had the back and Carlier the front of the house, as 
before. He heard him drop into a chair cursing, and 
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suddenly his own legs gave way, and he slid down into 
a sitting posture with his back to the wall. His mouth 
was as dry as a cinder, and his face was wet with per- 
spiration — and tears. What was it all about? He thought 
it must be a horrible illusion; he thought he was dream- 
ing; he thought he was going mad! After a while he col- 
lected his senses. What did they quarrel about? That 
sugar! How absurd! He would give it to him — didn’t 
want it himself. And he began scrambling to his feet 
with a sudden feeling of security. But before he had 
fairly stood upright, a common-sense reflection occurred 
to him and drove him back into despair. He thought: 
“If I give way now to that brute of a soldier, he will be- 
gin this horror again tomorrow — and the day after — 
every day — praise other pretensions, trample on me, 
torture me, make me his slave — and I will be lost! Lost! 
The steamer may not come for days — ^may never come.” 
He shook so that he had to sit down on the floor again. 
He shivered forlornly. He felt he could not, would not 
move any more. He was completely distracted by the 
sudden perception that the position was without issue — 
that death and life had in a moment become equally 
diflBcult and terrible. 

All at once he heard the other push his chair back; 
and he leaped to his feet with extreme facility. He lis- 
tened and got confused. Must run again! Right or left? 
He heard footsteps. He darted to the left, grasping his 
revolver, and at the very same instant, as it seemed to 
him, they came into violent collision. Both shouted with 
surprise. A loud explosion took place between them; a 
roar of red fire, thick smoke; and Kayerts, deafened and 
blinded, rushed back thinking: “I am hit — ^it s all over.” 
He expected the other to come round — to gloat over his 
agony. He caught hold of an upright of the roof — ^“All 
over!” Then he heard a crashing fall on the other side of 
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the house, as if somebody had tumbled headlong over 
a chair — ^then silence. Nothing more happened. He did 
not die. Only his shoulder felt as if it had been badly 
wrenched, and he had lost his revolver. He was dis- 
armed and helpless! He waited for his fate. The other 
man made no sound. It was a stratagem. He was stalk- 
ing him now! Along what side? Perhaps he was taking 
aim this very minute! 

After a few moments of an agony frightful and ab- 
surd, he decided to go and meet his doom. He was pre- 
pared for every surrender. He turned the corner, steady- 
ing himself with one hand on the wall; made a few 
paces, and nearly swooned. He had seen on the floor, 
protruding past the other corner, a pair of turned-up 
feet. A pair of white naked feet in red slippers. He felt 
deadly sick, and stood for a time in profound darkness. 
Then Makola appeared before him, saying quietly: 
‘‘Come along, Mr. Kayerts. He is dead.’' He burst into 
tears of gratitude; a loud, sobbing fit of crying. After 
a time he found himself sitting in a chair and looking at 
Carlier, who lay stretched on his back. Makola was 
kneeling over the body. 

“Is this your revolver?” asked Makola, getting up. 

“Yes,” said Kayerts; then he added very quickly, “He 
ran after me to shoot me — you saw!” 

“Yes, I saw,” said Makola. “There is only one re- 
volver; where’s his?” 

“Don’t know,” whispered Kayerts in a voice that had 
become suddenly very faint. 

“I will go and look for it,” said the other, gently. He 
made the round along the veranda, while Kayerts sat 
still and looked at the corpse. Makola came back empty- 
handed, stood in deep thought, then stepped quietly 
into the dead man’s room, and came out directly with 
a revolver, which he held up before Kayerts. Kayerts 
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shut his eyes. Everything was going round. He found 
life more terrible and diflBcult than death. He had shot 
an unarmed man. 

After meditating for a while, Makola said softly, 
pointing at the dead man who lay there with his right 
eye blown out; 

“He died of fever.” Kayerts looked at him with a 
stony stare. “Yes,” repeated Makola, thoughtfully, step- 
ping over the corpse, ‘1 think he died of fever. Bury him 
tomorrow.” 

And he went away slowly to his expectant wife, leav- 
ing the two white men alone on the veranda. 

Night came, and Kayerts sat unmoving on his chair. 
He sat quiet as if he had taken a dose of opium. The 
violence of the emotions he had passed through pro- 
duced a feeling of exhausted serenity. He had plumbed 
in one short afternoon the depths of horror and despair, 
and now found repose in the conviction that life had 
110 more secrets for him: neither had death! He sat by 
the corpse thinking; thinking very actively, thinking 
very new thoughts. He seemed to have broken loose 
from himself altogether. His old thoughts, convictions, 
likes and dislikes, things he respected and things he ab- 
horred, appeared in their true light at last! Appeared 
contemptible and childish, false and ridiculous. He rev- 
eled in his new wisdom while he sat by the man he had 
killed. He argued with himself about all things under 
heaven with that kind of wrong-headed lucidity which 
may be observed in some lunatics. Incidentally he re- 
flected that the fellow dead there had been a noxious 
beast anyway; that men died every day in thousands; 
perhaps in hundreds of thousands — ^who could tell? — 
and that in the number, that one death could not pos- 
sibly make any difference; couldn t have any impor- 
tance, at least to a thinking creature. He, Kayerts, was 
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a thinking creature. He had been all his life, till that 
moment, a believer in a lot of nonsense like the rest of 
mankind — who are fools; but now he thought! He knew! 
He was at peace; he was familiar with the highest wis- 
dom! Then he tried to imagine himself dead, and Carlier 
sitting in his chair watching him; and his attempt met 
with such unexpected success, that in a very few nw- 
ments he became not at all sure who was dead and who 
was alive. This extraordinary achievement of his fancy 
startled him, however, and by a clever and timely effort 
of mind he saved himself just in time from becoming 
Carlier. His heart thumped, and he felt hot all over at 
the thought of that danger. Carlier! What a beastly 
thing! To compose his now disturbed nerves — and no 
wonder! — ^he tried to whistle a little. Then, suddenly, he 
fell asleep, or thought he had slept; but at any rate there 
was a fog, and somebody had whistled in the fog. 

He stood up. The day had come, and a heavy mist 
had descended upon the land: the mist penetrating, en- 
veloping, and silent; the morning mist of tropical lands; 
the mist that clings and kills; the mist white and deadly, 
immaculate and poisonous. He stood up, saw the body, 
and threw his arms above his head with a cry like that 
of a man who, waking from a trance, finds himself im- 
mured forever in a tomb. **Help! , . . My God!” 

A shriek inhuman, vibrating and sudden, pierced like 
a sharp dart the white shroud of that land of sorrow. 
Three short, impatient screeches followed, and then, for 
a time, the fog-wreaths rolled on, undisturbed, through 
a formidable silence. Then many more shrieks, rapid and 
piercing, like the yells of some exasperated and ruthless 
creature, rent the air. Progress was calling to Kayerts 
from the river. Progress and civilization and all the vir- 
tues. Society was calling to its accomplished child to 
come, to be taken care of, to be instructed, to be 
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judged, to be condemned; it called him to return to 
that rubbish heap from which he had wandered away, 
so that justice could be done. 

Kayerts heard and understood. He stumbled out of 
the veranda, leaving the other man quite alone for the 
first time since they had been thrown there together. 
He groped his way through the fog, calling in his igno- 
rance upon the invisible heaven to undo its work. Ma- 
kola flitted by in the mist, shouting as he ran: 

“Steamer! Steamer! They can’t see. They whistle for 
the station. I go ring the bell. Go down to the landing, 
sir. I ring.” 

He disappeared. Kayerts stood still. He looked up- 
wards; the fog rolled low over his head. He looked 
round like a man who has lost his way; and he saw a 
dark smudge, a cross-shaped stain, upon the shifting 
purity of the mist. As he began to stumble towards it, 
the station bell rang in a tumultuous peal its answer to 
the impatient clamor of the steamer. 

The Managing Director of the Great Civilizing Com- 
pany (since we know that civilization follows trade) 
landed first, and incontinently lost sight of the steamer. 
The fog down by the river was exceedingly dense; 
above, at the station, the bell rang unceasing and brazen. 

The Director shouted loudly to the steamer: 

“There is nobody down to meet us; there may be 
something wrong, though they are ringing. You had bet- 
ter come, too!” 

And he began to toil up the steep bank. The captain 
and the engine-driver of the boat followed behind. As 
they scrambled up the fog thinned, and they could see 
their Director a good way ahead. Suddenly they saw 
him start forward, calling to them over his shoulder: 
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“Run! Run to the house! Tve found one of them. Run, 
look for the other!” 

He had found one of them! And even he, the man of 
varied and startling experience, was somewhat discom- 
posed by the manner of this finding. He stood and fum- 
bled in his pockets (for a knife) while he faced Kayerts, 
who was hanging by a leather strap from the cross. He 
had evidently climbed the grave, which was high and 
narrow, and after tying the end of the strap to the arm, 
had swung himself off. His toes were only a couple of 
inches above the ground; his arms hung stiffly down; 
he seemed to be standing rigidly at attention, but with 
one purple cheek playfully posed on the shoulder. And, 
irreverently, he was putting out a swollen tongue at his 
Managing Director. 



Heart of Darkness 


T he Nellie^ a cruising yawl, swung to her anchor 
without a flutter of the sails, and was at rest. The 
flood had made, the wind was nearly calm, and being 
bound down the river, the only thing for it was to come 
to and wait for the turn of the tide. 

The sea-reach of the Thames stretcli^d. before us like 
the beginning of an interminable waterway. In the 
offing the sea and the sky were welded together without 
a joint, and in the luminous space the tanned sails of the 
barges drifting up with the tide seemed to stand still 
in red clusters of canvas sharply peaked, with gleams of 
varnished spirits. A haze rested on the low shores that 
ran out .to ^sea in vaxushing<-flal»es^. Th»-air was dark 
above Gravesend, and farther back .still seemed con- 
densed iuto a mournful gloom, brooding motionless over 
the biggest, and the greatest, town on earth. 

The Director of Companies was our captain and our 
host. We four affectionately watched his back as he 
stood in the bows looking to seaward. On the whole 
river there was nothing that looked half so nautical. He 
resembled a pilot, which to a seaman is trustworthiness 
personified. It was difficult to realize his work was not 
out there in the luminous estuary, but behind him, 
within the brooding gloom. 

Between us there was, as I have already said some- 
where, the bond of the sea. Besides holding our hearts 
490 
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together through long periods of separation, it had the 
eflFect of making us tolerant of each other s yarns — and 
even convictions. The lawyer — the best of old fellows — 
had, because of his many years and many virtues, the 
only cushion on deck, and was lying on the only rug. 
The accountant had brought out already a box of dom- 
inoes, and was toying architecturally with the bones. 
Marlow sat cross-legged right aft, leaning against the 
mizzenmast. He had sunken cheeks, a yellow com- 
plexion, a straight back, an ascetic aspect, and, with his 
arms dropped, the palms of hands outwards, resembled 
“^n id^The director, satisfied the anchor had good hold, 
"^made his way aft and sat down amongst us. We ex- 
changed a few words lazily. Afterwards there was si- 
lence on board the yacht For some reason or other we 
did not begin that game of dominoes. We felt medita- 
tive, and fit for nothing but placid staring. The day was 
ending in a serenity of still and exquisite brilliance. The 
water shone pacifically; the sky, without a speck, was a 
benign immensity of unstained light; the very mist on 
the Essex marshes was like a gauzy and radiant fabric, 
hung from the wooded rises inland, and draping the 
low shores in diaphanous folds. Only the gloom to the 
west, brooding over the upper reaches, became more 
somber every minute; as if angered by the approach of 
the sun. 

And at last, in its curved and imperceptible fall, the 
sun sank low, and from glowing white changed to a dull 
red without rays and without heat, as if about to go out 
suddenly, stricken to death by the touch of that gloom 
brooding over a crowd of men. 

Forthwith a change came over the waters, and the 
serenity became less brilliant but more profound. The 
old river in its broad reach rested unruffled at the de- 
cline of day, after ages of good service done to the race 



492 AFRICA AND THE CONGO 

that peopled its banks, spread out in the tranquil dignity 
of a waterway leading to the uttermost ends of the 
earth. We looked at the veneraMe stream not in th e 
vivid flush of a short day that cpmes and departs for- 
ever, but in the august light of abiding memories. And 
indeed nothing is easier for a maBi. who Jhas^ jis the 
phrase ^oes, '^followed the se a” with rev erence an3^“ 
a flection^ thaiTto ev oke ^K e ^eat spirit of th e p ast upon 
-th e^lower reaches of tlie Thame s. The tidal current runs 
to aM tro in its unceasing service, crowded with mem- 
ories of men and ships it had borne to the rest of home 
or to the battles of the sea. It had known and served, 
all the men of whom the nation is proud, from Sir 
Francis Drake to Sir John Franklin, Jknights all, titled 
and great knights-errant qf the.„§pa* It 

had borne all the ships whose names are like jewels 
flashing in the night of time, from the Golden Hi nd re- 
turning with her round flanks full of treasure, to be 
visited by the Queen s Highnpvss and thus pass out of 
the gigantic tale, to the Freht^and Terwr, bound on 
other conquests — and that never returhecT. It had known 
the ships and the men. They had sailed from Deptford, 
from Greenwich, from Erith — the adventurers and the 
settlers; kings’ ships and the ships of men on ’Change; 
captains, admirals, the dark “interlopers” of the Eastern 
trade, and the commissioned "generals” of East India 
fleets. Hunters for gold or pursuers of fame, they all had 
gone out on that stream, bearing the sword, and often 
the torch, messengers of the might within the land, 
bearers of a spark from the sacred fire. What greatness 
had not floated on the ebb of that river into the mystery 
of an unknown earth! . . . The dreams of men, the 
seed of commonwealths, the germs of empires. 

The sun set; the dusk fell on the stream, and lights 
began to appear along the shore. TTi^e^Cbapoian light- 
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hou se, a thr ee-legged thing erect on a mud-flat, shone 
stiongly. Lights of ships moved in the fairway — a great 
stir of lights going up and going down. And farther west 
on the upper reaches the place of the monstrous town 
was still marked ominously on the sky, a brooding glooni , 
in sunshine, a lurid glare under the stars. ’ ^ 

“And this also,” said Marlow suddenly, “has been one 
of the dark places of the earth.” 

He was the only man of us who still “followed the 
sea.” The worse that could be said of him was that he 
did not represent his class. He was a seaman, but he 
was a wanderer, too, while most seamen lead, if one may 
so express it, a sedentary life. Their^ minds are of thd 
stay-at-home j)rder, and theujhome is always with then# 
— the ship; jind so is their country— ^e sea* One ship 
is very much like another, and the sea is always the 
same. In the immutability of their surroundings the for- 
eign shores, the foreign faces, the changing immensity 
of life, glide past, veiled not by a sense of mystery but 
by a slightly disdainful ignorance; for there is nothing 
my sterious to a seaman unless it be the sea itself, wTiioh 
is the mistress of his existgace a nd as inscrutable as 
destiny. For the rest, aTter his hours of worTc, a casual 
stroll or a casual spree on shore suffices to unfold for him 
the secret of a whole continent, and generally he finds 
the secret not worth knowing. The yarns of seamen have 
a direct simplicity, the whole meaning of which lies 
within the shell of a cracked nut., Rnf Marl ow was no t' 
typicaL (if his propensity to spin yarns be excepted), 
and to him the meaning of an episode was not inside like 
a kernel biit outside, ehvelophg fhe lale which FrougKl 
it out only as a glow brings out a haze, in theTikerieslTof 
dnh of these misty halos that sometimes are madeT^slble 

by the spectral illumination of moohshihe^ ^ 

His remark did not seem at all surprising. It was just 



like Marlow. It was accepted in silence. No-one took the.« 
trouble to grunt even; and presently he said, very slow: 

‘1 was thinking of very old times, when the Romans 
first came ypflr.S AgO— thfi Oth^T 

day. . , . T.igbt namA niit .o fj^his riv^r sincfi — ^yffll iSay , 
Igiights? YesijDytJtifiJikejLXtJUl^ blaze on a plain, 
like a flash of lightning in the clou ds. Wp. live in the 
fiicker— jiiay it last as long as the old earth keeps rolling! 
But darkness was here yesterday. Imagine the feelings 
of a commander of a fine — ^what d ye call em? — trireme 
in the Mediterranean, ordered suddenly to the north; 
run overland across the Gauls in a hurry; put in charge 
of one of these craft the legionaries — a wonderful lot 
of handy men they must have been, too — ^used to build, 
apparently by the hundred, in a month or two, if we 
may believe what we read. Imagine him here — ^the very 
end of the world, a sea the color of lead, a sky the color 
of smoke, a kind of ship about as rigid as a concertina — 
and going up this river with stores, or orders, or what 
you like. Sandbanks, marshes, forests, savages — pre- 
cious little to eat fit for a civilized man, nothing but 
Thames water to drink. No Falernian wine here, no go- 
ing ashore. Here and there a military camp lost in a 
wilderness, like a needle in a bundle of hay — cold, fog, 
tempests, disease, exile, and death — death skulking in 
the air, in the water, in the bush. They must have been 
dying like flies here. Oh, yes — ^he did it. Did it very well, 
too, no doubt, and without thinking much about it 
either, except afterwards to brag of what he had gone 
through in his time, perhaps. They were men enough 
to face the darkness. And perhaps he was cheered by 
keeping his eye on a chance of promotion to the fleet at 
Ravenna by and by, if he had good friends in Rome and 
survived the awful climate. Or think of a decent young 
citizen in a toga — ^perhaps too much dice, you know — 
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coming out here in the train of some prefect, or tax- 
gatherer, or tiader even, to mend his fortunes. Land in 
a swamp, march through the woods, and in some inland 
post feel the savageiy, the utter savagery, had closed 
round him — all that mysterious life of the wilderness 
that stirs in the forest, in the jungles, in the hearts of 
wild men. There’s no initiation cither into such mys- 
teries. He has to live in the midst of the incomprehen- 
sible, which is also detestable. And it has a fascination, 
too, that goes to work upon him. The fascination of the 
abomination — ^you know, imagine the growing regrets, 
the longing to escape, the powerless disgust, the sur- 
render, the hate.” 

He paused. 

*‘Mind,” he began again, lifting one arm from the 
elbow, the palm of the hand outwards, so that, with his 
legs folded before him, he had the. pose of a Buddha 
preaching in European clothes and without a lotus 
flower — “Mind, none of us would feel exactly like this.\ 
What saves us is efficiency — the delation to. efficiency. L 
But these chaps were not much account, really. They 
were no colonists; (t^ir administration was merely a 
squeeze,ynd nothing more, I suspect. They were con- 
querors, and for that you want only brute force — ^noth- 
ing to boast of, when you have it, since your strength 
is just an accident arising from the weakness of others. 
They grabbed what they could get for the sake of what 
was to be got. It was just robbery with violence, aggra- 
vated murder on a great scale, and men going at it blind 
— as is very proper for those who tackle a darkness. The 
conquest of the earth, which mostly means the taking it 
away from those who have a different complexion or 
slightly flatter noses than ourselves, is not a pretty thing 
when you look into it too much. What redeems it is the 
idea only. An idea at the back of it; not a sentimental 



496 AFRICA AND THE CONGO 

pretence but an idea; and an unselfish belief in the idea 
— ^something you can set up, and bow down before, arc^ 
offer a sacrifice to. . . 

He broke off. Flames glided in the river, small green 
flames, red flame^ jv^e flames, ^pursuing, overtaking, 
joining, crossing each other — ^then separating slowly or 
hastily. The traffic of the ”^eat city went on in the deep- 
ening night upon the sleepless river. We looked on, 
waiting patiently — ^there was nothing else to do till the 
end of the flood; but it was only after a long silence, 
when he said, in a hesitating voice, “I suppose you fel- 
lows remember I did once turn fresh-water sailor for a 
bit,” that we knew we were fated, before the ebb began 
to run, to hear about one of Marlow s inconclusive ex- 
periences. 

‘1 don’t want to bother you much with what hap- 
pened to me personally,” he began, showing in this re- 
mark the weakness of many tellers of tales who seem so 
often unaware of what their audience would best like 
to hear; ‘yet to understand the effect of it on me you 
ought to know how I got out there, what I saw, how I 
went up that river to the place where I first met the poor 
chap. It was the farthest point of navigation and the 
culminating point of my experience. It seemed some- 
how to throw a kind of light on .everything about jne — 
and into my thoughts. It was somber enough, too— 
aiiTpitifiil— hot extraordinary in any way — ^not very 
clear either. No, not very clear. An d yet it seemed t o 
thi ow a kind of lighL 

‘1 had then, as you remember, just returned to Lon- 
don after a lot of Indian Ocean, Pacific, China Seas — 
a regular dose of the East — six years or so, and I was 
loafing about, hindering you fellows in your work and 
invading your homes, just as though I had got a heav- 
ily m^srvion to civilize you. It was very fine for a time, 
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but after a bit I did get tired of resting. Then I began 
to look for a ship — I should think the hardest work on 
earth. But the ships wouldn’t even look at me. And I got 
tired of that game, too. 

**NpWL.wh en I w a s a little ch ap T a pasginn fpr 
maps. I would look for hours at South America, or 
Afri ca, or Australia, and lose myself in all Ae glories 
of explo rati on. At that time there were many blank 
spaces on the earth, and wh^ I saw one that looked 
particularly inviting on a jnaj) ( but ffiey all look that) 
I would put my finger on it and s^, *When I grow up I 
will go there.’ The North Pole was of these places, 
I remember. Well, I haven’t been there yet, and shall 
not try now. The glamor’s off. Other places were scat- 
tered about the Equator, and in every sort of latitude 
all over the two hemispheres. I have been in some of 
them, and . . . well, we won’t talk about that. JBut 
there was-one-yet—the biggest, t he most .blanl^ so. to 
speak—that I had a hank^ng>a.&ec 

“Tnie, by this time it was not a blank space any more. 
It had got filled since my boyhood with rivers and lakes 
and names. It had ceased to be a blank space of delight- 
ful mystery — g w hite patc h. .^fc)X-.8..bpy to .fesaiR-gloit 
ously over. It had becq:nafi,a^lace of darkness. Bu^there 
was in it one river especially, a mf^ ty_b!fc jlyer,_ that 
you could see on the inap, resembling an .iiumfiiise snake 
uncoiled, with its head in the sea, its body at rest curv- 
ing afar over a vast country, and its tail lost in the depths 
of the land. And as I looked at the map of it in a shop 
window, it fasc inated me as a snake would a bir d— -a 
silly little bird. Then I remembered there was a big con- 
cern, a company for trade on that river. Dash it all! I 
thought to myself, they can’t trade without using some 
kind of craft on that lot of fresh water — steamboats! 
Why shouldn’t I try to get charge of one? I went on 
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along Fleet Street, but could not shake off the idea. Xbe 

snake had charmed me. 

‘'You understand it was a continental concern, that 
trading society; but I have a lot of relations living on 
the continent, because it’s cheap and not so nasty as it 
looks, they say. 

“I am sorry to own I began to worry them. This was 
already a fresh departure for me. I was not used to get 
things that way, you know. I always went my own road 
and on my own legs where I had a mind to go. I 
wouldn’t have believed it of myself; but, then — ^you see 
— I felt somehow I must get there by hook or by crook. 
So I worried them. The men said /My dear fellow,’ and 
did nothing. Then — ^would you believe it? — I tried the 
women. I, Charlie Marlow, set the women to work — 
to get a job. Heavens! Well, you see, the notion drove 
me. I had an aunt, a dear enthusiastic soul. She wrote; 
'It will be delightful. I am ready to do anything, any- 
thing for you. It is a glorious idea. I know the wife of 
a very high personage in the administration, and also a 
man who has lots of influence with,' etc., etc. She was 
determined to make no end of fuss to get me appointed 
skipper of a river steamboat, if such was my fancy. 

"I got my appointment — of course; and I got it very 
quick. It appears the company had received news that 
one of their captains had been killed in a scuffle with the 
natives. This was my chance, and it made me the more 
anxious to go. It was only months and months after- 
wards, when I made the attempt to recover what was 
left of the body, that I heard the original quarrel arose 
from a misunderstanding about some hens. Yes, two 
black hens. Fresleven — that was the fellow's name, a 
Dane — ^thought himself wronged somehow in the bar- 
gain, so he went ashore and started to hammer the chief 
of the village with a stick. Oh, it didn't surprise me in 
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the least to hear this, and at the same time to be told 
that Fresleven was the gentlest, quietest creature that 
ever walked on two legs. No doubt he was; but he had 
been a couple of years already out there engaged in the 
noble cause, you know, and he probably felt the need at 
last of asserting his self-respect in some way. Therefore 
he whacked the old nigger mercilessly, while a big 
crowd of his people watched him, thunderstruck, till 
some man — I was told the chief s son — ^in desperation at 
hearing the old chap yell, made a tentative jab with a 
spear at the white man — ^and of course it went quite 
easy between the shoulder blades. Then the whole pop-! 
ulation cleared into the forest, expecting all kinds of 
calamities to happen, while, on die other hand, the 
steamer Fresleven commanded left also in a bad panic, 
in charge of the engineer, I believe. Afterwards nobody 
seemed to trouble much about Fresleven's remains, till 
I got out and stepped into his shoes. 1 couldn’t let it rest, 
though; but when an opportunity o£Fered at last to meet 
my predecessor, the grass growing through his ribs 
was tall enough to hide his bones. They were all there. 
The supernatural being had not been touched after he 
fell. And the village was deserted, the huts gaped black, 
rotting, all askew within the fallen enclosures. A calam- 
ity had come to it, sure enough. The people had van- 
ished. Mad terror had scattered them^ men, women, and 
children, through the bush, and. they had* nevigr re- 
turned. What became of the hens I don’t know either. 1 
should think the cause of progress got them, anyhow. 
However, through this glorious affair I got my appoint - 
ment, before I had fairly begun to hope for it. 

“I flew around like mad to get ready, and before 
forty-eight hourg I was crossing the Channel to show 
myself to my employers, and sign the contract. In a very 
few hours I arrived in a dty that always makes me 
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think of a whited sepulcher. Prejudice no doubt. I had 
no difficulty in finding the company’s offices. It was the 
biggest thing in the town, and everybody I met was full 
of it. They were going to run an oversea empire, and 
make no end of coin by trade. 

“A narrow and deserted street in deep shadow, high 
houses, innumerable windows with Venetian blinds, a 
dead silence, grass sprouting between the stones, im- 
posing carriage archways right and left, immense double 
doors standing ponderously ajar. I slipped through one 
of these cracks, went up a swept and ungarnished stair- 
case, as arid as a desert, and opened the first door I 
came tn>>JwxL, women^ one fat and the other slim, sat 
on straw-bottomed chairs, knitting,b]ack„WQol. The slim 
one got up and walEed~straight at me — ^still knitting 
with downcast eyes — and only just as I began to think 
of getting out of her way, as you would for a somnam- 
bulist, stood still, and looked up. Her dress was as plain 
as an umbrella-cover, and she turned round without a 
word and preceded me into a waiting room. I gave my 
name, and looked about. Deal table in the middle, plain 
chairs all round the walls, on one end a large shining 
map, marked with all the colors of a rainbow. There was 
a vast amount of red — good to see at any time, because 
one knows that some real work is done in there, a deuce 
of a lot of blue, a little green, smears of orange, and, on 
the East Coast, a purple patch, to show where the jolly 
pioneers of progress drink the jolly lager beer. However, 
I wasn’t going into any of these. I was going intOLthe 
yellow . Dead in the center. And the river was there — 
fascinating — deadly — like a snake. OughI A door 
opened, a white-haired secretarial head, but wearing 
a compassionate expression, appeared, and a skinny 
forefinger beckoned me into the sanctuary. Its light was 
dim, and a heavy writing desk squatted in the middle. 
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From behind that structure came out an impression of 
pale plumpness in a frock coat. The great man himself. 
He was five feet six, I should judge, and had his grip 
on the handle-end of ever so many millions. He shook 
hands, I fancy, murmured vaguely, was satisfied with 
my French. Bon voyage. 

“In about forty-five seconds I found myself again in 
the waiting room with the compassionate secretary, 
who, full of desolation and synmathy, made me si^n 
some document. I believe I undertook “amoiigsf o3ier 
things not to disclose any trade secrets. Well, I am not 
going to. ‘ \ 

“I began to feel slightly uneasy. You know I am not 
used to such ceremonies, and there was something 
ominous in the atmosphere. It was just as though I had 
been let into some conspiracy — I don t know — some- 
thing not quite right; and I was glad to get out. In th e 
outer rooim the two wome n knitte<^Lbl^ 
ishly. People were arriving, and the younger one was 
walking back and forth introducing them. The old one 
sat on her chair. Her flat cloth slippers were propped 
up on a foot-warmer, and a cat reposed on her lap. She 
wore a starched white affair on her head, had a wart on 
one cheek, and silver-rimmed spectacles hung on the 
tip of her nose. She glanced at me above the glasses. 
The swift and indifferent_placi(}ity-.pf^,th^LlQok trou- 
bled me. Two youths with foolish and cheery counte- 
nances were being piloted over, and she threw at them 
the same quick glance of unconcerned wisdom. She 
seemed to kngw all about them and about me, too. An 
eerie feeling, came ovi^„JDQe^..Slie,jLe!^.^ ^ and 
fateful. Often far away there I thought nf twn^ 
guarding^ the door of darkness^ kmtting.-bkK4f^ 
for a warm pall, one introducing, introducing continu- 
ously to the unknown, the other scrutinizing die cheery 
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and foolish faces with unconcerned old eyes. Axiel Old 
knitter of black wool. Morituri te salutant. Not many of 
those she looked at ever saw her again — ^not half, by a 
long way. 

“There was yet a visit to the doctor. ‘A simple formal- 
ity,^ assured me the secretary, with an air of taking an 
immense part in all my sorrows. Accordingly a young 
chap wearing his hat over the left eyebrow, some clerk 
I suppose — there must have been clerks in the business, 
though the house was as still as a house in a city of the 
dead — came from somewhere upstairs, and led me forth. 
He was shabby and careless, with inkstains on the 
sleeves of his jacket, and his cravat was large and bil- 
lowy, under a chin shaped like the toe of an old boot. 
It was a little too early for the doctor, so I proposed a 
drink, and thereupon he developed a vein of joviality. 
As we sat over our vermouths he glorified the company’s 
business, and by and by I expressed casually my sur- 
prise at him not going out there. He became very cool 
and collected all at once. 1 am not such a fool as I look, 
quoth Plato to his disciples,’ he said sententiously, 
emptied his glass with great resolution, and we rose. 

“The old doctor felt my pulse, evidently thinking of 
something else the while. ‘Good, good for there,' he 
mumbled, and then with a certain eagerness asked me 
whether I would let him measure my head. Rather sur- 
prised, I said yes,’ when he produced a thing like cali- 
pers and got the dimensions back and front and every 
way, taking notes carefully. He was an unshaven little 
man in a threadbare coat like a gaberdine, with his feet 
in slippers, and I thought him a harmless fool. 1 always 
ask leave, in the interests of science, to measure the 
crania of those going out there,’ he said. ‘And when they 
come back, too?’ I asked. ‘Oh, I never see them,’ he re- 
marked; ‘and, moreover, the changes take place inside. 



you knpw/ He smiled, as if at some quiet joke. ‘So you 
are going out there. Famous. Interesting, too.' He gave 
me a searching glance, and made another note. ‘Ever 
any madness in your family?' he asked, in a matter-of- 
fact tone. I felt very annoyed. ‘Is that question in the 
interests of science, too?’ ‘It would be,’ he said, without 
taking notice of my irritation, ‘interesting for science to 
watch the mental changes of individuals, oh the spot, 
but . . .' ‘Are you an alienist?’ I interrupted. ‘Every 
doctor should be — a little,' answered that original, im- 
perturbably. ‘I have a little theory which you messieurs 
who go out there must help me to prove. This is my 
share in the advantages my country shall reap from the 
possession of such a magnificent dependency. The mere 
wealth I leave to others. Pardon my questions, but you 
are the first Englishman coming under my observation. 
. . .’ I hastened to assure him I was not in the least 
typical. If I were,' said I, ‘I wouldn't be talking like this 
with you.' ‘What you say is rather profound, and prob- 
ably erroneous,’ he said, with a laugh. ‘Avoid irritation 
more than exposure to the sun. Adieu. How do you Eng- 
lish say, eh? Good-by. Ah! Good-by. Adieu. In the 
tropics one must before everything keep calm.’ . . . He 
lifted a warning forefinger. . . . ‘Du calme, du calme. 
Adieu' 

“One thing more remained to do— say good-by to my 
excellent aunt. I found her triumphant. I had a cup of 
tea — ^the last decent cup of tea for many days — and in 
a room that most soothingly looked just as you would 
expect a lady’s drawing room to look, we had a long 
quiet chat by the fireside. In the course of these con- 
fidences it became quite plain to me I had been repre- 
sented to the wife of the high dignitary, and goodness 
knows to how many more people besides, as an excep- 
tional and gifted creature — a piece of good fortune for 



the company — a man you don’t get hold of every day. 
Good heavens! and I was going to take charge of a two- 
penny-half-penny river steamboat with a penny whistle 
attached! It appeared, however, I was also one of the 
Workers, with a capital — ^you know. Something like an 
emissary of ligh t, something like a lower sort of apostle. 
There had been a lot of such rot let loose in print and 
talk just about that time, and the excellent woman, liv- 
ing right in the rush of all that humbug, got carried off 
her feet. She talked about "weaning those ignorant 
millions from their horrid ways,’ till, upon my word, she 
made me quite uncomfortable. I ventured to hint that 
the company was run for profit. 

“ TTou forget, dear Charlie, that the laborer is worthy 
of his hire/ she said, brightly. It’s queer how out of 
touch with truth women are. They live in a world of 
their own, and there had never been anything like it, 
and never can be. It is too beautiful altogether, and if 
they were to set it up it would go to pieces before the 
first sunset. Some confounded fact we men have been 
living contentedly with ever since the day of creation 
would start up and knock the whole thing over. 

“After this I got embraced, told to wear flannel, be 
sure to write often, and so on — ^and I left. In the street 
— I don’t know why — a queer feeling came to me that 
I was an impostor. Odd thing that I, who used to clear 
out for any part of the world at twenty-four hours’ 
notice, with less thought than most men give to the 
crossing of a stieet, had a moment — I won’t say of hesi- 
tation, but of startled pause, before this commonplace 
affair. The best way I can explain it to you is by saying 
that, for a second or two, I felt as though, instead of 
going to the center of a cqntinent, I were about to set 
off for the center of the earth, 

“I left in a French steamer, and she called in every 



HEART OF DARKNESS 505 

blamed port they have out there, for, as far as I could 
see, the sole purpose of landing soldiers and custom- 
house officers. I watched the coast. Watching a coast as 
it slips by the ship is like thinking about an enigma. 
There it is before you — ^smiling, frowning, inviting, 
grand, mean, insipid, or savage, and always mute with 
an air of whispering, Come and find out. This one was 
almost featureless, as if still in the making, with an 
aspect of monotonous grimness. The edge of a colossal 
jungle, so dark-green as to be almost black, fringed with 
white surf, ran straight, like a ruled line, far, far away 
along a blue sea whose glitter was blurred by a creeping 
mist. The sun was fierce, the land seemed to glisten and 
drip with steam. Here and there grayish-whitish specks 
showed up clustered inside the white surf, with a flag 
flying above them perhaps. Settlements some centuries 
old, and still no bigger than pinheads on the untouched 
expanse of their background. We pounded along, 
stopped, landed soldiers; went on, landed customhouse 
clerks to levy toll in what looked like a God-forsaken 
wilderness, with a tin shed and a flagpole lost in it; 
landed more soldiers — to take care of the custom- 
house clerks, presumably. Som e, I he ard, go^rowned in 
the surf; but whether did or npt^ nobody seenaed 
particularly to care. They were just flung out there, and 
on we went. Every day the coast looked the same, as 
though we had not moved; but we passed various places 
— ^trading places — ^with names like Gran Bassam, Little 
Popo; names that seemed to belong to some sordid farce 
acted in front of a sinister back-cloth. The idleness of 
a passenger, my isolation amongst all these men with 
whom I had no point of contact, the oily and languid 
sea, the uniform somberness of the coast, seemed to 
Jce ep me awa y from the truth of things, within the toil 
of a mournml and senseless delusion. The voice of the 
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surf heard now and then was a positive pleasure, like 
the speech of a brother. It was something natural, that 
had its reason, that had a meaning. Now and then a boat 
from the shore . gave . ona momentary contact with 
reality. It was paddled by black fellows. You could see 
from afar the white of their eyeballs glistening. They 
shouted, sang; their bodies streamed with perspiration; 
they had faces like grotesque masks — these chaps; but 
they had bone, muscle, a wild vitality, an intense energy 
of movement, that was as natural and true as the surf 
along their coast. They wanted no excuse for being 
there. They were a great comfort to look at. For a time I 
would feel I belonged still to a world of straightforward 
facts; but the feeUng would not last long. Something 
would turn up to scare it away. Once, I remember, we 
came upon a man-of-war anchored off the coast. There 
wasn't even a shed there, and she was shelling the bush. 
It appears the French had one of their wars going on 
thereabouts. Her ensign dropped limp like a rag; the 
muzzles of the long six-inch guns stuck out all over die 
low hull; the greasy, slimy swell swung her up lazily 
and let her down, swaying her thin masts. In the empty 
immensity of earth, sky, and water, there she was, in- 
comprehensible, firing into a continent. Pop, would go 
one of the six-inch guns; a small flame would dart and 
vanish, a little white smoke would disappear, a tiny 
projectile would give a feeble screech — and nothing 
happened. Nothing could happen. There was a touch of 
insanity in the proceeding, a sense of lugubrious drollery 
in the sight; and it was not dissipated by somebody on 
board assuring me earnestly there was a camp of natives 
— ^he called them enemies! — Chidden out of sight some- 
where. 

"We gave her her letters (I heard the men in that 
lonely ship were dying of fever at the rate of three a 
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day) and went on. We called at some more places with 
farcical names, where the merry dance of death and 
trade goes on in a still and earthly atmosphere as of an 
overheated catacomb; all along the formless coast bor- 
dered by dangerous surf, as if Nature herself had tried 
to ward oflF intruders; in and out of rivers, streams of 
death in life, whose banks were rotting into mud, whose 
waters, thickened into slime, invaded the contorted 
mangroves, that seemed to writhe at us in the extrem- 
ity of an impotent despair. Nowhere did we stop long 
enough to get a particularized impression, but the gen- 
eral sense of vague and oppressive wonder grew upon 
me. It was like a weary pilgrimage amongst hints for 
nightmares. 

“It was upward of thirty days befwe I saw the mouth 
of the big river. We anchored off the seat of the govern- 
ment. But my work would not begin till some two hun- 
dred miles farther on. So as soon as I could I made a 
start for a place thirty miles higher up. 

“I had my passage on a little seagoing steamer. Her 
captain was a Swede, and knowing me for a seaman, 
invited me on the bridge. He was a young man, lean, 
fair, and morose, with lanky hair and a shuffling gait. 
As we left the miserable little wharf, he tossed his head 
contemptuously at the shore. 'Been living there?’ he 
asked. I said, Tes.’ 'Fine lot these government chaps — 
are they not?’ he went on, speaking English with great 
precision and considerable bitterness. ‘It is funny what 
some people will do for a few francs a month. I wonder 
what becomes of that kind when it goes up country?’ 
I said to him I expected to see that soon. ‘So-o-ol’ he 
exclaimed. He shuffled athwart, keeping one eye ahead 
vigilantly. ‘Don’t be too sure,’ he continued. ‘The other 
day I took up a man who hanged himself on the road. 
Me was a Swede, too.’ ‘Hanged himself! Why, in God’s 
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name?" I cried. He kept on looking out watchfully. ‘Who 
knows? The sun toq^much for him , or the country per- 
haps." 

“At last we opened a reach. A rocky cliflF appeared, 
mounds of turned-up earth by the shore, houses on a 
hill, others with iron roofs, amongst a waste of exca- 
vations, or hanging to the dechvity. A continuous noise 
of the rapids above hovered over this scene of inhabited 
devastation. A lot of people^ ^^Qstly black and n aked, 
moved about like ants. A jetty projected into the river. 
A bKndihg siihligTit drowned all this at times in a sud- 
den recrudescence of glare. ‘There"s your company"s 
station," said the Swede, pointing to three wooden bar- 
rack-like structures on the rocky slope. ‘I will send your 
things up. Four boxes did you say? So. Farewell." 

“I came upon a boiler wallowing in the grass, then 
found a path leading up the hill. It turned aside for the 
boulders, and also for an undersized railway truck lying 
there on its back with its wheels in the air. One was off. 
The thing looked as dead as the carcass of some animal. 
I came upon more pieces of decayi ng machi nery, a stack 
of rusty rails. To the left a clump of trees maefe a shady 
spot, where dark things seemed to stir feebly. I blinked, 
the path was steep. A horn tooted to the right, and I 
saw the black people run. A heavy and dull detonation 
shook the ground, a puff of smoke came out of the cliff, 
and that was all. No change appeared on the face of the 
rock. They were building a railway. The cliff was not in 
the way or anything; but this objectless blasting was all 
the work going on. 

“A slight clinking behind me made me turn my head. 
Six black men advanced in a file, toiling up the path. 
They walked erect and slow, balancing small baskets 
full of earth on their heads, and the clink kept time with 
their footsteps. Black rags were wound round their loins, 



and the short ends behind waggled to and fro like tails. 
I could see ey^ry lib^ the joints of their limbs were like 
knots in a rope; each had an iron collar on his neck, and 
all were connected together with a chain whose bights 
swung between them, rhythmically ^linking. Another 
report from the cliff made me think suddenly of that 
ship of war I had seen firing into a continent. It was the 
same kind of ominous voice; but these men could by no 
stretch of imagination be called enemies^ They were 
called criminals, andjhe outraged law, like the bursting 
shells, had come to them, an insoluble mystery from the 
sea. All their meager breasts panted together, the vio- 
lently dilated nostrils quivered, the eyes stared stonily 
uphill. They passed me with in si x m ches, without a 
glance, with that complete, deat hlike indifference of 
unhappy savages. Behind this raw matter one of the re- 
claimed, the product of the new forces at work, strolled 
despondently, carrying a rifle by its middle. He had a 
uniform jacket with one button off, and seeing a white 
man on the path, hoisted his weapon to his shoulder 
with alacrity. This was simple prudence, white men be- 
ing so much alike at a distance that he could not tell 
who I might be. He was speedily reassured, and with 
a large, white, rascally grin, and a glance at his charge, 
seemed to take me into partnership in his exalted trust. 
After all, I also was a part of the great cause qf these 
high and just proceedings. 

‘Instead of going up, I turned and descended to the 
left. My idea was to let that chain gang get out of sight 
before I climbed the hill. You know I am not particu- 
larly tender; Tve had to strike and to fend off. IVe had 
to resist and to attack sometimes — that*s only one way 
of resisting — ^without counting the exact cost, according 
to the demands of such sort of life as I had blundered 
into. I Ve seen the devil of violence, and the devil of 



greed, and the devil of hot desire; but, by all the stars! 
these were strong, lusty, red-eyed devils, that swayed 
and diQve men — ^men, I tell you. But as I stood on this 
hillside, I foresaw that in the blinding sunshine of that 
land I would become acquainted with a flabby, pretend- 
ing, weak-eyed devil of a rapacious and pitiless folly. 
How insidious he could be, too, I was only to find out 
several months later and a thousand miles farther. For 
a moment I stood appalled, as though by a warning. 
Finally I descended the hill, obliquely, towards the trees 
I had seen. 

“I avoided a vast artificial hole somebody had been 
digging on the slope, the purpose of which I found it 
impossible to divine. It wasn't a quarry or a sandpit, 
anyhow. It was just a hole. It might have been con- 
nected with the philanthropic desire of giving the crimi- 
nals something to do. I don't know. Then I nearly fell 
into a very narrow ravine, ahnost no more than a scar 
in the hillside. I discovered that a lot of imported drain- 
age pipes for the settlement had been tumbled in there. 
There wasn't one that was not broken. It was a wanton 
smashup. At last I got under the trees. My purpose 
was to stroll into the shade for a moment; but no 
sooner within than it seemed to me I had stepped into 
the gloomy circle of some inferno. The rapids were 
near, and an uninterrupted, uniform, headlong, rushing 
noise filled the mournful stillness of the grove, where 
not a breath stirred, not a leaf moved, with a mysterious 
sound — as though the tearing pace of the launched 
earth had suddenly become audible. 

“Black shapes crouched, lay, sat between the trees 
leaning against the trunks, clinging to the earth, half 
coming out, half effaced within the dim light, in all the 
attitudes of pain, abandonment, and despair. Another 
mine on the cliff went off, followed by a slight shudder 
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of the soil under my feet. The work was going on. The 
work! And this was the place where some of the helpers 
had withdrawn to die. 

‘They were dying slowly — ^it was very clear. They 
were not enemies, they were not criminals, they were 
nothing earthly now, nothing but black shadows of dis- 
ease and starvation, lying confusedly in the greenish 
gloom. Brought from all the recesses of the coast in all 
the legality of time contracts, lost in uncongenial sur- 
roundings, fed on unfamiliar food, they sickened, be- 
came inefficient, and were then allowed to crawl away 
and rest. These moribund shapes were free as air — and 
nearly as thin. I began to distinguish the gleam of the 
eyes under the trees. Then, glancing down, I saw a face 
near my hand. The black bones reclined at full length 
with one shoulder against the tree, and slowly the eye- 
lids rose and the sunken eyes looked up at me, enormous 
and vacant, a kind of blind, white flicker in the depths 
of the orbs, which died out slowly. The man seemed 
young — almost a boy — ^but you know with them its 
hard to tell. I found nothing else to do but to offer him 
one of my good Swede's ship's biscuits I had in my 
pocket. The fingers closed slowly on it and held — ^there 
was no other movement and no other glance. He had 
tied a bit of white worsted round his neck — ^Why? 
Where did he get it? Was it a badge — ^an ornament — 
a charm — a propitiatory act? Was there any idea at all 
connected with it? It looked startling round his black 
neck, this bit of white thread from beyond the seas. 

“Near the same tree two more bundles of acute angles 
sat with their legs drawn up. One, with his chin propped 
on his knees, stared at nothing, in an intolerable and 
appalling manner: his brother phantom rested its fore- 
head, as if overcome with a great weariness; and all 
about others were scattered in every pose of contorted 
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collapse, as in some picture of a massacre or a pesti- 
lence. While I stood horror-struck, -one of these creatures 
rose to his hands and knees, and went off on all fours 
towards the river to drink. He lapped out pf his~liffid, 
then sat up in the sunlight, crossing his shins in front of 
him,.. and after a time let his wooly head fall on his 
breastbone. 

“I didn’t want any more loitering in the shade, and I 
made haste towards the station. When near the build- 
ings I met a white man, in such an unexpected elegance 
of getup that in the first moment I took him for a sort 
of vision. I saw a high starched collar, white cuffs, a 
light alpaca jacket, snowy trousers, a clear necktie, and 
varnished boots. No hat. Hair parted, brushed, oiled, 
under a green-lined parasol held in a big white hand. 
He was amazing, and had a penholder behind his ear. 

*1 shook hands with this miracle, and I learned he 
was the company’s chief accountant, and that all the 
bookkeeping was done at this station. He had come 
out for a moment, he said, ‘to get a breath of fresh air.’ 
The expression sounded wonderfully odd, with its sug- 
gestion of sedentary desk life. I wouldn’t have men- 
tioned the fellow to you at all, only it was from his lips 
that I first heard the name of the man who is so in- 
dissolubly connected with the memories of that time. 
Moreover, I respected the fellow. Yes; I respected his 
collars, his vast cuffs, his brushed hair. His appearance 
was certainly that of a hajj:df©ss©r.!s dummy; iutju-ihe 
great- -demoralization /of the land he , ke|Jt . up his ap- 
jgearance.^ That’s backbone. His starched collars and 
got-up~sIiirt fronts were achievements of character. He 
had been out nearly three years; and, later, I could not 
help asking him how he managed to sport such linen. 
He had just the faintest blush, and said modestly, TVe 
been teaching one of the native women about the sta- 
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tion. It was diflScult. She had a distaste for the work/ 
Thus this man had truly accomplished something. And 
he was devoted to his books, which were in apple-pie 
order. 

“Everything else in the station was in a muddle — 
heads, things, buildings. Strings of dusty niggers with 
splay feet arrived and departed; a stream of manufac- 
tured goods, mbbishy cottons, beads, and brass wire set 
into the depths of darkness, and in return came a pre- 
cious trickle of ivory. 

“I had to wait in the station for ten days — an eternity. 
I lived in a hut in the yard, but to be out of the chaos 
I would sometimes get into the accountant’s office. It 
was built of horizontal planks, and so badly put to- 
gether that, as he bent over his high desk, he was barred 
from neck to heels with narrow strips of sunlight. There 
was no need to open the big shutter to see. It was hot 
there, too; big flies buzzed fiendishly, and did not sting, 
but stabbed. I sat generally on the floor, while, of fault- 
less appearance (and even slightly scented), perching 
on a high stool, he wrote, he wrote. Sometimes he stood 
up for exercise. When a truckle bed with a sick man 
(some invalid agent from upcountry) was put in there, 
he exhibited a gentle annoyance. ‘The groans of this 
sick person,’ he said, ‘distract my attention. And without 
that it is extremely difficult to guard against clerical 
errors in this climate,’ 

“One day he remarked, without lifting his head, Tn 
the interior you will no doubt meet M r. Kurtz.’ Qn m y 
asking who Mr. Kurtz was, he jaid he was a first-cl^s 
agent; and seeing my disappointment at this informa- 
tion, he added slowly, laying down his pen, ‘He is a 
very remarkable person.’ Further questions elicited firom 
him that Mr. Kurtz was at present in charge of a trading 
post, a very important one, in the true ivory-country. 
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at ‘the very bottom of there. 

all the others put together. . . * He began to write 
again. The sick man was too ill to groan. The flies 
buzzed in a great peace. 

“Suddenly there was a growing murmur of voices 
and a great tramping of feet. A caravan had come in. 
A violent babble of uncouth sounds burst out on the 
other side of the planks. All the carriers were speaking 
together, and in the midst of the uproar the lamentable 
voice of the chief agent was heard ‘giving it up" tearfully 
for the twentieth time that day. . . . He rose slowly. 
What a frightful row," he said. He crossed the room 
gently to look at the sick man, and returning, said to me, 
*He does not hear." ‘What! Dead?" I asked, startled. ‘No, 
not yet," he answered, with great composure. Then, al- 
luding with a toss of the head to the tumult in the sta- 
tion yard, ‘When one has got to make correct entries, 
one comes to hate those savages — ^hate them to the 
death." He remained thoughtful for a moment. ‘When 
you see Mr. Kurtz," he went on, ‘tell him from me that 
everything here" — ^he glanced at the desk — ‘is very satis- 
factory. I don't like to write to him — ^with those messen- 
gers of ours you never know who may get hold of your 
letter — at that Central Station." He stared at me for a 
moment with his mild, bulging eyes. ‘Oh, he will go far, 
very far," he began again. ‘He will be a somebody in the 
administration before long. They, above — ^the council in 
Europe, you know — ^mean him to be." 

“He turned to his work. The noise outside had ceased, 
and presently in going out I stopped at the door. In the 
steady buzz of flies the homeward-bound agent was 
lying flushed and insensible; the other, bent over his 
books, was making correct entries of perfectly correct 
transactions; and fifty feet below the doorstep I could 
see the still treetops of the grove of death. 
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"Next day I left that station at last, with a caravan 
of sixty men, for a two-hundred-mile tramp. 

"No use telling you much about that. Paths, paths, 
everywhere; a stamped-in network of paths spreading 
over the empty land, through long grass, through burnt 
grass, through thickets, down and up chilly ravines, up 
and down stony hills ablaze with heat; and a solitude, 
a solitude, nobody, not a hut. The population had 
cleared out a long time ago. Well, if a lot of mysterious 
niggers armed with all kinds of fearful weapons sud- 
denly took to traveling on the road between Deal and 
Gravesend, catching the yokels right and left to carry 
heavy loads for them, I fancy every farm and cottage 
thereabouts would get empty very soon. Only here the 
dwellings were gone, too. Still I passed through several 
abandoned villages. There’s something pathetically 
childish in the ruins of grass walls. Day after day, with 
the stamp and shuffle of sixty pair of bare feet behind 
me, each pair under a sixty-lb. load. Camp, cook, sleep, 
strike camp, march. Now and then a carrier dead in 
harness, at rest in the long grass near the path, with 
an empty water gourd and his long staiff lying by his 
side. A great silence around and above. Perhaps on 
some quiet night the tremor of far-off drums, sinking, 
swelling, a tremor vast, faint; a sound weird, appealing, 
suggestive, and wild — and perhaps with as profound a 
meaning as the sound of bells in a Christian country. 
Once a white man in an unbuttoned uniform, camping 
on the path with an armed escort of lank Zanzibaris, 
very hospitable and festive — ^not to say drunk. Was 
looking after the upkeep of the road he declared. Can’t 
say I saw any road or any upkeep, unless the body of a 
middle-aged Negro, with a bullethole in the forehead, 
upon which I absolutely stumbled three miles farther 
on, may be considered as a permanent improvement. 
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I had a white companion, too, not a bad chap, but rather 
too fleshy and with the exasperating habit of fainting on 
the hot hillsides, miles away from the least bit of shade 
and water. Annoying, you know, to hold your own coat 
like a parasol over a man’s head while he is coming to. I 
couldn’t help asking him once what he meant by coming 
there at all. ‘To make money, of course. What do you 
think?’ he said, scornfully. Then he got fever, and had 
to be carried in a hammock slung under a pole. As he 
weighed 224 pounds I had no end of rows with the 
carriers. They jibbed, ran away, sneaked off with their 
loads in the night — quite a mutiny. So, one evening, I 
made a speech in English with gestures, not one of 
which was lost to the sixty pairs of eyes before me, and 
the next morning I started the hammock off in front all 
right. An hour afterwards I came upon the whole con- 
cern wrecked in a bush — ^man, hammock, groans, blan- 
kets, horrors. The heavy pole had skinned his poor nose. 
He was very anxious for me to kill somebody, but there 
wasn’t the shadow of a carrier near. I remember the 
old doctor. It would be interesting for science to watch 
the mental changes of individuals, on the spot.’ I felt 
I was becoming scientifically interesting. However, all 
that is to no purpose. On the fifteenth day I came in 
sight of the big river again, and hobbled into the Central 
Station. It was on a back water surrounded by scrub 
and forest, with a pretty border of smelly mud on one 
side, and on the three others enclosed by a crazy fence 
of rushes. A neglected gap was all the gate it had, and 
the first glance at the place was enough to let you see 
the flabby devil was running that show. White men with 
long staves in their hands appeared languidly from 
amongst the buildings, strolling up to take a look at me, 
and then retired out of sight somewhere. One of them, 
a Stout, excitable chap with black mustaches, informed 
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me with great volubility and many digressions, as soon 
as I told him who I was, that my steamer was at the 
bottom of the river. I was thunderstruck. What, how, 
why? Oh, it was ‘all right.' The manager himself was 
there. All quite correct. ‘Everybody had behaved splen- 
didly! splendidly!' — you must,' he said in agitation, ‘go 
and see the general manager at once. He is waiting!' 

“I did not see the real significance of that wreck at 
once. I fancy I see it now, but I am not sure — not at 
all. Certainly the afiFair was too stupid — ^when I think 
of it — to be altogether natural. Still . . . But at the 
moment it presented itself simply as a confounded nui- 
sance. The steamer was.,sunJk. Th^y had started two days 
before in a sudden hurry up the river with the manager 
on board, in charge of some volunteei; skipper, and be- 
fore they had been out three hours they tore the bottom 
out of her on ..stones, and she sank nq^ the south bank. 

I asked myself what I was to do there, now my boat was 
lost. As a matter of fact, I had plenty to do in fishing 
my command out of the river. I had to set about it the 
very next day. That, and the repairs when I brought the 
pieces to the station, took some months. 

“My first interview with the manager was curious. \ 
He did not ask me to sit down after my twenty-mile 
walk that morning. He was commonplace in complex- 
ion, in feature, in manners, and in voice. He was of 
middle size and of ordinary build. His eyes, of the usual 
blue, were perhaps remarkably cold, and he certainly 
could make his glance fall on one as trenchant and 
heavy as an axe. But even at these times the rest of ^ 
his person seemed to disclaim the intention. Otherwise"' 
there was only an indefinable, faint expression of his 
lips, something stealthy — ^not A«-«niler~I re- 

member ItTE^ut I can’t explSn. It was unconscious, this 
smile was, though just after he had said something it 
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got intensified for an instant. It came at the end of his 
speeches like a seal applied on the words to make the 
meaning of the commonest phrase appear absolutely in- 
scrutable. He was a common trader, from his youth up 
employed in these parts — ^nothing more. He was obeyed^ 
yet he inspired neither love nor fear, nor even respect. 
He inspired uneasiness. That was iti Uneasiness. Not a 
definite mistrust — just uneasiness — ^nothing more. You 
have no idea how eflFective such a . . . a . . . faculty 
can be. He had no genius for organizing, for initiative, 
or for order even. That was evident in such things as 
the deplorable state of the station. He had no learning, 
and no intelligence. His position had come to him — 
why? Perhaps because he was never ill . . . He had 
served three terms of three years out there. . . . Be- 
cause triumphant health in the general rout of constitu- 
tions is a kind of power in itself. When he went home 
on leave he rioted on a large scale — ^pompously. Jack 
ashore — ^with a difference — ^in externals only. This one 
could gather from his casual talk. He originated nothing, 
he could keep the routine going — ^that's all. But he was 
great. He was great by this little thing that it was im- 
possible to tell what could control such a man. He never 
gave that secret away. Perhaps there was nothing within 
him. Such a suspicion made one pause — ^for out there 
there were no external checks. Once when various tropi- 
cal diseases had laid low almost every agent" in the 
station, he was heard to say, ‘Men who come out here 
should have no entrails." He sealed the utterance with 
that smile of his, as though it had been a door opening 
into a darkness he had in his keeping. You fancied you 
had seen things — ^but the seal was on. WherL^nnoyed 
at mealtimes by the constant quarrels of the white 
men about precedence, he ordered an immense round 
table to be made, for which a special house had to be 
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built. This was the station s messroom. Where he sat 
was the first place — the rest were nowhere. One felt 
this to be his unalterable conviction. He was neither 
civil nor uncivil. He was quiet. He allowed his Tjoy' — 
an overfed young Negro from the coast — ^to treat the 
white men, under his very eyes, with provoking in- 
solence. 

“He began to speak as soon as he saw me. I had been 
very long on the road. He could not wait. Had to start 
without me. The up-river stations had to be relieved. 
There had been so many delays already that he did not 
know who was dead and who was alive, and how they 
got on — and so on, and so on. He paid no attention to 
my explanations, and, playing with a stick of sealing 
wax, repeated several times that the situation was Very 
grave, very grave.’ There were rumors that a veiy im- 
portant station was in jeopardy, and its chief, Mr. Kurtz, 
was ill. Hoped it was not true. Mr. Kurtz was ... I 
felt weary and irritable. Hang Kurtz, I thought. I in- 
terrupted him by saying I had heard of Mr. Kurtz on 
the coast. ‘Ah! So they talk of him down there,’ he mur- 
mured to himself. Then he began again, assuring me 
Mr. Kurtz was the best agent he had, an exceptional 
man, of the greatest importance to the company; there- 
fore I could understand his anxiety. He was, he said, 
‘very, very uneasy.’ Certainly he fidgeted on his chair 
a good deal, exclaimed, ‘Ah, Mr. Kurtz!’ broke the stick 
of sealing wax and seemed dumfounded by the acci- 
dent. Next thing he wanted to know ‘how long it would 
take to’ ... I interrupted him again. Being hungry, 
you know, and kept on my feet, too, I was getting sav- 
age. ‘How could I tell?’ I said. ‘I hadn’t even seen the 
wreck yet — some months, no doubt.’ All this talk seemed 
to me so futile. ‘Some months,’ he said. ‘Well, let us say 
three months before we can make a start. Yes. That 
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ought to do the affair/ I flung out of his hut (he lived 
all alone in a clay hut with a sort of veranda) mutter- 
ing to myself my opinion of him. He was a chattering 
idiot. Afterwards I took it back when it was borne in 
upon me startlingly with what extreme nicety he had 
estimated the time requisite for the ‘affair.* 

‘1 went to work the next day, turning, so to speak, my 
back on that station. In that way only it seemed to me 
I could keep my hold on the redeeming facts of life. 
Still, one must look about sometimes; and then I saw 
this station, these men strolling aim L^^sly t } ifi 

sunshine of tfe yard. I asked niyself sometimes what it 
all meant. They wandered here and there with their ab- 
surd long staves in their hands, like a lot of faithless pil- 
grims bewitched inside a rotten fence. The w ord/iyory* 
rang in the air, was whispered, was sighed. You would 
think they were praying to it% A taint of imbecile ra- 
pacity blew through it all, like a whiff from some corpse. 
By Jove! Tye, never seen anything so mne aL iU, ny 
*lj£©."A.nd outside, the sitenf wMfeniess surroundinguus 
cleared speck on the earth struck me^asJiQmething^eat 
and invincible, like evil or truth, w^aiting patiently Jor 
the passing away pf ..this fantastic invasion. 

“Oh, these months! Well, never mind. Various things 
happened. One evening a grass shed full of calico, cot- 
ton prints, beads, and I don’t know what else, burst 
into a blaze so suddenly that you would have thought 
the earth had opened to let an avenging fire consume all 
that trash. I was smoking my pipe quietly by my dis- 
mantled steamer, and saw them all cutting capelin in the 
light, with their arms lifted high, when the ^ujfl man 
with mustaches came tearing down to the river, a tin 
pail in his hand, assured me that everybody was ‘be- 
having splendidly, splendidly,’ dipped about a quart of 
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water aiid^tore.hack a^ain. I npticed thera was « hole 
in th e, bottom of his p ail. 

1 TESflTwas no hurry. You see the thing 

had gone off like a box of matches. It had been hopeless 
from the very first. The flame had leaped high, driven 
everybody back, lighted up everything — and collapsed. 
The shed was already a heap of embers glowing fiercely. 
A nigger was being beaten near by. They said he had 
caused the fire in some way; be that as it may, he was 
screeching most horribly. I saw him, later, for several 
days, sitting in a bit of shade looking very sick and try- 
ing to recover himself: afterwards he arose and went 
out — and the wilderness without a sound took him into 
its bosom again. As I approached the glow from the 
dark I found myself at the back of two men, talking. 
I heard the name of Kurtz pronounced, then the words , 
*take advantage of this unfortunate^japcidont^' One of 
the men was the manager. I wished him a good evening. 
‘Did you ever see anything like it — eh? It is incredible,’ 
he said, and walked off. The other man remained. He 
was a first-class agent, young, gentlemanly, a bit re- 
served, with a forked little beard and a hooked nose. 
He was standofiish with the other agents, and they on 
their side said he was the manager s spy upon them. As 
to me, I had hardly ever spoken to him before. We got 
into talk, and by and by we strolled away from the 
hissing ruins. Then he asked me to his room, which was 
in the main building of the station. He struck a match, 
and I perceived that this young aristocrat had not only 
a silver-mounted dressing case but also a who|f> candle 
all to himself. Just at that time ^jjae^jaaanager was tte 
only man supposed to have any right to candles. Native 
mats covered the clay Valbpa' coffecfion'^ as- 

sagais, shields, knives was hung up in trophies. The 
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business intrusted to this fellow was the jma^^jnpr of 
bricks — so I had been informed^ byt was^nT ji ” 

fragment of a brick anywhere in the station, and he had 
"been there more than a year — ^waiting. It seems he 
could not make bricks without something, I don't know 
what — straw maybe. Anyways, it could not be found 
there, and as it was not likely to be sent from Europe, it 
did not appear clear to me^ what he was waitmg for. An 
act of special creation perhaps. However, they were all 
waiting — all the sixteen or twenty pilgrims of them — ^for 
something; and upon my word it did not seem an un- 
congenial occupation, from the way they took it, though 
the only thing that ever came to them wa s disease — as 
far as I could see. They beguiled the time by backbiting 
and intriguing against each other in a foolish kind of 
way. There was an air of plotting about that station, but 
nothing came of it, of course. It was as unreal as every- 
thing else — ^as the philanthropic pretense of the whole 
concern, as their talk, their government, as their show 
of work. The only real feeling was a desire to get ap- 
pointed to a trading post where ivory was to be had, so 
that they could earn percentages. They intrigued and 
slandered and hated each other only on that account, 
but as to effectually lifting a little finger — oh, no. By 
heavens! There is something after all in the world al- 
lowing one man to steal a horse while another must not 
look at a halter. Steal a horse straight out. Very well. 
He has done it. Perhaps he can ride. But there is a way 
of looking at a halter that would provoke the most 
charitable of saints into a kick. 

had no idea why he wanted to be sociable, but as 
we chatted in there it suddenly occurred to me the fel- 
low was trying to get at something — ^in fact, pumping 
me. He alluded constantly to Europe, to the people.! 
was supposed to know there — ^putting leading questions 
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as to my acquaintances in the sepulchral city, and so on. 
His little eyes glittered like mica discs — ^with curiosity 
— though he tried to keep up a bit of superciliousness. 
At first I was astonished, but very soon I became awfully 
curious to see what he would find out from me. I 
couldn't possibly imagine what I had in me to make it 
worth his while. It was very pretty to see how he baflied 
himself, for in truth my body was full only of chills, 
and my head had nothing in it but that wretched steam- 
boat business. It was evident he took me for a perfectly 
shameless prevaricator. At last he got angry, and, to 
conceal a movement of furious annoyance, he yawned. 
I rose. Then I noticed a small sketch in oils, on a panel, 
representing a woman, draped and blindfolded, carrying 
a lighted torch. The background was somber — ^almost 
black. The movement of the woman was stately, and 
the eEect of the torchlight on the face was sinister. 

“It arrested me, and he stood by civilly, holding an 
empty half-pint champagne bottle (medical comforts) 
with the candle stuck in it. To my question he said Mr. 
Kurtz had painted this — ^in this very station more than 
a year ago — ^while waiting for means to go to his trad- 
ing post. Tell me, pray,' said I, who is this Mr. Kurtz?' 

“ The chief of the Inner Station,' he answered in a 
short tone, looking away. ‘Much obliged,' I said, laugh- 
ing. ‘And you are the brickmaker of the Central Station. 
Everyone knows that.' He was silent for a while. *He is 
a prodigy,' he said at last. ‘He is an emissary of pity% 
and science, and progress, and devil knows what else. 
We want,' he began to declaim suddenly, ‘for the guid- 
ance of the cause intrusted to us by Europe, so to speak, 
higher intelligence, wide sympathies, a singleness of 
purpose.' ‘Who says that?' I asked. Xots of them,' he 
replied. ‘Some even write that; and so he comes here, 
a special being, as you ought to know.' *Why ought I to 
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know?* I interrupted, really surprised. He paid no at- 
tention. ‘Yes. Today he is chief of the best station, next 
year he will be assistant manager, two years more and 
. . . but I daresay you know what he will be in two 
years’ time. You are of the new gang — ^the gang of vir- 
tue. Thie^a^e p^ple who sent him spec ially also recom- 
mended you . OlTj'^dbnTsay no. I’ve my owneyeTTo 
trust* Light dawned upon me. My dear aunt’s influen- 
tial acquaintances were producing an unexpected effect 
upon that young man. I nearly burst into a laugh. ‘Do 
you read the company’s confidential correspondence?’ I 
asked. He hadn’t a word to say. It was great fun. ‘When 
Mr. Kurtz,’ I continued, severely, ‘is general manager, 
you won’t have the opportunity.’ 

“He blew the candle out suddenly, and we went out- 
side. The moon had risen. Black figures strolled about 
listlessly, pouring water on the glow, whence pro- 
ceeded a sound of hissing; steam ascended in the moon- 
light, the beaten nigger groaned somewhere. ‘What a 
row the brute makes!’ said the indefatigable man with 
the mustaches, appearing near us. ‘Serve him right. 
Transgression — punishment — ^bang! Pitiless, pitiless. 
That’s the only way. This will prevent all conflagrations 
for the future. I was just telling the manager . . .’ He 
noticed my companion, and became crestfallen all at 
once. ‘Not in bed yet,’ he said, with a kind of servile 
heartiness; ‘it’s so natural. Ha! Danger — agitation.’ He 
vanished. I went on to the river side, and the other fol- 
lowed me. I heard a scathing murmur at my ear, ‘Heap 
of muffs — go to.’ The pilgrims could be seen in knots 
gesticulating, discussing. Several had still their staves 
in their hands. I truly believe they took these sticks to 
bed with them. Beyond the fence the forest stood up 
spectrally in the moonlight, and through the dim stir, 
through the faint sounds of that lamentable courtyard. 
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the silence of the land went home to one's very heart — 
its mystery, its greatness, the amazing reality of its con- 
cealed life. The hurt nigger moaned feebly 
near b y, and then fetched a deep sigh that made me 
mend my pace away from there. I fell a h¥nd introduc- 
ing itself under my arm. ‘My dear sir,' said the fellow, 
T don't want to be misunderstood, and especially by 
you, who will see Mr. Kurtz long before I can have that 
pleasure. I wouldn't like him to get a false idea of my 
disposition. . . .’ 

‘1 let him run on, this papier-mdch6 Mephistopheles, 
and it seemed to me that if I tried I could poke my fore- 
finger through him, and would find nothing inside but a 
little loose dirt, maybe. He, don't you see, had been 
planning to be assistant manager by and by under the 
present man, and I could see that the coming of that 
Kurtz had upset them both not a little. He talked pre- 
cipitately, and I did not try to stop him. I had my shoul- 
ders against the wreck of my steamer, hauled up on the 
slope like a carcass of some big river animal. The smell 
of mud, of primeval mud, by Jove! was in my nostrils, 
the high stillness of primeval forest was before my eyes; 
there were shiny patches on the black creek. The moon 
had spread over everything a thin layer of silver — over 
the rank grass, over the mud, upon the wall of matted 
vegetation standing higher than the wall of a temple, 
over the great river I could see through a somber gap 
glittering, glittering, as it flowed broadly by without a 
murmur. All this was great, expectant, mute, while the 
man jabbered about himself. I wondered whether the 
stillness on the face of the immensity looking at us two 
were meant as an appeal or as a menace. What were we 
who had strayed in here? Could we handle that dumb 
thing, or would it handle us? I felt how big, how con- 
foundedly big, was that thing that couldn't talk, and 
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perhaps was deaf as well. What was in there? I could 
see a little ivory coming out from there, and I had heard 
Mr. Kurtz was in there. I had heard enough about it, 
too— God knows! Yet somehow it didn't bring any 
image with it — no more than if I had been told an angel 
or a fiend was in there. I believed it in the same way 
one of you might believe there are inhabitants in the 
planet Mars. I knew once a Scotch sailmaker who was 
certain, dead sure, there were people in Mars. If you 
asked him for some idea how they looked and behaved, 
he would get shy and mutter something about ‘walking 
on all fours.' If you as much as smiled, he would — 
though a man of sixty — offer to fight you. I would not 
have gone so far as to fight for Kurtz, but I went for him 
near enough to a lie. You know I hate, detest, and can t 
bear a he, not because 1 am straighter than the rest of 
us, but simply because it appalls me. There is a taint of 
death, a flavor of mortahty in hes — ^which is exactly 
what I hate and detest in the world — ^what I want to 
forget. It makes me miserable and sick, hke biting some- 
thing rotten would do. Temperament, I suppose. Well, 
I went near enough to it by letting the young fool there 
beheve anything he hked to imagine as to my influence 
in Europe. I became in an instant as much of a pretense 
as the rest of the bewitched pilgrims. This simply be- 
cause I had a notion it somehow would be of help to 
that Kurtz whom at the time I did not see — ^you under- 
stand. He was just a word for me. I did not see the man 
in the name any more than you do. Do you see him? 
Do you see the story? Do you see anything? It jseems to 
me I am trying to teU you a dream — ^making a vain at- 
tempt, because no relation of a dream can convey the 
dream-sensation, that commingling of absurdity,.^r- 
prise, and bewilderment in a tremor of struggling revolt. 
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that notion of being captured by the incredible which is 
of the very essence of i*eams. . . 

He was silent for a while. 

. . No, it is impossible; it is impossible to convey 
the life-sensation of any given epoch of ones existence 
— that which makes its truth, its meaning — ^its subtle 
and penetrating essence. It is impossible. We live, as 
we dream — alone. . . 

He paused again as if reflecting, then added; 

"‘Of course in this you fellows see more than I could, 
then. You see me, whom you know. . . ^ 

It had become so pitch dark that we listeners could 
hardly see one another. For a long time already he, 
sitting apart, had been no more to us than a voice. 
There was not a word from anybody. The others might 
have been asleep, but I was awake. I listened, I listened 
on the watch for the sentence, for the word, that would 
give me the clue to the faint uneasiness inspired by this 
narrative that seemed to shape itself without human 
lips in the heavy night air of the river, 

, . Yes — I let him run on,” Marlow began again, 
"and think what he pleased about the powers that were 
behind me. I did! And there was nothing behind me! 
There was nothing but that wretched, old, mangled 
steamboat I was leaning against, while he talked fluently 
about "the necessity for every man to get on.' "And when 
one comes out here, you conceive, it is not to gaze at 
the moon.' Mr. Kurtz was a "universal genius,' but even 
a genius would £nd it easier to work with "adequate 
tools — ^intelligent men.^ He did not make bricks — ^why, 
there was a physica l im possib ilily in the way — as j vsTas 
well aware; and if he did secretarial work for the man- 
ager, it was because ‘no sensible man rejects wantonly 
the confidence of his superiors.’ Did 1 see it? I saw it. 
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What more did I want? What I really wanted was rivets, 
by heaven! Rivets. To get on with the work — ^to stop the 
hole. Rivets I wanted. There were cases of them down 
at the coast — cases — ^piled up — burst — split! You kicked 
a loose rivet at every second step in that station yard on 
the hillside. Rivets had rolled into the grove of death. 
You could fill your pockets with rivets for the trouble of 
stooping down — and there wasn't one rivet to be fou nd 
where it was wanted. We had plates that would do, but 
nofhiiiglEo Fasten them withTAnd every weeic the mes- 
senger, a lone Negro, letter bag on shoulder and stafiE 
in hand, left our station for the coast. And several times 
a week a coast caravan came in with trade goods — 
ghastly glazed calico that made you shudder only to 
look at it, glass beads, value about a penny a quart, 
confounded spotted cotton handkerchiefs. And no rivets. 
Three carriers could have brought all that was wanted 
to set that steamboat afloat. 

"‘He was becoming confidential now, but I fancy my 
unresponsive attitude must have exasperated him at last, 
for he judged it necessary to inform me he feared 
neither God nor devil, let alone any mere man. I said 
I could see that very well, but what I wanted was a cer- 
tain quantity of rivets — and rivets were what really Mr. 
Kurtz wanted, if he had only known it. Now letters went 
to the coast every week. . . . ‘My dear sir,' he cried, 
‘I write from dictation. I demanded rivets. There was 
a way — ^for an intelligent man. He changed his manner; 
became very cold, and suddenly began to talk about a 
hippopotamus; wondered whether sleeping on board 
the steamer (I stuck to my salvage night and day) I 
wasn't disturbed. There was an old hippo that had the 
bad habit of getting out on the bank and roaming at 
night over the station grounds. The pilgrims used to 
turn out in a body and empty every rifle they could lay 
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hands on at him. Some even had sat up o* nights for 
him. All this energy was wasted, though. That animal 
has a charmed life,’ he said; ‘but you can say this only 
of brutes in this country. man — ^you apj)rehend me? 
— no man he re bears a charmed life.^ He stood there for 
a moment in the moonlight with his delicate hooked 
nose set a little askew, and his mica eyes glittering with- 
out a wink, then, with a curt good night, he strode off. 
I could see he was disturbed and considerably puzzled, 
which made me feel more hopeful than I had been for 
days. It was a great comfQrtjQ jurjij^^ chap to 

my iniKienti aOrie njl^t]^^ twist ed, ruined, itm- 

pot steamboat. I clambered on board SKe" rang lander 
my feet like an empty Huntley and Palmer biscuit tin 
kicked along a gutter; she was nothing so solid in make, 
and rather less pretty in shape, but I had expended 
enough hard work on her to make me love her. No in- 
fluential friend would have served me better. She had 
given me a chance to come out a bit — to find out what 
I could do. No, I don’t like work. I had rather laze 
about and think of all the fine things that can be done. 
I don’t like work — ^no man does — ^but I like w ha t is i n 
the work, the chance to find yourself. You r own reality 
— ^for yourselfi, not,£Q£,^,th^,s— wh^^ man caA 

ever know. They caiypnly jhe mere show, and never 
can tell whiat it really means. 

‘T was not surprised to see somebody sitting aft, on 
the deck, with his legs dangling over the mud. You see 
I rather chummed with the few mechanics there were 
in that station, whom the other pilgrims naturally de- 
spised — on account of their imperfect manners, I sup- 
pose. This was the foreman — ^a boilermaker by trade — 
a good worker. He was a lank, bony, yellow-faced man, 
with big intense eyes. His aspect was worried, and his 
head was as bald as the palm of my hand; but his hair 
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m falling seemed to have stuck to his chin, and had 
prospered in die new locality, for his beard hung down 
to his waist. Ho was a widower with six young children 
(he had left them in charge of a sister of his to come out 
there ), and the passion of his life was pigeon flying. He 
was an enthusiast and a connoisseur. He would rave 
about pigeons. After work hours he used sometimes to 
come over from his hut for a talk about his children and 
his pigeons; at work, when he had to crawl in the mud 
under the bottom of the steamboat, he would tie up that 
beard of his in a kind of white serviette he brought for 
the purpose. It had loops to go over his ears. In the 
evening he could be seen squatted on the bank rinsing 
that wrapper in the creek with great care, then spread- 
ing it solemnly on a bush to dry. 

“I slapped him on the back and shouted ‘We shall 
have rivets!’ He scrambled to his feet exclaiming ‘No! 
Rivets!’ as though he couldn’t believe his ears. Then 
in a low voice, ‘You . . . eh?’ I don’t know why we 
behaved like lunatics. I put my finger to the side of my 
nose and nodded mysteriously. ‘Good for you!’ he cried, 
snapped his fingers above his head, lifting one foot. I 
tried a jig. We capered on the iron deck. A frightful 
clatter came out of that hulk, and the virgin forest on 
the other bank of the creek sent it back in a thundering 
roll upon the sleeping station. It must have made some 
of the pilgrims sit up in their hovels. A dark figure ob- 
scured the lighted doorway of the manager’s hut, van- 
ished, then, a second or so after, the doorway itself 
vanished, too. We stopped, and the silence driven away 
by the stamping of our feet flowed back again from the 
recesses of the land. The great wall of vegetation, an ex- 
uberant and entangled mass of trunks, branches, leaves, 
boughs, festoons, motionless in the moonlight, was like 
a rioting invasion of soundless life, a rolling wave of 
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plants, piled up, crested, ready to topple over the creek, 
to sweep every little man of us out of his little existence. 
And it moved not. A deadened burst of mighty splashes 
and snorts reached us from afar, as though an ichthy- 
osaurus had been taking a bath of glitter in the great 
river. 'After all,’ said the boilermaker in a reasonable 
tone, 'why shouldn’t we get the rivets?’ Why not, in- 
deed! I did not know of any reason why we shouldn’t. 
'They’ll come in three WQcJb^’ I said, confidently. 

‘‘But they didn’t. Instead of rivets there came an in- 
vasion, an infliction, a visitation. It came in sections 
during the next three weeks, each section headed by a 
donkey carrying a white man in new clothes and tan 
shoes, bowing from that elevation right and left to the 
impressed pilgrims. A quarrelsome band of footsore 
sulky niggers trod on the heels of the donkey; a lot of 
tents, campstools, tin boxes, while cases, brown bales 
would be shot down in the courtyard, and the air of 
mystery would deepen a little over the muddle of the 
station. Five such instalments came, with their absurd 
air of disorderly flight with the loot of innumerable out- 
fit shops and provision stores, that, one would think, 
they were lugging, after a raid, into the wilderness for 
equitable division. It was an inextricable mess of things 
decent in themselves but that human folly made look 
like spoils of thieving. 

"This devoted band called itself the Eldorado Ex- 
ploring Expedition, and I believe they were sworn to 
secrecy. Their talk, however, was the talk of sordid buc- 
caneers: it was reckless without hardihood, greedy with- 
out audacity, and cruel without courage; there was not 
an atom of foresight or of serious intention in the whole 
batch of them, and they did not seem awarathese things 
are wanted for thejwork of the world. To tear treasure 
out of the Jbow^^ of the land was their desire, with no 
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more moral purpose at the pi it tjiant 
Iburglars^bjaBakipgjRt^ safe. Who paid the expenses of 
die noble enterprise I Sonit icnow; but the uncle of our 
manager was leader of that lot. 

"In exterior he resembled a butcher in a jpoor neigh- 
borhood, andjbis. eyes had a look of sleepy cunning. He 
carried hii^t paunch with ostentation on his short 
legs, and during the time his gang infested the station 
spoke to no one but his nephew. You could see these 
two roaming about all day long with their heads close 
together in an everlasting confab. 

"I had given up worrying myself about the rivets. 
One s capacity for that kind of folly is more limited than 
you would suppose. I said Hang! — and let things slide. 
I had plenty of time for meditation, and now and then I 
would give some thought to Kurtz. I wasn’t very in- 
terested in him. No. Still, I was curious to see whether 
this man, who had come out equipped with moral ideas 
of some sort, would climb to the top after all and how 
he would set about his work when there.” 

II 

"One evening as I was lying flat on the deck of my 
steamboat, I heard voices approaching — and there were 
the nephew and the uncle strolling along the bank. I 
laid my head on my arm again, and had nearly lost my- 
self in a doze, when somebody said in my ear, as it 
were: 1 am as harmless as a little child, but I don’t like 
to be dictated to. Am I the manager — or am I not? I 
was ordered to send him there. It’s incredible.* ... I 
became aware that the two were standing on the shore 
alongside the forepart of the steamboat, just below my 
head. I did not move; it did not occur to me to move; 
I was sleepy. It is unpleasant,* grunted the uncle. ‘He 
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has asked the administration to be sent there/ said the 
other, ‘with the idea of showing what he could do; and 
I was instructed accordingly. Look at the influence that 
man must have. Is it not frightful?’ They both agreed 
it was frightful, then made several bizarre remarks: 
‘Make rain and fine weather— one man — the council — 
by the nose’ — ^bits of absurd sentences that got the better 
of my drowsiness, so that I had pretty near the whole of 
my wits about me when the uncle said, ‘The climate 
may do away with this diflBculty for you. Is he alone 
there?* ‘Yes,* answered the manager; ‘he sent his as- 
sistant down the river with a note to me in these terms: 
“Clear this poor devil out of the country, and don’t 
bother sending more of that sort. I had rather be alone 
than have the kind of men you can dispose of with me.” 
It was more than a year ago. Can you imagine such 
impudence!’ ‘Anything since then?* asked the other, 
hoarsely. ‘Ivory,’ jerked the nephew; lots of it — ^prime 
sort — lots — ^most annoying, from him.’ ‘And with that?’ 
questioned the heavy rumble. ‘Invoice,’ was the reply 
fired out, so to speak. Then silence. They had been talk- 
ing about Kurtz. 

“I was broad awake by this time, but, lying perfectly 
at ease, remained still, having no inducement to change 
my position. ‘How did that ivory come all this way?’ 
growled the elder man, who seemed very vexed. The 
other explained that it had come with a fleet of canoes 
in charge of an English half-caste clerk Kurtz had with 
him; that Kurtz had apparently intended to return him- 
self, the station bei^g by that time bare of goods and 
stores, but after coming three hundred miles, had sud- 
denly decided to go back, which he started to do alone 
in a small dugout with four paddlers, leaving the half- 
caste to continue down the river with the ivory. The 
two fellows there seemed astounded at anybody at- 
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tempting such a thing. They were at a loss for an ade- 
quate motive. As to me, I seemed to see Kurtz for the 
first time. It was a distinct glimpse: the dugout, four 
paddling savages, and the lone white man turning his 
back suddenly on the headquarters, on relief, on 
thoughts of home — ^perhaps; setting his face towards the 
depths of the wilderness, towards his empty and deso- 
late station. I did not know the motive. Perhaps he was 
just simply a fine fellow who stuck to his work for its 
own sake. His name, you understand, had not been pro- 
nounced once. He was 'that man.’ Xhe half-caste, who, 
as far as I could see, had conducted a difficult trip with 
great prudence and pluck, was invariably alluded to as 
'that scoundrel.’ The 'scoundrel’ had reported that the 
man* had been very ill — ^had recovered imperfectly. 
. , . The two below me moved away then a few paces, 
and strolled back and forth at some little distance. I 
heard: 'Military post — doctor — ^two hundred miles — 
quite alone now — ^unavoidable delays — nine months — 
no news — strange rumors.* They approached again, just 
as the manager was saying, ‘No one, as far as I know, 
unless a species of wandering trader — a pestilential fel- 
low, snapping ivory from the natives.’ Who was it they 
were talking about now? I gathered in snatches that this 
was some man supposed to be in Kurtz’s district, and of 
whom the manager did not approve. 'We will not be 
free from unfair competition till one of these fellows is 
hanged for an example,* he said. ‘Certainly,* grunted 
the other; 'get him hangedi Why not? Anything — any- 
thing can be done in this country. That's what I say; 
nobody here, you understand, here, can endanger your 
position. And why? You stand the climate — ^you outlast 
them aU. The danger is in Europe; but there before I 
left I took care to—* They moved off and whispered, 
then their voices rose again. ‘The extraordinary series 
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of delays is not my fault. I did my best/ The fat man 
sighed. ‘Very sad.* ‘And the pestiferous absurdity of his 
talk/ continued the other; ‘he bothered me enough 
when he was here. “Each station should be like a beacon 
on the road towards better things, a center for trade of 
course, but also for humanizing, improving, instruct- 
ing.” Conceive you — that assl And he wants to be man- 
ager! No, it’s — ^* Here he got choked by excessive in- 
dignation, and I lifted my head the least bit. I was 
surprised to see how near they were — ^right under me. 
I could have spat upon their hats. They were looking on 
the ground, absorbed in thought. The manager was 
switching his leg with a slender twig; his sagacious 
relative lifted his head. ‘You have been well since you 
came out this time?’ he asked. The other gave a start. 
‘Who? I? Oh! Like a charm — hke a chann. But the rest 
—oh, my goodness! All sick. They die so quick, too, 
that I haven’t the time to send them out of the country 
— ^it’s incredible!’ ‘H’m. Just so,’ grunted the uncle. ‘Ahl 
my boy, trust to this — I say, trust to this.’ I saw him 
extend his short flipper of an arm for a gesture that took 
in the forest, the creek, the mud, the river — Seemed to 
beckon with a dishonoring flourish before the sunlit face 
of the land a treacherous appeal to the lurking death, to 
the hidden evil, to the profound darkness of its heart. 
It was so startling that I leaped to my feet and looked 
back at the edge of the forest, as though I had expected 
an answer of some sort to that black display of confi- 
dence. You know the foolish notions that come to one 
sometimes. The high stillness confronted these two fig- 
ures with its ominous patience, waiting for the passing 
away of a fantastic invasion. 

“They swore aloud together — out of sheer fright, I 
believe — then pretending not to know anything of my 
existence, turned back to the station. The sun was low; 
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and leaning forward side by side, they seemed to be 
tugging painfully uphill their two ridiculous shadows of 
unequal length, that trailed behind them slowly over 
the tall grass without bending a single blade. 

“In a few days the Eldorado Expedition went into 
the patient wilderness, that closed upon it as the sea 
closes over a diver. Long afterwards the news came that 
all the donkeys were dead. I know nothing as to the fate 
of the less valuable animals. ^ ^ubt, like the 

rest of us, found what they deserved. I did not inquire. 
I was then rather excited at the prospect of meeting 
Kurtz very soon. When I say very soon I mean it com- 
paratively. It was just two months from the day we left 
the creek when we came to the bank below Kurtz s 
station. 

“Going up that river was like traveling back to the 
earliest beginnings of the world, when vegetation rioted 
on the earth and the big trees were kings. An empty 
stream, a great silence, an impenetrable forest. The air 
was warm, thick, heavy, sluggish. There was no joy in 
the brilliance of sunshine. The long stretches of the 
waterway ran on, deserted, into the gloom of over- 
shadowed distances. On silvery sandbanks hippos and 
alligators sunned themselves side by side. The broaden- 
ing waters flowed through a mob of wooded islands; 
you lost your way on that river as you would in a desert, 
and butted all day long against shoals, trying to find the 
channel, till you thought yourself bewitched and cut off 
forever from everything you had known once — some- 
where — ^far away — ^in another existence perhaps. There 
were moments when one’s past came back to one, as it 
will sometimes when you have not a moment to spare 
to yourself; but it came in the shape of an unrestful and 
noisy dream, remembered with wonder amongst the 
overwhelming realities of this strange world of plants. 
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and water, and silence, ^d this stillness of life did npt 
in the least resemble a peace. It was the stillness of an 
iniplacable force brooding over an inscrutable intension. 
It looked at you with a vengeful aspect. I got used to it 
afterwards; I did not see it any more; I had no time. I 
had to keep guessing at the channel; I had to discern, 
mostly by inspiration, the signs of hidden banks; I 
watched for sunken stones; I was learning to clap my 
teeth smartly before my heart flew out, when I shaved 
by a fluke some infernal sly old snag that would have 
ripped the life out of the tin-pot steamboat and drowned 
all the gjjgjims; I had to keep a lookout for the signs of 
dead wood we could cut up in the night for next day s 
steaming. When you have to f^ttend to things of that 
sort, to the mere incidents of the surface, the reality — 
the reality, I tell you — fades. The inner truth is hidden 
— luckily, luckily. But I felt it all the same; I felt often 
its mysterious stillness watching me at my monkey 
tricks, just as it watches you fellows performing on your 
respective tightropes for — ^what is it? a half crown a 
tumble — ” 

“Try to be civil, Marlow,” growled a voice, and I 
knew there was at least one listener awake besides my- 
self. 

“I beg your pardon. I forgot the heartache which 
makes up the rest of the price. And indeed what does 
the price matter, if the trick be well done? You do your 
tricks very well. And I didn't do badly either, since I 
managed not to sink that steamboat on my first trip. 
It s a wonder to me yet. Imagine a blindfolded man set 
to drive a van over a bad road. I sweated and shivered 
over that business considerably, I can tell you. After 
all, for a seaman, to scrape the bottom of the Aing that's 
supposed to float all the time under his care is the un- 
pardonable sin. No one may know of it, but you never 
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forget the thump — eh? A blow^on the very heart. You 
remember it, you dream of it, you wake up at night and 
think of it — ^years after — and go hot and cold all over. 
I don't pretend to say that steamboat floated all the 
time. More than once she had to wade for a bit, with 
twenty cannibals splashing around and pushing. We 
had enlisted some of these chaps on the way for a crew. 
Fine fellows— cannibals — ^in their place. They were men 
one could work witli, and I am grateful to them. And, 
after all, they did not eat each other before my face: 
they had brought along a provision of hippo meat which 
went rotten, and made the mystery of the wilderness 
stink in my nostrils. Phool I can sniff it now. I had the 
manager on board and three or four pilgriips with their 
staves — all complete. Sometimes we came upon a sta- 
tion close by the bank, clinging to the skirts of the un- 
known, and the white men rushing out of a tumble- 
down hovel, with great gestures of joy and surprise and 
welcome, seemed very strange — ^had the appearance of 
being held there captive by a spell. The word ivory 
would ring in the air for a while — and on we went again 
into the silence, along empty reaches, round the still 
bends, between the high walls of our winding way, 
reverberating in hollow claps the ponderous beat of the 
stern wheel. Trees, trees, millions of trees, massive, im- 
mense, running up high; and at their foot, hugging the 
bank against the stream, crept the little begrimed steam- 
boat, like a sluggish beetle crawling on the floor of a 
lofty portico. It made you feel very small, very lost, and 
yet it was not altogether depressing, that feeling. After 
all, if you were small, the grimy beetle crawled on — 
which was just what you wanted it to do. Where the 
pilgrims imagined it crawled to I don't know. To some 
place where they expected to get something, I bet! For 
me it crawled towards Kurtz — exclusively; but when the 
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steam pipes started leaking we crawled very slow. The 
reaches opened before us and closed behind, as if the 
forest had stepped leisurely across the water to bar the 
way for our return. We penetrated d^per and j^eeper 
iQjx) the heart of darkness. It was very quiet there. At 
night sometimes the roll of drums behind the curtain 
of trees would run up the river and remain sustained 
faintly, as if hovering in the air high over our heads, till 
the first break of day. Whether it meant war, peace, or 
prayer we could not tell. The dawns were heralded by 
the descent of a chill stillness; the woodcutters slept, 
their fires burned low; the snapping of a twig would 
make you start. We were wanderers on prehistoric earth, 
on an earth that wore the aspect of an. unknown planet. 
We could have fancied ourselves the first of men taking 
possession of an accursed inheritance, to be subdued at 
the cost of profound anguish and of excessive toil. But 
suddenly, as we struggled round a bend, there would be 
a glimpse of rush walls, of peaked grass roofs, a burst 
of yells, a whirl of black limbs, a mass of hands clapping, 
of feet stamping, of bodies swaying, of ^yes rolling, un- 
der the droop of heavy and motionless foliage. The 
steamer toiled along slowly on the edge of a black and 
incomprehensible frenzy. The prehistoric man was curs- 
ing us, praying to us, welcoming us — ^who could tell? 
We were cut off from the comprehension of our sur- 
roundings; glided past like phantoms, wondering 
and secretly appalled, as sane men would be before an 
enthusiastic outbreak in a madhouse. We could not un- 
derstand because we were too far and could not remem- 
ber, because we were traveling in the night of first ages, 
of those ages that are gone, leaving hardly a sign — and 
no memories. 

*‘The earth seemed unearthly. We are accustomed to 
look upon the shackled form of a conquered monster. 
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but there — there you could look at a thing monstrous 
and free. It was unearthly, and the men were — No, 
they were not inhuman. Well, you know, that was the 
worst^of it — this suspicion of their not being inhuman. 
It would come slowly to one. They howled and leapg d. 
and spun, and made horrid faces; but what thrilled you 
was just the thought of their humanity — like yours — the 
thought of your remote kinship with this wild and pas- 
sionate uproar. Ugly. Yes, it was ugly enough; but if 
you were man enough you would admit to yourself that 
there was in you just the faintest trace of a response 
to the terrible frankness of that noise, a dim suspicion 
of there being a meaning in it which you — ^you so re- 
mote from the night of first ages — could comprehend. 
And why not? The mind of man is capable of anything 
— ^because everything is in it, all the past as well as all 
the future. What was there after all? Joy, fear, sorrow, 
devotion, valor, rage — ^who can tell? — ^but truth — truth 
stripped of its cloak of time. Let the fool gape and shud- 
der — the man knows, and can look on without a wink. 
But he must at least be as much of a man as these on 
the shore. He must meet that truth with his own true 
stuff — ^with his own inborn strength. Principles won’t 
do. Acquisitions, clothes, pretty rags — ^rags that would 
fly off at the first good shake. No; you want a deliberate 
belief. An appeal to me in this fiendish row — ^is there? 
Very well; I hear; I admit, but I have a %oice, too, and 
for good or evil mine is the speech that cannot be si- 
lenced. Of course, a fool, what with sheer fright and 
fine Sentiments, is always safe. Who’s that grunting? You 
wonder I didn’t go ashore for a howl and a dance? Well, 
no — I didn’t. Fine sentiments, you say? Fine sentiments, 
be hanged! I had no time. I had to mess about with 
white lead and strips of woolen blanket helping to put 
bandages on those leaky steam pipes — ^I tell you. I had 
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to watch the steering, and circumvent those snags, and 
get the tin-pot along by hook or by crook. There was 
surface truth enough in these things to save a wiser 
man. And between whiles I had to look after the savage 
who was fireman. He was an improved specimen; he 
could fire up a vertical boiler. He was there below me, 
and, upon my word, to look at him was as edifying as 
seeing a dog in a, parody of breeches and a feather hat, 
walking on his hind legs. A few months of training had 
done for that really fine chap. He squinted at the steam 
gauge and at the water gauge with an evident effort of 
intrepidity — and he had filed teeth, too, the poor devil, 
and the wool of his pate shaved into queer patterns, and 
three ornamental scars on each of his cheeks. He ought 
to have been clapping his hands and stamping his feet 
on the bank, instead of which he was hard at work, a 
tlirall to strange witchcraft, full of improving knowl- 
edge. He was useful l)ecause he had been instructed; 
and what he knew was this — that should the water in 
that transparent thing disappear, the evil spirit inside 
the boiler would get angry through the greatness of his 
thirst, and take a terrible vengeance. So he sweated 
and fired up and watched the glass fearfully (with an 
impromptu charm, made of rags, tied to his arm, and a 
piece of polished bone, as big as a watch, stuck flatways 
through his lower lip), whije the wooded banks slipped 
past us slowly, the short noise was left behind, the in- 
terminable miles of silence — ^and we crept on, towards 
jCurtz. But the snags were thick, the water was treach- 
erous and shallow, the boiler seemed indeed to have a 
sulky devil in it, and thus neither that fireman nor I had 
^any time to peer into our creepy thoughts. 

"Some fifty miles below the Inner Station we came 
i^)on a hut of reeds, an inclined and melancholy pole, 
with the unrecognizable tatters of what had been a flag 
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of some sort flying from it, and a neatly stacked wood 
pile. This was unexpected. We came to the bank, and on 
the stack of firewood found a flat piece of board with 
some faded pencil writing on it. When deciphered it 
said: ‘Wood for you. Hurry up. Approach cautiously." 
There was a signature, but it was illegible — not Kurtz — 
a much longer word. Hurry up. Where? Up the river? 
‘Approach cautiously." We had not done so. But the 
warning could not have been meant for the place where 
it could be only found after approach. Something was 
wrong above. But what — ^and how much? That was 
the question. We commented adversely upon the im- 
becility of that telegraphic style. The bush around said 
nothing, and would not let us look very far, either. A 
torn curtain of red twill hung in the doorway of the hut, 
and flapped sadly in our faces. The dwelling was dis- 
mantled; but we could see a white man had lived there 
not very long ago. There remained a rude table — a 
plank on two posts; a heap of rubbish reposed in a dark 
corner, and by the door I picked up a book. It had lost 
its covers, and the pages had been thumbed into a state 
of extremely dirty softness; but the back had been lov- 
ingly stitched afresh with white cotton thread, which 
looked clean yet. It was an extraordinary find. Its title 
was. An Inquiry into Some Points of Seamanship, by 
a man Tower, Towson — ^some such name — Master in 
his Majesty's Navy. The matter looked dieary reading 
enough, with illustrative diagrams and repulsive tables 
of figures, and the copy was sixty years old. I handled 
this amazing antiquity with the greatest possible tender- 
ness, lest it should dissolve in my hands. Within, Tow- 
son or Towser was inquiring earnestly into the break- 
ing strain of ships" chains and tackle, and other such 
matters. Not a very enthralling book; but at the first 
glance you could see there a singleness of intention, aiL 
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honest concern for the right way of going to work, 
which made these humble pages, thought out so many 
years ago, luminous with another than a professional 
light. The simple old sailor, with his talk of chains and 
purchases, jmade me forget the jungle^ and the pilgrims 
in a delicious sensation of having come upon something 
unmistakably real. Such a book being there was won- 
derful enough; but still more astounding were the notes 
penciled in the margin, and plainly referring to the text. 
I couldn’t believe my eyes! They were in cipher! Yes, it 
looked like cipher. Fancy a man lugging with him a 
book of that description into this nowhere and studying 
it — and making notes — ^in cipher at that! It was an ex- 
travagant mystery. 

'T had been dimly aware for some time of a worrying 
noise, and when I lifted my eyes I saw the wood pile 
was gone, and the manager, aided by all the pilgrims, 
was shouting at me from the river side. I slipped the 
book into my pocket. I assure you to leave off reading 
was like tearing myself away from the shelter of an old 
and solid friendship. 

“I started the lame engine ahead. It must be this 
miserable trader — this intiiider,’ exclaimed the man- 
ager, looking back malevolently at the place we had left. 
‘He must be English,’ I said. It will not save him from 
getting into trouble if he is not careful,’ muttered the 
manager darkly. I observed with assumed innocence 
that no man was safe from trouble in this world. 

“The current was more rapid now, the steamer seemed 
at her last gasp, the stem wheel flopped languidly, and 
I caught myself listening on tiptoe for the next beat of 
the boat, for in sober truth I expected tlie wretched 
thing to give up every moment. It was like watching the 
last flickers of a life. But still we crawled. Sometimes I 
would pick out a tree a little way ahead to measure our 
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progress towards Kurtz by, but I lost it invariably before 
we got abreast. To keep the eyes so long on one thing 
was too much for human patience. The manager dis- 
played a beautiful resignation. I fretted and fumed and 
took to arguin g w j th myself whether or no, Lwould talk 
openly with Kurtzj but before I could come to any con- 
clusion it occurred to me that my speech or my silence, 
indeed any action of mine, would be a mere futility. 
What did it matter what anyone knew or ignored? What 
did it matter who was manager? One gets sometimes 
such a flash of insight. The essentials of this aflFair lay 
deep under the surface, beyond my reach, and beyond 
my power of meddling. 

"Towards the evening uf the second day we judged 
ourselves about eight miles from Kurtz's station. I 
wanted to push on; but the manager looked grave, and 
told me the navigation up there was so dangerous that 
it would be advisable, the sun being very low already, to 
wait where we were till next morning. Moreover, he 
pointed out that if the warning to approach cautiously 
were to be followed, we must approach in daylight — not 
at dusk, or in the dark. This was sensible enough. Eight 
miles meant nearly three hours’ steaming for us, and 
I could also see suspicious ripples at the upper end of 
the reach. Nevertheless, I was annoyed beyond expres- 
sion at the delay, and most unreasonably, too, since one 
night more could not matter much after so many 
months. As we had plenty of wood, and caution was the 
word, I brought up in the middle of the stream. The 
reach was narrow, straight, with high sides like a rail- 
way cutting. The dusk came gliding into it long before 
the sun had set. The current ran smooth and swift, but 
a dumb immobility sat on the banks. The living trees, 
lashed together by the creepers and every living bush of 
the undergrowth, might have been changed into stone, 



HEART OF DARKNESS 545 

even to the slenderest twig, to the lightest leaf. It was 
not sleep— it seemed unnatural, like a state of trance. 
Not the faintest sound of any kind could be heard. You 
looked on amazed, and began to suspect yourself of be- 
ing deaf — then the night came suddenly, and struck you 
blind as well. About three in the morning some large fish 
leaped, and the loud splash made me jump as though 
a gun had been fired. When the sun rose there was a 
white fog, very warm and clammy, and more blinding 
than the night. It did not shift or drive; it was just there, 
standing all round you like something solid. At eight 
or nine, perhaps, Jt lifted as a shutter lifts. We had a 
glimpse of the towering multitude of^ees, of the im- 
mense matted jungle, with the blazing little ball of the 
sun hanging over it — all perfectly still — and then the 
white shutter came down again, smoothly, as if shding 
in greased grooves. I ordered the chain, which we had 
begun to heave in, to be paid out again. Before it 
stopped running with a muffled rattle, a cry, a very loud 
cry, as of infinite desolation, soared slowly in the opaque 
air. It ceased. A complaining clamor, modulated in sav- 
age discords, filled our ears. The sheer unexpectedness 
of it made my hair stir under my cap. I don’t know how 
it struck the others: to me it seemed as though the mist 
itself had screamed, so suddenly, and apparently from 
all sides at once, did this tumultuous and mournful up- 
roar arise. It culminated in a hurried outbreak of almost 
intolerably excessive shrieking, which stopped short, 
leaving us stiffened in a variety of silly attitudes, and 
obstinately listening to the nearly as appalling and ex- 
cessive silence. ‘Good God! What is the meaning — 
stammered at my elbow one of the pilgrims, a little fat 
man, with sandy hair and red whiskers, who wore side- 
spring boots, and pink pajamas tucked into his socks. 
Two others remained openmouthed a whole minute. 
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then dashed into the little cabin, to rush out inconti- 
nently and stand darting scared glances, with Win- 
chesters at ‘ready’ in their hands. What we could see was 
just the steamer we were on, her outlines blurred as 
though she had been on the point of dissolving, and a 
misty strip of water, perhaps two feet broad, around 
her — and that was all. The rest of the world was no- 
where, as far as our eyes and ears were concerned. Just 
nowhere. Gone, disappeared; swept oflF without leaving 
a whisper or a shadow behind. 

went forward, and ordered the chain to be hauled 
in short, so as to be ready to trip the anchor and move 
the steamboat at once if necessary. ‘Will they attack?’ 
whispered an awed voice. ‘We will be all butchered in 
this fog,’ murmured another. The faces twitched with 
the strain, the hands trembled slightly, the eyes forgot 
to wink. It was very curious to see the contrast of ex- 
pressions of the white men and of the black fellows of 
our crew, who were as much strangers to that part of 
the river as we, though their homes were only eight 
hundred miles away. The whites, of course greatly dis- 
composed, had besides a curious look of being painfully 
shocked by such an outrageous row. The others had an 
alert, naturally interested expression; but their faces 
were essentially quiet, even those of the one or two who 
grinned as they hauled at the chain. Several exchanged 
short, grunting phrases, which seemed to settle the mat- 
ter to their satisfaction. Their headman, a young, broad- 
chested black, severely draped in dark-blue fringed 
cloths, with fierce nostrils and his hair all done up art- 
fully in oily ringlets, stood near me. ‘Ahal’ I said, just for 
good fellowship’s sake. ‘Catch ’im,’ he snapped, with a 
bloodshot widening of his eyes and a flash of sharp 
teeth — ^‘catch ’im. Give ’im to us.’ ‘To you, eh?’ I asked; 
‘what would you do with them?’ ‘Eat ’iml’ he said. 
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curtly, and, leaning his elbow on the rail, looked out 
into the fog in a dignified and profoundly pensive atti- 
tude. I would no doubt have been properly horrified, 
had it not occurred to me that he and his chaps must be 
very hungry: that they must have been growing increas- 
ingly hungry for at least this month past. They had 
been engaged for six months ( I don’t think a single one 
of them had any clear idea of time, as we at the end ot 
countless ages have. They still belonged to the begin- 
nings of time — ^had no inherited experience to teach 
them as it were), and of course, as long as there was a 
piece of paper written over in accordance with some 
farcical law or other made down the river, it didn’t 
enter anybody’s head to trouble how they would live. 
Certainly they had brought with them some rotten 
hippo meat, which couldn’t have lasted veiy long, any- 
way, even if the pilgrims hadn’t, in the midst of a shock- 
ing hullabaloo, thrown a considerable quantity of it 
overboard. It looked like a high-handed proceeding; 
but it was really a case of legitimate self-defense. You 
can’t breathe dead hippo waking, sleeping, and eating, 
and at the same time keep your precarious grip on ex- 
istence. Besides that, they had given them every week 
three pieces of brass wire, each about nine inches long; 
and the theory was they were to buy their provisions 
with that currency in river-side villages. You can see 
how that worked. There were either no villages, or the 
people were hostile, or the director, who like the rest of 
us fed out of tins, with an occasional old he-goat thrown 
in, didn’t want to stop the steamer for some more or less 
Recondite reasons. So, unless they swallowed the wire 
itself, or made loops of it to snare the fishes with, I don’t 
see what good their extravagant salary could be to them. 
1 must say it was paid with a regularity worthy of a 
large and honorable trading company. For the rest. 
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the only thing to eat — though it didn't look eatable in 
the least — I saw in their possession was a few lumps of 
some stuff like half-cooked dough, of a dirty lavender 
color, they kept wrapped in leaves, and now and then 
swallowed a piece of, but so small that it seemed done 
more for the looks of the thing than for any serious pur- 
pose of sustenance. Why in the name of all the gnawing 
devils of hunger they didn’t go for us — they were thirty 
to five — and have a good tuck in for once, amazes me 
now when I think of it. They were big powerful men, 
with not much capacity to weigh the con. ?quences, 
with courage, with strength, even yet, though their skins 
were no longer glossy and their muscles no longer hard. 
And I saw that something restraining, one of those hu- 
man secrets that baflSe probability, had come into play 
there. I looked at them with a swift quickening of inter- 
est — ^not because it occurred to me I might be eaten 
by them before very long, though I own to you that just 
then I perceived — ^in a new light, as it were — ^how un- 
wholesome the pilgrims looked, and I hoped, yes, I 
positively hoped, that my aspect was not so — ^what shall 
I say? — so— -unappetizing: a touch of fantastic vanity 
which fitted well with the dream-sensation that per- 
vaded all my days at that time. Perhaps I had a little 
fever, too. One can’t live with one’s finger everlastingly 
on one’s pulse. I had often ‘a little fever,’ or a little touch 
of other things — the playful paw-strokes of the wilder- 
ness, the preliminary trifling before the more serious on- 
slaught which came in due course. Yes; I looked at 
them as you would on any human being, with a curiosity 
of their impulses, motives, capacities, weaknesses, when 
brought to the test of an inexorable physical necessity. 
Restraint! What possible restraint? Was it superstition, 
disgust, patience, fear— or some kind of primitive 
honor? No fear can stand up to hunger, no patience can 
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wear it out, disgust simply does not exist where hunger 
is; and as to superstition, beliefs, and what you may call 
principles, they are less than chafiF in a breeze. Don't you 
know the devilry of lingering starvation, its exasperat- 
ing torment, its black thoughts, its somber and brooding 
ferocity? Well, I do. It_ takes a man all his inborn 
strength to fight hunger properly. It’s really easier to 
face bereavement, dishonor, and the perdition of one s 
soul — than this kind of prolonged hunger. Sad, but true. 
And these chaps, too, had no earthly reason for any kind 
of scruple. Restraint! I would just as soon have expected 
restraint from a hyena prowling amongst the corpses of 
a battlefield. But there was the fact facing me — the fact 
dazzling, to be seen, like the foam on the depths of the 
sea, like a ripple on an unfathomable enigma, a mystery 
greater — ^when I thought of it — ^than the curious, in- 
explicable note of desperate grief in this savage clamor 
that had swept by us on the river bank, behind the blind 
whiteness of the fog. 

“Two pilgrims were quarreling in hurried whispers 
as to which bank. ‘Left.’ ‘No, no; how can you? Right, 
right, of course.’ ‘It is very serious,’ said the manager’s 
voice behind me; ‘I^would be desolated if anything 
should happen to Mr. Kurtz before we came up,’ I 
looked at him, and had not the slightest doubt he was 
sincere. He was just the kind of man who would wish to 
preserve appearances. That was his restraint. But when 
he muttered something about going on at once, I did 
not even take the trouble to answer him. I knew, and he 
knew, that it was impossible. Were we to let go our 
hold of the bottom, we would be absolutely in the aii 
— ^in space. We wouldn’t be able to tell where we were 
going to — ^whether up- or down-stream, or across — till 
we fetched against one bank or the other, and then we 
wouldn’t know at first which it was. Of course I made 
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no move. I had no mind for a smashup. You couldn't 
imagine a more deadly place for a shipwreck. Whether 
drowned at once or not, we were sure to perish speedily 
in one way or another. 1 authorize you to take all the 
risks,' he said, after a short silence. ‘I refuse to take any,' 
I said, shortly; which was just the answer he expected, 
though its tone might have surprised him. ‘Well, I must 
defer to your judgment. You are captain,' he said, with 
marked civility. I turned my shoulder to him in sign of 
my appreciation, and looked into the fog. How long 
would it last? It was the most hopeless lookout. The 
approach to this Kurtz grubbing for ivory in the 
wretched bush was beset by as many dangers as though 
he had been an enchanted princess sleeping in a fabu- 
lous castle. Will they attack, do you think?' asked the 
manager, in a confidential tone. 

“I did not think tliey would attack, for several ob- 
vious reasons. The thick fog was one*. If they left the 
bank in their canoes they would get lost in it, as we 
would be if we attempted to move. Still, I had also 
judged the jungle of both banks quite impenetrable — 
and yet eyes were in it, eyes that had seen us. The river- 
side bushes were certainly very thick; but the under- 
growth behind was evidently penetrable. However, dur- 
ing the short lift I had seen no canoes anywhere in the 
reach — certainly not abreast of the steamer. But what 
made the idea of attack inconceivable to me was the na- 
ture of the noise — of the cries we had heard. Jhey had 
not the fierce character boding of immediate hostile in- 
tention. Unexpected, wild, and violent as they had been, 
they had given me an irresistible impression of sorrow. 
The glimpse of the steamboat had for some reason filled 
those savages with unrestrained grief. The danger, if 
any, I expounded, was from our proximity to a great 
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human passion let loose. Even extreme grief may ulti- 
mately vent itself in violence — but more generally takes 
the form of apathy. . . . 

“You should have seen the pilgrims stare! They had 
no heart to grin, or even to revile me: but I believe they 
thought me gone mad — ^with fright, maybe. I delivered 
a regular lecture. My dear boys, it was no good bother- 
ing. Keep a lookout? Well, you may guess I watched 
the fog for the signs of lifting as a cat watches a mouse; 
but for anything else our eyes were of no more use to us 
than if we had been buried miles deep in a heap of 
cotton- wool. It felt like it, too — choking, warm, stifling. 
Besides, all I said, though it sounded extravagant, was 
absolutely true to fact. What we afterwards alluded to 
as an attack was really an attempt at repulse. The action 
was very far from being aggressive — ^it was not even 
defensive, in the usual sense: it was undertaken under 
the stress of desperation, and in its essence was purely 
protective. 

“It developed itself, I should say, two hours after the 
fog lifted, and its commencement was at a spot, roughl}’ 
speaking, about a mile and a half below Kurtz's station. 
We had just floundered and flopped round a bend, when 
I saw an islet, a mere grassy hummock of bright green, 
in the middle of the stream. It was the only thing of the 
kind; but as we opened the reach more, I perceived it 
was the head of a long sandbank, or rather of a chain 
of shallow patches stretching down the middle of the 
river. They were discolored, just awash, and the whole 
lot was seen just under the water, exactly as a man s 
backbone is seen running down the middle of his back 
under the skin. Now, as far as I did see, I could go to 
the right or to the left of this. I didn't know either chan- 
nel, of course. The banks looked pretty well alike, the 
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depth appeared the same; but as I had been informed 
the station was on the west side, I naturally headed for 
the western passage. 

"No sooner had we fairly entered it than I became 
aware it was much narrower than I had supposed. To 
the left of us there was the long uninterrupted shoal, and 
to the right a high, steep bank heavily overgrown with 
bushes. Above the bush the trees stood in serried rrnks. 
The twigs overhung the current thickly, and from dis- 
tance to distance a large limb of some tree projected 
rigidly over the stream. It was then well on in the after- 
noon, the face of the forest was gloomy, and a broad 
strip of shadow had already fallen on the water. In this 
shadow we steamed up — very slowly, as you may im- 
agine. I sheered her well inshore — the water being 
deepest near the bank, as the sounding pole informed 
me. 

"One of my hungry and forbearing friends was sound- 
ing in the bows just below me. This steamboat was 
exactly like a decked scow. On the deck, there were two 
little teakwood houses, with doors and windows. The 
boiler was in the fore-end, and the machinery right 
astern. Over the whole there was a light roof, supported 
on stanchions. The funnel projected through that roof, 
and in front of the funnel a small cabin built of light 
planks served for a pilot house. It contained a couch, 
two campstools, a loaded Martini-Henry leaning in one 
corner, a tiny table, and the steering wheel. It had a 
wide door in front and a broad shutter at each side. All 
these were always thrown open, of course. I spent my 
days perched up there on the extreme fore-end of that 
roof, before the door. At night I slept, or tried to, on 
the couch. An athletic black belonging to some coast 
tribe, and educated by my poor predecessor, was the 
helmsman. He sported a pair of brass earrings, wore a 



HEART OF DARKNESS 553 

blue cloth wrapper from the waist to the ankles, and 
thought all the world of himself. He was the most un-* 
stable kind of fool I had ever seen. He steered with no 
end of a swagger while you were by; but if he lost sight 
of you, he became instantly the prey of an abject funk, 
and would let that cripple of a steamboat get the upper 
hand of him in a minute. 

'1 was looking down at the sounding pole, and feeling 
much annoyed to see at each try a little more of it stick 
out of that river, when I saw my poleman give up the 
business suddenly, and stretch himself flat on the deck, 
without even taking the trouble to haul his pole in. He 
kept hold on it though, and it trailed in the water. At 
the same time the fireman, whom I could also see below 
me, sat down abruptly before his furnace and ducked 
his head. I was amazed. Then I had to look at the river 
mighty quick, because there was a Snag in the fairway. 
Sticks, little sticks, were flying about — thick: they were 
whizzing before my nose, dropping below me, sticking 
behind me against my pilot house. All this time the 
river, the shore, the woods, were very quiet — ^perfectly 
quiet. I could only hear the heavy splashing thump of 
the stern wheel and the patter of these things. We 
cleared the snag clumsily. Arrows, by Jove! We were 
being shot at! I stepped in quickly to close the shutter 
on the land side. That fool helmsman, his hands on the 
spokes, was lifting his knees high, stamping his feet, 
champing his mouth, like a reined-in horse. Confound 
him! And we were staggering within ten feet of the 
bank. I had to lean right out to swing the heavy shut- 
ter, and I saw a face amongst the leaves on the level 
with my own, looking at me very fierce and steady; and 
then suddenly, as though a veil had been removed from 
my eyes, I made out, deep in the tangled gloom, naked 
breasts, arms, legs, glaring eyes — ^the bush was swarm- 



554 AFRICA AND THE CONGO 

ing with human limbs in movement, glistening, of 
bronze color. The twigs shook, swayed, and rustled, the 
arrows flew out of them, and then the shutter came to. 
‘Steer her straight,’ I said to the helmsman. He held his 
head rigid, face forward; but his eyes rolled, he kept on, 
lifting and setting down his feet gently, his mouth 
foamed a little. ‘Keep quiet!’ I said in a fury. I might just 
as well have ordered a tree not to sway in the wind. I 
darted out. Below me there was a great scuffle of feet on 
the iron deck; confused exclamations; a voice screamed, 
‘Can you turn back?’ I caught sight of a V-shaped ripple 
on the water ahead. What? Another snag! A fusillade 
burst out under my feet. The pilgrims had opened with 
their Winchesters, and were simply squirting lead into 
that bush. A deuce of a lot of smoke came up and drove 
slowly forward. I swore at it. Now I couldn’t see the 
ripple or the snag either. I stood in the doorway, peer- 
ing, and the arrows came in swarms. They might have 
been poisoned, but they looked as though they wouldn’t 
kill a cat. The bush began to howl. Our woodcutters 
raised a warlike whoop; the report of a rifle just at my 
back deafened me. I glanced over my shoulder, and the 
pilot house was yet full of noise and smoke when I made 
a dash at the wheel. The fool nigger had dropped every- 
thing, to throw the shutter open and let off that Martini- 
Henry. He stood before the wide opening, glaring, and 
I yelled at him to come back, while I straightened the 
sudden twist out of that steamboat. There was no room 
to turn even if I had wanted to, the snag was somewhere 
very near ahead in that confounded smoke, there was 
no time to lose, so I just crowded her into the bank — 
right into the bank, where I knew the water was deep. 

“We tore slowly along the overhanging bushes in a 
whirl of broken twigs and flying leaves. The fusillade 
below stopped short, as I had foreseen it would when 
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the squirts got empty. I threw my head back to a glint- 
ing whizz that traversed the pilot house, in at one 
shutter-hole and out at the other. Looking past that mad 
helmsman, who was shaking the empty rifle and yelling 
at the shore, I saw vague forms of men running bent 
double, leaping, gliding, distinct, incomplete, evanes- 
cent. Something big appeared in the air before the shut- 
ter, the rifle went overboard, and the man stepped back 
.iwiftly, looked at me over his shoulder in an extraor- 
dinary, profound, familiar manner, and fell upon my 
feet. The side of his head hit the wheel twice, and the 
end of what appeared a long cane clattered round and 
knocked over a little campstool. It looked as though 
after wrenching that thing from somebody ashore he 
had lost his balance in the effort. The thin smoke had 
blown away, we were clear of the snag, and looking 
ahead I could see that in another hundred yards or so I 
would be free to sheer off, away from the bank; but my 
feet felt so very warm and wet that I had to look down. 
The man had rolled on his back and stared straight up aj 
me; both his hands clutched that cane. It was the shaft 
of a spear that, either thrown or lunged through the 
opening, had caught him in the side just below the ribs; 
the blade had gone in out of sight, after making a fright- 
ful gash; my shoes were full; a pool of blood lay very 
^ill, gleanjing daik-red under the wheel; his eyes shone 
with an amazing luster. The fusillade burst out again. 
He looked at me anxiously, gripping the spear like some- 
thing precious, with an air of being afraid I would try to 
take it away from him. I had to make an effort to free 
my eyes from his gaze and attend to the steering. With 
one hand I felt above my head for the line of the steam 
whistle, and jerked out screech after screech hurriedly. 
The tumult of angry and warlike yells was checked in- 
stantly, and then from the depths of the woods went 
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out such a tremulous and prolonged wail of mournful 
fear and utter despair as may be imagined to follow the 
flight of the last hope from the earth. There was a great 
commotion in the bush; the shower of aiTows stopped, 
a few dropping shots rang out sharply — then silence, 
in which the languid beat of the stern wheel came 
plainly to my ears. 1 put the helm hard a-starboard at 
the moment when the pilgrim in pink pajamas, very hot 
and agitated, appeared in the doorway. ‘The manager 
sends me — ’ he began in an oflBcial tone, and stopped 
short. ‘Good God!’ he said, glaring at the wounded man. 

“We two whites stood over him, and his lustrous and 
inquiring glance enveloped us both. I declare it looked 
as though he would presently put to us some question in 
an understandable language; but he died without utter- 
ing a sound, without moving a limb, without twitching 
a muscle. Only in the very last moment, as though in 
response to some sign we could not see, to some whisper 
we could not hear, he frowned heavily, and that frown 

f ave to his black death mask an inconceivably somber, 
rooding, and menacing expression. The luster of in- 
quiring glance faded swiftly into vacant glassiness. ‘Can 
you steer?’ I asked the agent eagerly. He looked very 
dubious; but I made a grab at his arm, and he under- 
stood at once I meant him to steer whethei; or no. To 
tell you the truth, I was morbidly anxious to phange my 
shoes and socks. ‘He is dead,' murmured the fellow, im- 
mensely impressed. ‘No doubt about it,’ said I, tugging 
like mad at the shoelaces. ‘And by the way, I suppose 
Mr. Kurtz is dead as well by this time.' 

“For the moment that was the dominant thought. 
There was a sense of extreme disappointment, as though 
1 had found out I had been striving after something al- 
together without a substance. I couldn’t have been more 
disgusted if I had traveled all this way for the sole pur- 
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pose of talking with Mr. Kurtz. Talking with ... I 
flung one shoe overboard, and became aware that that 
was exactly what I had been looking forward to — a talk 
with Kurtz. I made the strange discovery that I had 
never imagined him as doing, you know, but as discours- 
ing. I didn't say to myself, ‘Now I will never see him,’ 
or ‘Now I will never shake him by the hand,’ but, *now 
I will never hear him.’ The man presented himself as a 
voice. Not of course that I did not connect him with 
some sort of action. Hadn’t I been told in all the tones of 
jealousy and admiration that he had collected, bartered, 
swindled, or stolen more ivory than all the other agents 
together? That was not the point. The point was in his 
being a gifted creature, and that of all his gifts the one 
that stood out pre-eminently, that carried with it a sense 
of real presence, was his ability to talk, his words — the 
gift of expression, the bewildering, the illuminating, the 
most exalted and the most contemptible, the pulsating 
stream of light, or the deceitful flow from the heart of 
an impenetrable darkness. ^ 

“The other shoe went flying unto the devil-god of 
that river. I thought, by Jove! it’s all over. We are too 
late; he has vanished — ^the gift has vanished, by means 
of some spear, arrow, or club. I will never hear that chap 
speak after all, and my sorrow had a startling extrava- 
gance of emotion* even such as I had noticed in the 
howling sorrow of these savages in the bush. I couldn’t 
have felt more of lonely desolation somehow, had I been 
robbed of a belief or had missed my destiny in life. . . . 
Why do you sigh in this beastly way, somebody? Ab- 
surd? Well, absurd. Good Lord! mustn’t a man ever — 
Here, give me some tobacco.” . . . 

There was a pause of profound stillness, then a match 
flared, and Marlow’s lean face appeared, worn, hollow, 
with downward folds and dropped eyelids, with an 
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aspect of concentrated attention; and as he took vigor- 
ous draws at his pipe, it seemed to retreat and advance 
out of the night in the regular flicker of the tiny flame* 
The match went out. 

“Absurd!” he cried. “This is the worst of trying to 
tell. . . . Here you all are, each moored with two good 
addresses, like a hulk with two anchors, a butcher 
round one comer, a policeman round another, excellent 
appetites, and temperature normal — ^you hear — normal 
from year’s end to year’s end. And you say, Absurd! 
Absurd be — exploded! Absurd! My dear boys, what can 
you expect from a man who out of sheer nervousness 
had just flung overboard a pair of new shoes! Now I 
think of it, it is amazing I did not shed tears. I am, upon 
the whole, proud of my fortitude. I was cut to the quick 
at the idea of having lost the inestimable privilege of lis- 
tening to the gifted Kurtz. Of course I was wrong. The 
privilege was waiting for me. Oh, yes, I heard more 
than enough. And I was right, too. A voice. He was very 
little more than a voi^. And I heard — ^him — ^it — ^this 
voice— other voices — all of them were so little more 
than voices — and the memory of that time itself lingers 
around me, impalpable, like a dying vibration of one im- 
mense jabber, silly, atrocious, sordid, savage, or simply 
mean, without any kind of sense. Voices, voices — even 
the girl herself — now — ” 

He was silent for a long time. 

“I laid the ghost of his gifts at last with a lie,” he be- 
gan, suddenly. “Girl! What? Did I mention a girl? Oh, 
she is out of it — completely. They — the women I mean 
— are out of it — ^should be out of it. We mus: help them 
to stay in that beautiful world of their own, lest ours 
gets worse. Oh, she had to be out of it. You should have 
heard the disinterred body of Mr. Kurtz saying, 'My 
Intended.’ You would have perceived directly then how 
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completely she v/as out of it. And the lofty frontal bone 
of Mr. Kurtz! They say the hair goes on growing some- 
times, but this — ah — specimen, was impressively bald* 
The wilderness had patted him on the head, and, behold, 
it was like a ball — an ivory ball; it had caressed him, 
and — lo! — ^he had withered; it had taken him, loved 
him, embraced him, got into his veins, consumed his 
flesh, and sealed his soul to its own by the inconceivable 
ceremonies of some devilish initiation. He was its spoiled 
and pampered favorite. Ivory? I should think so. Heaps 
of it, stacks of it. The old mud shanty was bursting with 
it. You would think there was not a single tusk left 
either above or below the ground in the whole country* 
‘Mostly fossil,’ the manager had remarked, disparag- 
ingly. It was no more fossil than I am; but they call 
it fossil when it is dug up. It appears these niggers do 
bury the tusks sometimes — ^but evidently they couldn’t 
bury this parcel deep enough to save the gifted Mr. 
Kurtz from his fate. We filled the steamboat with it, 
and had to pile a lot on the deck. Thus he could see and 
enjoy as long as he could see, because the appreciation 
of his favor had remained with him to the last. You 
should have heard him say, ‘My ivory.’ Oh yes, I heard 
him. ‘My Intended, my ivory, my station, my river, 
my — ’ eveiy thing belonged to him. It made me hold 
my breath in expectation of hearing the wilderness burst 
into a prodigious peal of laughter that would shake the 
fixed stars in their places. Everything belonged lo him — 
but that was a trifle. The thing was to know what he 
belonged to, how many powers of darkness claimed him 
for their own. That was the reflection that made you 
creepy all over. It was impossible — ^it was not good for 
one either — trying to imagine. lie had taken a high seat 
amongst the devils of the land — ^I mean literally. You 
can’t understand. How could you? — ^with solid pave- 
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ment under your feet, surrounded by kind neighbors 
ready to cheer you or to fall on you, stepping delicately 
between the butcher and the policeman, in the holy 
terror of scandal and gallows and lunatic asylums — ^how 
can you imagine what particular region of the first ages 
a man s untrammeled feet may take him into by the way 
of solitude — ^utter solitude without a policeman — ^by the 
way of silence — ^utter silence, where no warning voice 
of a kind neighbor can be heard whispering of public 
opinion? These little things make all the great differ- 
ence. When they are gone you must fall back upon your 
own innate strength, upon yoiu: own capacity for faith- 
fulness. Of course you may be too much of a fool to go 
wrong — too dull even to know you are being assaulted 
by the powers of darkness. I take it, no fool ever made 
a bargain for his soul with the devil: the fool is too much 
of a fool, or the devil too much of a devil — I don't know 
which. Or you may be such a thunderingly exalted crea- 
ture as to be altogether deaf and blind to anything but 
heavenly sights and sounds. Then the earth for you is 
only a standing place — and whether to be like this is 
your loss or your gain I won’t pretend to say. But most 
of us are neither one nor the other. The earth for us is a 
place to live in, where we must put up with sights, with 
sounds, with smells, too, by Jove! — ^breathe dead hippo, 
so to speak, and not be contaminated. And there, don't 
you see? Your strength comes in, the faith in your ability 
for the digging of unostentatious holes to bury the stuff 
in — ^your power of devotion, not to yourself, but to an 
obscure, back-breaking business. And that's difficult 
enough. Mind, I am not trying to excuse or even explain 
— I am trying to account to myself for — ^for — Mr. Kurtz 
— for the shade of Mr. Kurtz. This initiated wraith from 
the back of Nowhere honored me with its amazing con- 
fidence before it vanished altogether. This was because 
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it could speak English to me. The original Kurtz had 
been educated partly in England, and — as he was good 
enough to say himself — his sympathies were in the right 
place. His mother was half-English, his father was half- 
French. All Europe contributed to the making of Kurtz; 
and by and by I learned that, most appropriately, the 
International Society for the Suppression of Savage Cus- 
toms had intrusted him with the making of a report, for 
its future guidance. And he had written it, too. Tve seen 
it. I Ve read it. It was eloquent, vibrating with elo- 
quence, but too high-strung, I think. Seventeen pages of 
close writing he had found time for! But this must have 
been before his — let us say — ^nerves, went wrong, and 
caused him to preside at certain midnight dances ending 
with unspeakable rites, which — as far as I reluctantly 
gathered from what I heard at various times — ^were 
offered up to him— do you understand? — to Mr. Kurtz 
himself. But it was a beautiful piece of writing. The 
opening paragraph, however, in the light of later in- 
formation, strikes me now as ominous.. He began with 
the argument that we whites, from the point of develop- 
ment we had arrived at, ‘must necessarily appear to 
them [savages] in the nature of supernatural beings — 
we approach them with the might as of a deity," and so 
on, and so on. ‘By the simple exercise of our will we can 
exert a power for good practically unbounded," etc., etc. 
From that point he soared and took me with him. The 
peroration was magnificent, though difficult to remem- 
ber, you know. It gave me the notion of an exotic Im- 
mensity ruled by an august Benevolence. It made me 
tingle with enthusiasm. This was the unbounded power 
of eloquence — of words — of burning noble words. There 
were no practical hints to interrupt the magic current 
of phrases, unless a kind of note at the foot of the last 
page, scrawled evidently much later, in an unsteady 
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hand, may be regarded as the exposition of a method. 
It was very simple, and at the end of that moving appeal 
to every altruistic sentiment it blazed at you, luminous 
and terrifying, like a flash of lightning in a serene sky: 
‘Exterminate all the brutesr The curious part was that 
he had apparently forgotten all about that valuable post- 
scriptum, because, later on, when he in a sense came to 
himself, he repeatedly entreated me to take good care 
of my pamphlet’ (he called it), as it was sure to have in 
the future a good influence upon his career. I had full 
information about all these things, and, besides, as it 
turned out, I was to have the care of his memory. Fve 
done enough for it to give me the indisputable right to 
lay it, if I choose, for an everlasting rest in the dust bin 
of progress, amongst all the sweepings and, figuratively 
speaking, all the dead cats of civilization. But then, you 
see, I can’t choose. He won’t be forgotten. Whatever he 
was, he was not common. He had the power to charm 
or frighten rudimentary souls into an aggravated witch 
dance in his honor; he could also fill the small souls of 
the pilgrims with bitter misgivings: he had one devoted 
friend at least, and he had conquered one soul in the 
world that was neither rudimentary nor tainted with 
self-seeking. No; I can’t forget him, though I am not 
prepared to affirm the fellow was exactly worth the life 
we lost in getting to him. I missed my late helmsman 
awfully — I missed him even while his body was still ly- 
ing in the pilot house. Perhaps you will think it passing 
strange this regret for a savage who was no more ac- 
count than a grain of sand in a black Sahara. Well, don’t 
you see, he had done something, he had steered; for 
months I had him at my back — a help — an instrument. 
It was a kind of partnership. He steered for me — I had 
to look after him, I worried about his deficiencies, and 
thus a subtle bond had been created, of which I only 
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became aware when it was suddenly broken. And the 
intimate profundity of that look he gave me when he re- 
ceived his hurt remains to this day in my memory — like 
a claim of distant kinship affirmed in a supreme mo- 
ment. 

“Poor fooll If he had only left that shutter alone. He 
had no restraint, no restraint — ^just like Kurtz — a tree 
swayed by the wind. As soon as I had put on a dry pair 
of slippers, I dragged him out, after first jerking the 
spear out of his side, which operation I confess I per- 
formed with my eyes shut tight. His heels leaped to- 
gether over the little doorstep; his shoulders were 
pressed to my breast; I hugged him from behind desper- 
ately. Oh! he was heavy, heavy; heavier than any man 
on earth, I should imagine. Then without more ado I 
tipped him overboard. The current snatched him as 
though he had been a wisp of grass, and I saw the body 
roll over twice before I lost sight of it forever. All the 
pilgrims and the manager were then congregated on the 
awning deck about the pilot house, chattering at each 
other like a flock of excited magpies, and there was a 
scandalized murmur at my heartless promptitude. What 
they wanted to keep that body hanging about for I can t 
guess. Embalm it, maybe. But I had also heard another, 
and a very ominous, murmur on the deck below. My 
friends the woodcutters were likewise scandalized, and 
with a better show of reason — though I admit that the 
reason itself was quite inadmissible. Oh, quite! I had 
made up my mind that if my late helmsman was to 
eaten, the fishes alone should have him. He had been a 
very second-rate helmsman while alive, but now he was 
dead he might have become a first-class temptation, and 
possibly cause some startling trouble. Besides, I was 
anxious to take the wheel, the man in pink pajamas 
showing himself a hopeless duffer at the business. 
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‘‘This I did directly the simple funeral was over. We 
were going half-speed, keeping right in the middle of 
the stream, and I listened to the talk about me. They 
had given up Kurtz, they had given up the station; 
Kurtz was dead, and the station had been burnt — and 
so on — ^and so on. The red-haired pilgrim was beside 
himself with the thought that at least this poor Kurtz 
had been properly avenged. ‘Say! We must have made 
a glorious slaughter of them in the bush. Eh? What do 
you think? Say?' He positively danced, the bloodthirsty 
little gingery beggar. And he had nearly fainted when 
he saw the wounded man! I could not help saying, ‘You 
made a glorious lot of smoke, anyhow.' I had seen, from 
the way the tops of the bushes rustled and flew, that 
almost all the shots had gone too high. You can t hit 
anything unless you take aim and fire from the shoulder; 
but these chaps fired from the hip with their eyes 
shut. The retreat, I maintained — and I was right — ^was 
caused by the screeching of the steam whistle. Upon 
this they forgot Kurtz, and began to howl at me with 
indignant protests. 

“The manager stood by the wheel murmuring con- 
fidentially about the necessity of getting well away 
down the river before dark at all events, when I saw in 
the distance a clearing on the river side and the outlines 
of some sort of building. ‘What's this?' I asked. He 
clapped his hands in wonder. ‘That station!' he cried. 
I edged in at once, still going half-speed. 

“Through my glasses I saw the slope of a hill inter- 
spersed with rare trees and perfectly free from under- 
growth. A long decaying building on the summit was 
half buried in the high grass; the large holes in the 
peaked roof gaped black from afar; the jungle and the 
woods made a background. There was no enclosure or 
fence of a ay kind; but there had been one apparently, 
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for near the house half-a-dozen slim posts remained in a 
row, roughly trimmed, and with their upper ends or- 
namented with round carved balls. The rails, or what- 
ever there had been between, had disappeared. Of 
course the forest surrounded all that. The river bank 
was clear, and on the water side I saw a white man un- 
der a hat like a cart wheel beckoning persistently with 
his whole arm. Examining the edge of the forest above 
and below, I was almost certain I could see movements 
— Shuman forms gliding here and there. I steamed past 
prudently, then stopped the engines and let her drift 
down. The man on the shore began to shout, urging u ’ 
to land. We have been attacked,* screamed the man- 
ager. 1 know — I know. It's all right,* yelled back the 
other, as cheerful as you please. ‘Come along. It*s all 
right. I am glad.* 

“His aspect reminded me of something I had seen — 
something funny I had seen somewhere. As I maneu- 
vered to get alongside, I was asking myself. What does 
this fellow look like?* Suddenly I got it. He looked like 
a harlequin. His clothes had been made of some stuff 
that was brown holland probably, but it was covered 
with patches all over, with bright patches, blue, red, 
and yellow — ^patches on the back, patches on the front, 
patches on elbows, on knees; colored binding around 
his jacket, scarlet edging at the bottom of his trousers; 
and the sunshine made him look extremely gay and 
wonderfully neat withal, because you could see how 
beautifully all this patching had been done. A beardless, 
boyish face, very fair, no features to speak of, nose peel- 
ing, little blue eyes, smiles and frowns chasing each 
other over that open countenance like sunshine and 
shadow on a wind-swept plain. ‘Look out, captain!* he 
cried; ‘there*s a snag lodged in here last night.* What! 
Another snag? I confess I swore shamefully. I had nearly 
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holed my cripple, to finish o£F that charming trip. The 
harlequin on the bank turned his little pug nose up to 
me. ‘You English?’ he asked, all smiles. ‘Are you?’ I 
shouted from the wheel. The smiles vanished, and he 
shook his head as if sorry for my disappointment. Then 
he brightened up, ‘Never mind!’ he cried, encour- 
agingly. ‘Are we in time?’ I asked. 'He is up there,’ he 
replied, with a toss of the head up the hill, and becom- 
ing gloomy all of a sudden. His face was like the autumn 
sky, overcast one moment and bright the next. 

“When the manager, escorted by the pilgrims, all of 
them armed to the teeth, had gone to the house this 
chap came on board. ‘I say, I don’t like this. These 
natives are in the bush,’ I said. He assured me earnestly 
it was all right. ‘They are simple people,’ he added; 
‘well, I am glad you came. It took me all my time to 
keep them off.’ ‘But you said it was all right,’ I cried. 
‘Oh, they meant no harm,’ he said; and as I stared he 
corrected himself, ‘Not exactly.’ Then vivaciously, ‘My 
faith, your pilot house wants a clean-up!’ In the next 
breath he advised me to keep enough steam on the 
boiler to blow the whistle in case of any trouble. ‘One 
good screech will do more for you than all your rifles. 
They are simple people,’ he repeated. He rattled away 
at such a rate he quite overwhelmed me. He seemed to 
be trying to make up for lots of silence, and actually 
hinted, laughing, that such was the case. ‘Don’t you 
talk with Mr. Kurtz?’ I said. ‘You don’t talk with that 
man — ^you listen to him,’ he exclaimed with severe ex- 
altation. ‘But now — He waved his arm, and in the 
twinkling of an eye was in the uttermost depths of de- 
spondency. In a moment he came up again with a jump, 
possessed himself of both my hands, shook them con- 
tinuously, while he gabbled: ‘Brother sailor . . . honor 
. . . pleasure . . . delight . • . introduce myself . . • 
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Russian . . . son of an arch-priest . . . Government 
of Tambov. . . . What? Tobaccol English tobacco; the 
excellent English tobacco! Now, that's brotherly. Smoke? 
Where’s a sailor that does not smoke?’ 

“The pipe soothed him, and gradually I made out he 
had run away from school, had gone to sea in a Russian 
ship; ran away again; served some time in English ships; 
was now reconciled with the arch-priest. He made a 
point of that. 'But when one is young one must see 
things, gather experience, ideas; enlarge the mind.’^ 
'Here!' I interrupted. 'You can never tell! Here I met 
Mr. Kurtz,' he said, youthfully solemn and reproachful. 
I held my tongue after that. It appears he had per- 
suaded a Dutch trading house on the coast to fit him 
out with stores and goods, and had started for the in- 
terior with a light heart, and no more idea of what 
would happen to him than a baby. He had been wan- 
dering about that river for nearly two years alone, cut 
off from everybody and everything. 1 am not so young 
as I look. I am twenty-five,' he said. 'At first old Van 
Shuyten would tell me to go to the devil,' he narrated 
with keen enjoyment; 'but I stuck to him, and talked 
and talked, till at last he got afraid I would talk the 
hind leg off his favorite dog, so he gave me some cheap 
things and a few guns, and told me he hoped he would 
never see my face again. Good old Dutchman, Van 
Shuyten. I’ve sent him one small lot of ivory a year ago, 
so that he can’t call me a little thief when I get back. 
I hope he got it. And for the rest I don't care. I had 
some wood stacked for you. That was my old house. 
Did you see?' 

“I gave him Towson's book. He made as though he 
would kiss me, but restrained himself. The only book 
I had left, and I thought I had lost it,' he said, looking 
at it ecstatically. ‘So many accidents happen to a man 
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going about alone, you know. Canoes get upset some- 
times — and sometimes you Ve got to clear out so quick 
when the people get angry.’ He thumbed the pages. 
‘You made notes in Russian?’ I asked. He nodded. ‘I 
thought they were written in cipher,’ I said. He laughed, 
then became serious. T had lots of trouble to keep these 
people off,’ he said. ‘Did they want to kill you?’ I asked. 
‘Oh, no!’ he cried, and checked himself. ‘Why did they 
attack us?’ I pursued. He hesitated, then said shame- 
facedly, ‘They don’t want him to go.’ ‘Don’t they?’ I 
said, curiously. He nodded a nod full of mystery and 
wisdom. ‘I tell you,’ he cried, ‘this man has enlarged my 
mind.’ He opened his arms wide, staring at me with his 
little blue eyes that were perfectly round.” 

Ill 

“I looked at him, lost in astonishment. There he was 
before me, in motley, as though he had absconded from 
a troupe of mimes, enthusiastic, fabulous. His very ex- 
istence was improbable, inexplicable, and altogether be- 
wildering. He was an insoluble problem. It was incon- 
ceivable how he had existed, how he had succeeded in 
getting so far, how he had managed to remain — ^why he 
did not instantly disappear. ‘I went a little farther,’ he 
said, ‘then still a little farther — till I had gone so far 
that I don’t know how I’ll ever get back. Never mind. 
Plenty time. I can manage. You take Kurtz away quick 
— quick — ^I tell you.’ The glamor of youth enveloped 
his parti-colored rags, his destitution, his loneliness, the 
essential desolation of his futile wanderings. For months 
— ^for years — ^his life hadn’t been worth a day’s pur- 
chase; and there he was gallantly, thoughtlessly alive, 
to all appearance indestructible solely by the virtue of 
his few years and of his unreflecting audacity. I was se- 
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duced into something like admiration — like envy. Glamor 
i:^ed him on, glamor kept him unscathed. He surely 
wanted nothing from the wilderness but space to breathe 
in and to push on through. His need was to exist, and to 
move onwards at the greatest possible risk, and with a 
maximum of privation. If the absolutely pure, uncalcu- 
lating, unpractical spirit of adventure had ever ruled a 
human being, it ruled this bepatched youth. I almost 
envied him the possession of this ^modest and clear 
flame. It seemed to have consumed all thought of self 
so completely, that even while he was talking to you, 
you forgot that it was he — the man before your eyes — 
who had gone through these things J did not envy him 
his devotion to Kurtz, though. He had not meditated 
over it. It came to him, and he accepted it with a sort 
of eager fatalism. I must say that to me it appeared 
about the most dangerous thing in every way he had 
come upon so far. 

‘'They had come together unavoidably, like two ships 
becalmed near each other, and lay rubbing sides at last. 
I suppose Kurtz wanted an audience, because on a cer- 
tain occasion, when encamped in the forest, they had 
talked all night, or more probably Kurtz had talked. 
‘We talked of everything," he said, quite transported 
at the recollection. 1 forgot there was such a thing as 
sleep. The night did not seem to last an hour. Every- 
thing! Everything! ... Of love, too." ‘Ah, he talked to 
you of love!" I said, much amused. Tt isn"t what you 
think," he cried, almost passionately. ‘It was in general. 
He made me see things — things." 

“He threw his arms up. We were on deck at the time, 
and the headman of my woodcutters, lounging near by, 
turned upon him his heavy and glittering eyes. I looked 
around, and I don’t know why, but I assure you that 
never, never before, did this land, this river, this jungle. 
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the very arch of this blazing sky, appear to me so hope- 
less and so dark, so impenetrable to human thought, |o 
pitiless to human weakness. 'And, ever since, you have 
* been with him, ot course?' I said. 

"On the contrary. It appears their intercourse had 
been very much broken by various causes. He had, 
as he informed me proudly, managed to nurse Kurtz 
through two illnesses (he alluded to it as you would to 
some risky feat), l?ut as a rule Kurtz wandered alone, 
far in the depths of the forest. 'Very often coming to 
this station, I had to wait days and days before he would 
turn up,’ he said. 'Ah, it was worth waiting for! — some- 
times.’ 'What was lie doing? Exploring or what?’ I asked. 
'Oh, yes, of course’; he had discovered lots of villages, 
a lake, too — ^he did not know exactly in what direction; 
it was dangerous to inquire too much — but mostly his 
' expeditions had been for ivory. ‘But he had no goods 
to trade with by that time,’ I objected. ‘There’s a good 
lot of cartridges left even yet,' he answered, looking 
away. 'To speak plainly, he raided the country,’ I said. 
He nodded. ‘Not alone, surely!’ He muttered something 
about the villages round that lake. ‘Kurtz got the tribe 
to follow him, did he?’ I suggested. He fidgeted a little. 
'They adored him,’ he said. The tone of these words 
was so extraordinary that I looked at him searchingly. 
It was curious to see his mingled eagerness and reluc- 
tance to speak of Kurtz, The man filled his life, occupied 
his thoughts, swayed his emotions. ‘What can you ex- 
pect?’ he burst out; 'he came to them with thunder and 
lightning, you know — and they had never seen anything 
like it — and very terrible. He could be very terrible. 
You can’t judge Mr. Kurtz as you would an ordinary 
man. No, no, no! Now — ^just to give you an idea — I 
don’t mind telling you, he wanted to shoot me, too, one 
day — ^but I don’t judge him.' ‘Shoot you!’ I cried. 'What 
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for?’ ‘Well, I had a small lot of ivory the chief of that 
village near my house gave me. You see I used to shoot 
game for them. Well, he wanted it, and wouldn’t hear 
reason. He declared he would shoot me unless I gave 
him the ivory and then cleared out of the country, be- 
cause he could do so, and had a fancy for it, and there 
was nothing on eartli to prevent him killing whom he 
jolly well pleased. And it was true, too. I gave him the 
ivory. What did I care! But I didn’t clear out. No, no. 
I couldn’t leave him. I had to be careful, of course, till 
we got friendly again for a time. He had his second 
illness then. Afterwards I had to keep out of the way; 
but I didn’t mind. He was living for the most part in 
those villages on the lake. When he came down to the 
river, sometimes he would take to me, and sometimes 
it was better for me to be careful. This man suflFered 
too much. He hated all this, and somehow he couldn’t 
get away. When I had a chance I begged him to try 
and leave while there was time; I pffered to go back 
with him. And he would say yes, and then he would 
remain; go off on another ivory hunt; disappear for 
weeks; forget himself amongst these people — ^forget him- 
self — ^you know.’ ‘Why! he’s mad,’ I said. He protested 
indignantly. Mr. Kurtz couldn’t be mad. If I had heard 
him talk, only two days ago, I wouldn’t dare hint at 
such a thing. ... I had taken up my binoculars while 
we talked, and was looking at the shore, sweeping the 
limit of the forest at each side and at the back of the 
house. The consciousness of there being people in that 
bush, so silent, so quiet — ^as silent and quiet as the 
ruined house on the hill — ^made me uneasy. There was 
no sign on the face of nature of this amazing tale 
that was not so much told as suggested to me in deso- 
late exclamations, completed by shrugs, in interrupted 
phrases, in hints ending in deep sighs. The woods were 
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unmoved, like a mask — ^heavy, like the closed door of 
a prison — ^they looked with their air of hidden knowl- 
edge, of patient expectation, of unapproachable silence. 
The Russian was explaining to me that it was only lately 
that Mr. Kurtz had come down to the river, bringing 
along with him all the fighting men of that lake tribe. 
He had been absent for several months — getting himself 
adored, I suppose — and had come down unexpectedly, 
with the intention to all appearances of making a raid 
either across the river or downstream. Evidently the 
appetite for more ivory had got the better of the — what 
shall I say? — ^less material aspirations. However he had 
got much worse suddenly. T heard he was lying help- 
less, and so I came up — ^took my chance,’ said the 
Russian. ‘Qh, he is bad, very bad.’ I directed my glass 
to the house. There were no signs of life, but there was 
the ruined roof, the long mud wall peeping above the 
grass, with three little square window holes, no two of 
the same size; all this brought within reach of my hand, 
as it were. And then I made a brusque movement, and 
one of the remaining posts of that vanished fence leaped 
up in the field of my glass. You remember I told you I 
had been struck at the distance by certain attempts at 
ornamentation, rather remarkable in the ruinous aspect 
of the place. Now I had suddenly a nearer view, and its 
first result was to make me throw my head back as if 
before a blow. Then I went carefully from post to post 
with my glass, and I saw my mistake. These round 
knobs were not ornamental but symbolic; tiiey were ex- 
pressive and puzzling, striking and disturbing — ^food for 
thought and also for the vultures if there had been any 
looking down from the sky; but at all events for such 
ants as were industrious enough to ascend the pole. 
They would have been even more impressive, tiiose 
heads on the stakes, if their faces had not been turned 
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to the house. Only one, the first I had made out, was 
facing my way. I was not so shocked as you may think. 
The start back I had given was really nothing but a 
movement of surprise. I had expected to see a knob of 
wood there, you know. I returned deliberately to the 
first I had seen — and there it was, black, dried, sunken, 
with closed eyelids, a head that seemed to sleep at the 
top of that pole, and, with the shrunken dry lips show- 
ing a narrow white line of the teeth, was smiling, too, 
smiling continuously at some endless and jocose dream 
of that eternal slumber. 

“I am not disclosing any trade secrets. In fact, the 
manager said afterwards that Mr. Kurtz s methods had 
ruined the district. 1 have no opinion on that point, but 
I want you clearly to understand that there was nothing 
exactly profitable in these heads being there. They only 
showed that Mr. Kurtz lacked restraint in the gratifica- 
tion of his various lusts, that there was something want- 
ing in him — some small matter which, when the press- 
ing need arose, could not be found under his magnificent 
eloquence. Whether he knew of this deficiency himself 
I can’t say. I think the knowledge came to him at last — 
only at the very last. But the wilderness had found him 
out early, and had taken on him a terrible vengeance 
for the fantastic invasion. I think it had whispered to 
him things about himself which he did not know, things 
of which he had no conception till he took counsel with 
this great solitude — and the whisper had proved irre- 
sistibly fascinating. It echoed loudly within him because 
he was hollow at the core. ... I put down the glass, 
and the head that had appeared near enough to be 
spoken to seemed at once to have leaped away from 
me into inaccessible distance. 

“The admirer of Mr. Kurtz was a bit crestfallen. In 
a hurried, indistinct voice he began to assure me he had 
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not dared to take these — say, symbols — down. He was 
not afraid of the natives; they would not stir till Mr. 
Kurtz gave the word. His ascendancy was extraordinary.. 
The camps of these people surrounded the place, and 
the chiefs came every day to see him. They would crawl. 
... 1 don’t want to know anything of the ceremonies 
used when approaching Mr. Kurtz,’ I shouted. Curious, 
this feeling that came over me that such details would 
be more intolerable than those heads drying on the 
stakes under Mr. Kurtz s windows. After all, that was 
only a savage sight, while I seemed at one bound to 
have been transported into some lightless region of sub- 
tle horrors, where pure, uncomplicated savagery was a 
positive relief, being something that had a right to exist 
— obviously — ^in the sunshine. The young man looked 
at me with surprise. I suppose it did not occur to him 
that Mr. Kurtz was no idol of mine. He forgot I hadn’t 
heard any of these splendid monologues on, what was 
it? On love, justice, conduct of life — or whatnot. If it 
had come to crawling before Mr. Kurtz, he crawled as 
much as the veriest savage of them all. I had no idea of 
the conditions, he said: these heads were the heads of 
rebels. I shocked him excessively by laughing. RebelsI 
What would be the next definition I was to hear? There 
had been enemies, criminals, workers — and these were 
rebels. Those rebellious heads looked very subdued to 
me on their sticks. Tou don’t know how such a life tries 
a man like Kurtz,’ cried Kurtz’s last disciple. ‘Well, and 
you?’ I said. 1! I! I am a simple man. I have no great 
thoughts. I want nothing from anybody. How can you 
compare me to? . . .’ His feelings were too much for 
speech, and suddenly he broke down. ‘I don’t under- 
stand,’ he groaned. ‘I’ve been doing my best to keep him 
alive, and that’s enough. I had no hand in all this. I 
have no abilities. There hasn’t been a drop of medicine 
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or a mouthful of invalid food for months here. He was 
shamefully abandoned. A man like this, with such ideas. 
Shamefully! Shamefully! I — — ^haven’t slept for the 
last ten nights. . . 

“His voice lost itself in the calm of the evening. The 
long shadows of the forest had slipped downhill while 
we talked, had gone far beyond the ruined hovel, be- 
yond the symbolic row of stakes. All this was in the 
gloom, while we down there were yet in the sunshine, 
and the stretch of the river abreast of the clearing 
glittered in a still and dazzling splendor, with a murky 
and overshadowed bend above and below. Not a living 
soul was seen on the shore. The bushes did not rustle. 

“Suddenly round the corner of the house a group 
of men appeared, as though they had come up from the 
ground. They waded waist-deep in the grass, in a com- 
pact body, bearing an improvised stretcher in their 
midst. Instantly, in the emptiness of the landscape, 
a cry arose whose shrillness pierced the still air like a 
sharp arrow flying straight to the very heart of the land; 
and, as if by enchantment, streams of human beings — 
of naked human beings — with spears in their hands, 
with bows, with shields, with wild glances and savage 
movements, were poured into the clearing by the dark- 
faced and pensive forest. The bushes shook, the grass 
swayed for a time, and then everything stood still in 
attentive immobility. 

“ 'Now, if he does not say the right thing to them we 
are all done for,’ said the Russian at my elbow. The 
knot of men with the stretcher had stopped, too, half- 
way to the steamer, as if petrified. I saw the man on 
the stretcher sit up, lank and with an uplifted arm, 
above the shoulders of the bearers. ‘]L.et us hope that 
the man who can talk so well of love in general will find 
some particular reason to spare us this time,' I said. I 
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resented bitterly the absurd danger of our situation, as 
if to be at the mercy of that atrocious phantom had 
been a dishonoring necessity. I could not hear a sound, 
but through my glasses I saw the thin arm extended 
commandingly, the lower jaw moving, the eyes of that 
apparition shining darkly far in its bony head that 
nodded with grotesque jerks. Kurtz — ^Kurtz-nihat means 
short in German — don t it? Well, the name was as true 
as everything else in his life—^and death. He looked at 
least seven feet long. His covering had fallen oflF, and his 
body emerged from it pitiful and appalling as from a 
winding sheet. I could see the cage of his ribs all astir, 
the bones of his arm waving. Jt was as though an ani- 
mated image of death carved out of old ivory had been 
shaking its hand with menaces at a motionless crowd of 
men made of dark and glittering bronze. I saw him open 
his mouth wide — it gave him a weirdly voracious aspect, 
as though he had wanted to swallow all the air, all the 
earth, all the men before him. A deep voice reached me 
faintly. He must have been shouting. He fell back sud- 
denly. The stretcher shook as the bearers staggered for- 
ward again, and almost at the same time I noticed that 
the crowd of savages was vanishing without any per- 
ceptible movement of retreat, as if the forest that had 
ejected these beings so suddenly had drawn them in 
again as the breath is drawn in a long aspiration. 

‘‘Some of the pilgrims behind the stretcher carried 
his arms — ^two shotguns, a heavy rifle, and a light re- 
volver carbine — the thunderbolts of that pitiful Jupiter. 
The manager bent over him murmuring as he walked 
beside his head. They laid him down in one of the little 
cabins — just a room for a bedplace and a campstool or 
two, you know. We had brought his belated correspond- 
ence, and a lot of torn envelopes and open letters lit- 
tered his bed. His hand roamed feebly amongst these 
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papers. was struck by the fire of his eyes and 4he 
composed languor of his expression. It was not so m[uch 
the exhaustion of disea^. He did not seem in paiq. This 
shadow looked satiate? and calm, as though for the 
moment it had had its fill of all the emotioi^s. 

"He rustled one of the letters, and looking straight' 
in my face said, T am glad.' Somebody had been writing 
to him about me. These special recommendations were 
turning up again. The volume of tone he emitted with- 
out effort, almost without the trouble of moving his lips, 
amazed me. Jl voice! a voice! It was grave, profound, 
vibrating, while the man did not seem capable of a 
whisper. However, he had enough strength in him — 
factitious no doubt — to very nearly make an end of us, 
as you shall hear directly. 

“The manager appeared silently in the doorway; I 
stepped out at once and he drew the curtain after me. 
The Russian, eyed curiously by the pilgrims, was star- 
ing at the shore. I followed the direction of his glance. 

“Dark human shapes could be made out in the dis- 
tance, flitting indistinctly against the gloomy border of 
the forest, and near the river two bronze figures, leaning 
on tall spears, stood in the sunlight under fantastic 
headdresses of spotted skins, warlike and still in statu- 
esque repose, ^nd from right to left along the lighted 
shore moved a wild and gorgeous apparition of a woman. 

“She walked with measured steps, draped in strip^^d 
and fnnged cloths, treading the earth proudly, with a 
slight jingle and flash of barbarous ornaments. She car- 
ried her head high; her hair was done in the shape of a 
helmet; she had brass leggings to the knee, brass wire 
gauntlets to the elbow, a crimson spot on her tawny 
cheek, innumerable necklaces of glass beads on her 
neck; bizarre things, charms, gifts of witch men, that 
hung about her, glittered and trembled at every step. 
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She must have had the value of several elephant tusks 
upon her. She was savage and superb, wild-eyed and 
magiy^qent; there was som^hijag ominous and stately 
ii\,„her deliberate progress. And in the hush that had 
fallen suddenly upon the whole sorrowful land, the im- 
‘mense wilderness, the colossal body of the fecund and 
mysterious life seemed to look at her, pensive, as though 
it had been looking at the image of its own tenebrous 
and passionate soul. 

"She came abreast of the steamer, stood still, and 
faced us. Her long shadow fell to the water s edge. Her 
face had a tragic and fierce aspect of wild sorrow and 
of dumb pain mingled with the fear of some struggling, 
half-shaped resolve. She stood looking at us without a 
stir, and like the wilderness itself, with an air of brood- 
ing over an inscrutable purpose. A whole minute passed, 
and then she made a step forward. There was a low 
jingle, a glint of yellow metal, a sway of fringed dra- 
peries, and she stopped as if her heart had failed her. 
The young fellow by my side growled. The pilgrims 
murmured at my back. She looked at us all as if her life 
had depended upon the unswerving steadiness of her 
glance. Suddenly she opened her bared arms and threw 
diem up rigid above her head, as though in an uncon- 
trollable desire to touch the sky, and -aUhe same time 
the swift shadows darted out on the earth, swept around 
on the river, gathering the steamer into a shadowy em- 
brace. A formidable silence hung over the scene. 

"She turned away slowly, walked on, following the 
bank, and passed into the bushes to the left. Once only 
her eyes gleamed back at us in the dusk of the thickets 
before she disappeared. 

" Tf she had offered to come aboard I really think I 
would have tried to shoot her,’ said the man of patches, 
nervously. 1 had been risking my life every day for 
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the last fortnight to keep her out of the house. She got 
in one day and kicked up a row about those miserable 
rags I picked up in the storeroom to mend my clothes 
with. I wasn’t decent. At least it must have been that, 
for she talked like a fury to Kurtz for an hour, pointing 
at me now and then. I don’t understand the dialect of 
this tribe. Luckily for me, I fancy Kurtz felt too ill that 
day to care, or there would have been mischief. I don’t 
understand. . . . No— it’s too much for me. Ah, well, 
it’s all over now.’ . ,, 

“At this moment I heard Kurtz’s deep voice behind 
the curtain: ‘Save me! — ^save the ivory, you mean. Don’t 
tell me. Save me! Why, I’ve had to save you. You are 
interrupting my plans now. Sick! Sick! Not so sick as 
you would like to believe. Never mind. I’ll carry my 
ideas out yet — I will return. I’ll show you what can be 
done. You with your little peddling notions — ^you are 
interfering with me. I will return. I . . .’ 

“The manager came out. He did me the honor to take 
me under the arm and lead me aside. ‘He is very low, 
very low,’ he said. He considered it necessary to sigh, 
but neglected to be consistently sorrowful. ‘We have 
done all we could for him — ^haven’t we? But there is no 
disguising the fact, Mr. Kiirtz has done more harm than 
good to the Company. He did not see the time was not 
ripe for vigorous action. Cautiously, cautiously — ^that’s 
my principle. We must be cautious yet. The district is 
closed to us for a time. Deplorable! Upon the whole, the 
trade will su£Fer. I don’t deny there is a remarkable 
quantity of ivory — ^mostly fossil. We must save it, at all 
events — ^but look how precarious the position is — and 
why? Because the method is unsound.’ ‘Do you,’ said I, 
looking at the shore, ‘call it “unsound method?” ’ ‘With- 
out doubt,’ he exclaimed, hotly. ‘Don’t you?’ . . . 

“ ‘No method at all,’ I murmured after a while, ‘Ex- 
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actly/ he exulted. 1 anticipated this. Shows a complete 
want of judgment. It is my duty to point it out in the 
proper quarter.’ Xlh/ said I, ‘that fellow — ^what’s liis 
name? — the brickmaker, will make a readable report for 
you.' He appeared confounded for a moment. It seemed 
to me I had never breathed an atmosphere so vile, and 
I turned mentally to Kurtz for relief — ^positively for re- 
lief. ‘Nevertheless I think Mr. Kurtz is a remarkable 
man/ I said with emphasis. He started, dropped on me 
a cold heavy glance, said very quietly, ‘he was’ and 
turned his back on me. My hour of favor was over; I 
found myself lumped along with Kurtz as a partisan 
of methods for which the time was not ripe: I was un- 
sound! Ah! but it was something to have at least a choice 
of nightmares. 

“I had turned to the wilderness really, not to Mr. 
Kurtz, who, I was ready to admit, was as good as 
buried. And for a moment it seemed to me as if I also 
were buried in a vast grave full of unspeakable secrets. 
I felt an intolerable weight oppressing my breast, the 
smell of the damp eardi, the unseen presence of vic- 
torious corruption, the darkness of an impenetrable 
night. , . . The Russian tapped me on the shoulder. 
I heard him mumbling and stammering something about 
T)rother seaman — couldn't conceal — ^knowledge of mat- 
ters that would affect Mr. Kurtz's reputation.' I waited. 
For him evidently Mr. Kurtz was not in his grave; I 
suspect that for him Mr. Kurtz was one of the immortals. 
‘Well!' said I at last, speak out. As it happens, I am Mr. 
Kurtz's friend — ^in a way,' 

“He stated with a good deal of formality that had 
we not been ‘of the same profession,' he would have 
kept the matter to himself without regard to conse- 
quences. ‘He suspected there was an active ill will to- 
wards him on the part of these white men that — ‘You 
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are right/ I said, remembering a certain conversation 1 
had overheard. ‘The manager thinks you ought to be 
hanged.* He showed a concern at this intelligence which 
amused me at first. ‘I had better get out of the way 
quietly,* he said, earnestly. ‘I can do no more for Kurtz 
now, and they would soon find some excuse. What s to 
stop them? There’s a military post three hundred miles 
from here.’ ‘Well, upon my word,’ said I, ‘perhaps you 
had better go if you have any friends amongst the 
savages near by.’ ‘Plenty,’ he said. ‘They are simple 
people — and I want nothing, you know.’ He stood biting 
his lip, then: ‘I don’t want any harm to happen to these 
whites here, but of course I was thinking of Mr. Kurtz’s 
reputation — ^but you are a brother seaman and — ‘All 
right,’ said I, after a time. ^r. KurtzX reputation is safe 
with me.’ I did not know how truly I spoke. 

“He informed me, lowering his voice, that it was 
Kurtz who had ordered the attack to be made on the 
steamer. ‘He hated sometimes the idea of being taken 
away — and then again . . . But I don’t understand 
these matters. I am a simple man. He thought it would 
scare you away — ^that you would give it up, thinking 
him dead. I could not stop him. Oh, I had an awful time 
of it this last month.’ ‘Very well,’ I said. ‘He is all right 
now.’ ‘Ye-e-es,’ he muttered, not very convinced ap- 
parently. ‘Thanks,’ said I; ‘I shall keep my eyes open.’ 
‘But quiet — eh?’ he urged, anxiously. ‘It would be awful 
for his reputation if anybody here — 1 promised a com- 
plete discretion with great gravity. ‘I have a canoe and 
three black fellows waiting not very far. I am off. Could 
you give me a few Martini-Henry cartridges?’ I could, 
and did, with proper secrecy. He helped himself, with 
a wink at me, to a handful of my tobacco. ‘Between 
sailors — you know — good English tobacco.’ At the door 
of the pilot house he turned round — ‘I say, haven’t you 
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a pair of shoes you could spare?' He raised one leg. 
‘Look.' The soles were tied with knotted strings sandah 
wise under his bare feet. I rooted out an old pair, at 
which he looked with admiration before tucking it under 
his left arm. One of his pockets (bright red) was bulg- 
ing with cartridges, from the other (dark blue) peeped 
‘Towson s Inquiry,’ etc., etc. He seemed to think himself 
excellently well equipped for a renewed encounter with 
the wilderness. ‘Ah! Til never, never meet such a man 
again. You ought to have heard him recite poetry — ^his 
own, too, it was, he told me. Poetry!’ He rolled his eyes 
at the recollection of these delights. ‘Oh, he enlarged 
my mind!’ ‘Good-by,’ said I. He shook hands and van- 
ished in the night. Sometimes I ask myself whether I 
had ever really seen him — ^whether it was possible to 
meet such a phenomenon! . . . 

“When I woke up shortly after midnight his warning 
came to my mind with its hint of danger that seemed, 
in tlie starred darkness, real enough to make me get up 
for the purpose of having a look round. On the hill a 
big fire burned, illuminating fitfully a crooked comer 
of the station house. One of the agents with a picket 
of a few of our blacks, armed for the purpose, was keep- 
ing guard over the ivory; but deep within the forest, 
red gleams that wavered, that seemed to sink and rise 
from the ground amongst confused columnar shapes of 
intense blackness, showed the exact position of the 
camp where Mr. Kurtz’s adorers were keeping their 
uneasy vigil. The monotonous beating of a big dmm 
filled the air with muflBed shocks and a lingering vibra- 
tion. A steady droning sound of many men chanting 
each to himself some weird incantation came out from 
the black, flat wall of the woods as the humming of 
bees comes out of a hive, and had a strange narcotic 
effect upon my half-awake senses. I believe 1 dozed 
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ofiE leaning over the rail, tiD an abrupt burst of yells, an 
overwhelming outbreak of a pent-up and mysterious 
frenzy, woke me up in a bewildered wonder. It was cut 
short all at once, and the low droning went on with 
an effect of audible and soothing silence. I glanced 
casually into the little cabin. A light was burning within, 
but Mr. Kurtz was not there. 

“1 think I would have raised an outcry if I had be- 
lieved my eyes. But I didn t believe them at first — 
the thing seemed so impossible. The fact is I was com- 
pletely unnerved by a sheer blank fright, pure abstract 
terror, unconnected with any distinct shape of physical 
danger. What made this emotion so overpowering was 
— ^how shall I define it? — ^the moral shock I received, 
as if something altogether monstrous, intolerable to 
thought and odious to the soul, had been thrust upon 
me unexpectedly. This lasted of course the merest frac- 
tion of a second, and then the usual sense of common- 
place, deadly danger, the possibility of a sudden on- 
slaught and massacre, or something of the kind, which 
I saw impending, was positively welcome and compos- 
ing. It pacified me, in fact, so much, that I did not raise 
an alarm. 

‘‘There was an agent buttoned up inside an ulster 
and sleeping on a chair on deck within three feet ot 
me. The yells had not awakened him; he snored very 
slightly; I left him to his slumbers and leaped ashore. 
I did not betray Mr. Kurtz — ^it was ordered I should 
never betray him — ^it was written I should be loyal to 
the nightmare of my choice. I was anxious to deal witli 
this shadow by myself alone— and to this day I don’t 
know why I was so jealous of sharing with anyone the 
jpeculiar blackness of that experience. 

“As soon as I got on the bank I saw a trail — a broad 
trail through the grass. I remember the exultation with 
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which I said to myself, 'He can t walk — ^he is crawling 
on all fours — IVe got him/ The grass was wet with dew. 
I strode rapidly with clenched fists. I fancy I had some 
vague notion of falling upon him and giving him a 
drubbing. I don’t know. I had some imbecile thoughts. 
The knitting old woman with the cat obtruded herself 
upon my memory as a most improper person to be sit- 
ting at the other end of such an affair. I saw a row of 
pilgrims squirting lead in the air out of Winchesters 
held to the hip. I thought I would never get back to 
the steamer, and imagined myself living alone and un- 
armed in the woods to an advanced age. Such silly 
things — ^you know. And I remember I confounded the 
beat of the drum with the beating of my heart, and was 
pleased at its calm regularity. 

‘T kept to the track though — then stopped to listen. 
The night was very clear; a dark blue space, sparkling 
with dew and starlight, in which black things stood 
very still. I thought I could see a kind of motion ahead 
of me. I was strangely cocksure of everything that night. 
I actually left the track and ran in a wide semicircle 
(I truly believe chuckling to myself) so as to get in 
front of that stir, of that motion I had seen — ^if indeed 
I had seen anything. I was circumventing Kurtz as 
though it had been a boyish game. 

“I came upon him, and, if he had not heard me com- 
ing, I would have fallen over him, too, but he got up in 
time. He rose, unsteady, long, pale, indistinct, like a 
vapor exhaled by the earth, and swayed slightly, misty 
and silent before me; while at my back the fires loomed 
between the trees, and the murmur of many voices 
issued from the forest. I had cut him ofiF cleverly; but 
when actually confronting him I seemed to come to my 
senses, I saw the danger in its right proportion. It was 
by no means over yet. Suppose he began to shout? 
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Though he could hardly stand, there was still plenty of 
vigor in his voice. ‘Go away — ^hide yourself,’ he said, in 
that profound tone. It was very awful. I glanced back. 
We were within thirty yards from the nearest fire^ A 
black figure stood up, strode on long black legs, waving 
long black arms, across the glow. Itjhad horns — ^ante- 
lope horns, I think — on its head. Some sorcerer, some 
witch man, no doubt: it looked fiend-like enough. ‘Do 
you know what you are doing?’ I whispered. ‘Perfectly,’ 
he answered, raising his voice for that single word: it 
sounded to me far off and yet loud, like a hail through 
a speaking trumpet. If he makes a row we are lost, I 
thought to myself. This clearly was not a case for fisti- 
cuffs, even apart from the very natural aversion I had 
to beat that Shadow — this wandering and tormented 
thing. ‘You will be lost,’ I said — ‘utterly lost.’ One gets 
sometimes such a flash of inspiration, you know. I did 
say the right thing, though indeed he could not have 
been more irretrievably lost than he was at this very mo- 
ment, when the foundations of our intimacy were being 
laid — to endure — to endure — even to the end — even 
beyond. 

“ 1 had immense plans,’ he muttered irresolutely. 
‘Yes,’ said I; ‘but if you try to shout I’ll smash your 
head with — There was not a stick or a stone near. ‘I 
will throttle you for good,’ I corrected myself. ‘I was 
on the threshold of great things,’ he pleaded, in a voice 
of longing, with a wistfulness of tone that made my 
blood run cold. ‘And now for this stupid scoundrel — 
‘Your success in Europe is assured in any case,’ I af- 
firmed, steadily. I did not want to have the throttling 
of him, you understand — and indeed it would have 
been very little use for any practical purpose. I tried to 
break the spell — ^the heavy, mute spell of the wilderness 
— that seemed to draw him to its pitiless breast by the 



586 AFRICA AND THE CONGO 

awakening of forgotten and brutal instincts, by the 
memory of gratified and monstrous passions. This alone, 
I was convinced, had driven him out to the edge of the 
forest, to the bush, towards the gleam of fires, the throb 
of drums, the drone of weird incantations; this alone 
had beguiled his unlawful soul beyond the bounds of 
permitted aspirations. And, donT you see, the terror of 
the position was not in being knocked on the head — 
though I had a very lively sense of that danger, too— 
but in this, that I had to deal with a being to whom I 
could not appeal in the name of anything high or low. 
I had, even like the niggers, to invoke him — himself — 
his own exalted and incredible degradation. There was 
nothing either above or below him, and I knew it. He 
had kicked himself loose of the earth. Confound the 
man! he had kicked the very earth to pieces. He was 
alone, and I before him did not know whether I stood on 
the ground or Boated in the air. iVe been telling you 
what we said — ^repeating the phrases we pronounced — 
but what's the good? They were common everyday 
words — ^the familiar, vague sounds exchanged on every 
waking day of life. But what of that? They had behind 
them, to my mind, the terrific suggestiveness of words 
heard in dreams, of phrases spoken in nightmares. Soul! 
If anybody had ever struggled with a soul, I am the 
man. And I wasn't arguing with a lunatic either. Believe 
me or not, his intelligence was perfectly clear — concen- 
trated, it is true, upon himself with horrible intensity, 
yet clear; and therein was my only chance — ^barring, of 
course, the killing him there and then, which wasn't so 
good, on account of unavoidable noise. But his soul was 
mad. Being alone in the wilderness, it had looked within 
itself, and, by heavens! I tell you, it had gone mad. I 
had — ^for my sins, I suppose — ^to go through the ordeal 
of looking into it myself. No eloquence could have been 
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SO withering to one’s belief in mankind as his final burst 
of sincerity. He struggled with himself, too. I saw it, 
I heard it. I saw the inconceivable mystery of a soul 
that knew no restraint, no faith, and no fear, yet strug- 
gling blindly with itself. I kept my head pretty well; 
but when I had him at last stretched on the couch, I 
wiped my forehead, while my legs shook under me as 
though I had carried half a ton on my back down that 
hill. An_d yet I had only supported him, his bony arm 
clasped round my neck — and he was not much heavier 
t|ian a child. 

“When next day we left at noon, the crowd, of whose 
presence behind the curtain of trees I had been acutely 
conscious all the time, flowed out of the_woods again, 
filled the clearing, covered the slope with a mass of 
naked, breathing, quivering, bronze bodies. I steamed 
up a bit, then swung dovmstream, and two thousand 
eyes followed the evolutions of the splashing, thump- 
ing, fierce river-demon beating the water with its terri- 
ble tail and breathing black smoke into the air. In front 
of the first rank, along the river, three men, plastered 
with bright red earth from head to foot, strutted to and 
fro restlessly. When we came abreast again, they faced 
the river, stamped their feet, nodded their homed heads, 
swayed their scarlet bodies; they shook towards the 
fierce river-demon a bunch of black feathers, a mangy 
skin with a pendent tail — something that looked like a 
dried gourd; they shouted periodically together strings 
of amazing words that resembled no sounds of human 
language; and the deep murmurs of the crowd, inter- 
rupted suddenly, were like the responses of some Satanic 
litany. 

ha d parried Kurtz into the pilot house; there 
was more air there. Lying on the couch, he Stored 
through the open shutter. There was an eddy in the 
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mass of human bodies, and the woman with helmeted 
head and tawny cheeks rushed out to the very brink 
of the stream. She put out her hands, shouted some- 
thing, and all that wild mob took up the shout in a 
roaring chorus of articulated, rapid, breathless utter- 
ance. 

" 'Do you understand this?' I asked. 

‘‘He kept on looking out past me with fiery, longing 
eyes7 with a mingled expression of wistfulness and hate. 
'He made no answer, but I saw a smile, a smile of in- 
definable meaning, appear on his colorless lips that a 
moment after twitched convulsively. ‘Do I notP'Jhe said 
slowly, gasping, as if the words had been tom out of 
him by a supernatural power. ^ 

“I pulled the string of the whistle, and I did this 
because I saw the pilgrims on deck getting out their 
rifles with an air of anticipating a jolly lark. At the 
sudden screech there was a movement of abject terror 
through that wedged mass of bodies. ‘Don't! Don't 
you frighten them away,' cried someone on deck discon- 
solately. I pulled the string time after time. They broke 
and ran, they leaped, they crouched, they swerved, 
they dodged the flying terror of the sound. The three 
red chaps had fallen flat, face down on the shore, as 
though they had been shot dead. Qnly the barbarous 
^nd superb woman did not so much as flinch, and 
stretched tragically her bare arms after us over the 
somber and glittering river. 

“And then that imbecile crowd down on the deck 
started their little fun, and I could see nothing more 
for smoke. 

“The brown current ran swiftly out of the heart of 
darkness, bearing us down towards the sea with twice 
the speed of our upward progress; and Kurtz’s life was. 



HEART OF DARKNESS 589 

running swiftly, too, ebbing, ebbing out of his heart 
into the sea of inexorable tig^e. The manager was very 
placid, he had no vital anxieties now, he took us both in 
with a comprehensive and satisfied glance: the "affair’ 
had come off as well as could be wished^ I saw the 
time approaching when I would be left alone of the 
party of ‘unsound method/ The pilgrims looked upon 
me with disfavor. I was, so to speak, numbered wfth 
the dead. It is sti'ange how I accepted this unforeseen 
partnership, this ^choice of nightmares forced upon me 
in the tenebrous land invaded by these mean and 
greedy phantoms; 

“Kurtz discoursed. A voice! a voice! It rang deep to 
the very last. It survived his strength to hide in the 
magnificent folds of eloquence the barren darkness of 
his heart. Oh, he struggled! he struggled! The wastes of 
his weary brain were haunted by shadowy images now 
— ^images of wealth and fame revolving obsequiously 
round his unextinguishable gift of noble and lofty ex- 
pression. My Intended, my station, my career, my ideas 
— ^these were the subjects for the occasional utterances 
of elevated sentiments. The shade of the original Kurtz 
frequented the bedside of the hollow sham, whose fate 
it was to be buried presently in the mold of primeval 
earth. But both the diabolic love and the unearthly hate 
of the mysteries it had penetrated fought for the pos- 
session of that soul satiated with primitive emotions, 
avid of lying fame, of sham distinction, of all the ap- 
pearances of success and power. 

“Sometimes he was contemptibly childish. He de- 
sired to have kings meet him at railway stations on his 
return from some ghastly Nowhere, where he intended 
to accomplish great things. ‘You show them you have in 
you something that is really profitable, and then there 
will be no limits to the recognition of your ability,’ he 
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would say. ‘Of course you must take care of the motives 
— aright motives — always.’ The long reaches that were 
like one and tlie same reach, monotonous bends that 
were exactly alike, slipped past the steamer with their 
multitude of secular trees looking patiently after this 
grimy fragment of another world, the forerunner of 
change, of conquest, of trade, of massacres, of blessings. 
I looked ahead — ^piloting. "Close the shutter,’ said Kurtz 
suddenly one day; ‘I can’t bear to look at this.’ I did so. 
There was a silence. "Oh, but I will wring your heart 
yet!’ he cried at the invisible wilderness. 

“We broke down — as I had expected — and had to 
lie-up for repairs at the head of an island. This delay 
was the first thing that shook Kurtz’s confidence. One 
morning he gave me a packet of papers and a photo- 
graph — the lot tied together with a shoestring. ‘Keep 
this for me,’ he said. ‘This noxious fool’ (meaning the 
manager) ‘is capable of prying into my boxes when I 
am not looking.’ In the afternoon I saw him. He was 
lying on his back with closed eyes, and I withdrew 
quietly, but I heard him mutter, ‘Live rightly, die, die. 
. . .’ I listened. There was nothing more. Was he re- 
hearsing some speech in his sleep, or was it a fragment 
of a phrase from some newspaper article? He had been 
writing for the papers and meant to do so again, ‘for 
the furthering of my ideas. It’s a duty.’ 

“His was an impenetrable darkness. I looked at him 
^s you peer down at a man who is lying at the bottom 
"nf a precipice where the sun never shines. J^ut I had 
not much time to give him, because I was helping the 
engine driver to take to pieces the leaky cylinders, to 
straighten a bent connecting rod, and in other such 
matters. I lived in an infernal mess of rust, filings, nuts, 
bolts, spanners, hammers, ratchet drills — things I abomi- 
nate, because I don’t get on with them. I tended the 
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little forge we fortunately had aboard; I toiled wearily 
in a wretched scrapheap — ^unless I had the shakes too 
bad to stand. 

‘‘One evening coming in with a candle I was startled^ 
to hear him say a little tremulously, ‘I am lying here 
in the dark waiting for death.’ The light was within a 
foot of his eyes. I forced myself to murmur, ‘Oh, non* 
sense!' and stood over him as if transfixed. 

‘‘Anything approaching the change that came over his 
features I have never seen before, and hope never to 
see again. Oh, I wasn’t touched. I was fascinated. It was 
as though a veil had been rent. I saw on that ivory face 
the expression of somber pride, of ruthless power, of 
craven terror — of an intense and hopeless despair. Did 
he live his life again in every detail of desire, tempta- 
tion, and surrender during that supreme moment of 
complete knowledge? He cried in a whisper at some 
image, at some vision — ^he cried out twice, a cry that 
was no more than a breath: ‘The horror! The horror!’ 

“I blew the candle out and left the cabin. The pil- 
grims were dining in the messroom, and I took my place 
opposite the manager, who lifted his eyes to give me a 
questioning glance, which I successfully ignored. He 
leaned back, serene, with that peculiar smile of his seal- 
ing the unexpressed depths of his meanness. A continu- 
ous shower of small flies streamed upon the lamp, upon 
the cloth, upon our hands and faces. Suddenly the man- 
ager’s boy put his insolent black head in the doorway, 
and said in a tone of scathing contempt — 

“ ‘Mistah Kurtz — ^he dead.’ 

“All the pilgrims rushed out to see. I remained, and 
went on with my dinner. I believe I was considered 
brutally callous. However, I did not eat much. There 
was a lamp in there — ^light, don’t you know — and out- 
side it was so beastly, beastly dark. I went no more near 
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the remarkable man who had pronounced a judgment 
upon the adventures of his soul on this earth. The voice 
was gone. What else had been there? But I am of course 
aware that next day the pilgrims buried something in a 
muddy hole. 

‘'And then they very nearly buried me. 

“However, as you see, I did not go to join Kurtz there 
and then. I did not. I remained to dream the nightmare 
out to the end, and to show my loyalty to Kurtz once 
more. Destiny. My destiny! Droll thing life is — that 
mysterious arrangement of merciless logic for a futile 
purpose. The most you can hope from it is some knowl- 
edge of yourself — that comes too late — a crop of unex- 
tingujshable regrets. I have wrestled with death. It is 
the most unexciting contest you can imagine. It takes 
place in an impalpable grayness, with nothing under- 
foot, with nothing around, without spectators, without 
clamor, without glory, without the great desire of vic- 
tory, without the great fear of defeat, in a sickly atmos- 
phere of tepid skepticism, without much belief in your 
own right, and still less in that of your adversary. If 
such is the form of ultimate wisdom, then life is a 
greater riddle than some of us think it to be. I wajs 
within a hair s-breadth of the last opportunity for pro- 
nouncement, and I found with humiliation that prob- 
ably I would have nothing to say. Tllis.is the reason why 
I ^ffirm that Kurtz was a remarkable map. He had some- 
thing to say. He said it. Since I had peeped over the 
edge myself, I understand better the meaning of his 
stare, that could not see the flame of the candle, but was 
wide enough to embrace the whole universe, piercing 
enough to penetrate all the hearts that beat in the dark- 
ness. He had summed up — ^he had judged. ‘The horror!' 
He was a remarkable man. After all, this was the ex- 
pression of some sort of belief; it had candor, it had 
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conviction, it had a vibrating note of revolt in its whis- 
per, it had the appalling face of a glimpsed truth — 
the strange commingling of desire and hate. And it is 
not my own extremity I remember best — a vision of 
grayness without form filled with physical pain, and a 
careless contempt for the evanescence of all things-— 
even of this pain itself. No! It is his extremity that I 
seem to have lived through. True, he had made that 
last stride, he had stepped over the edge, while I had 
been permitted to draw back my hesitating foot. And 
perhaps in this is the whole difiFerence; perhaps all the 
wisdom, and all truth, and all sincerity, are just com- 
pressed into that inappreciable moment of time in which 
we step over the threshold of the invisible. Perhaps! I 
like to think my summing-up would not have been a 
word of careless contempt. Better his cry — much better. 
It was an affirmation, a moral victory paid for by in- 
numerable defeats, by abominable terrors, by abomi- 
nable satisfactions. But it was a vicfptryl That is why I 
have remained loyal to Kurtz to the, last, and even be- 
yond, when a long time after I heard once more, not his 
own voice, but the echo of his magnificent eloqueixce 
thrown to me from a soul as translucently pure as a cjiff 
of crystal. , 

“No, they did not bury me, though there is a period 
of time which I remember mistily, with a shuddering 
wonder, like a passage through some inconceivable 
world that had no hope in it and no desire. I found 
myself back in the sepulchral city resenting the sight 
of people hurrying through the streets to filch a little 
money from each other, to devour their infamous cook- 
ery, to gulp their unwholesome beer, to dream their in- 
significant and silly dreams. They trespassed upon my 
thoughts.^ They were intruders whose knowledge of life 
was to me an irritating pretense, because I felt so sure 
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they could not possibly know the things I knew. Their 
bearing, which was simply the bearing of commonplace 
individuals going about their business in the assurance 
of perfect safety, was offensive to me like the outrageous 
flauntings of folly in the face of a danger it is unable to 
comprehend. I had no particular desire to enlighten 
them, but I had some difficulty in restraining myself 
from laughing in their faces, so full of stupid impor- 
tance. I daresay I was not very well at that time. I 
tottered about tihe streets — ^there were various afiFairs to 
settle — grinning bitterly at perfectly respectable per- 
sons. I admit my behavior was inexcusable, but then my 
temperature was seldom normal in these days. My dear 
aunts endeavors to ‘nurse up my strength' seemed al- 
together beside the mark. It was not my strength that 
wanted nursing, it was my imagination that wanted 
soothing. I kept the bundle of papers given me by 
Kurtz, not knowing exactly what to do with it. His 
mother had died lately, watched over, as I was told, by 
lus Intended. A clean-shaved man, with an official man- 
ner and wearing gold-rimmed spectacles, called on me 
one day and made inquiries, at first circuitous, after- 
wards suavely pressing, about what he was pleased to 
denominate certain ‘documents.' I was not surprised, 
because I had had two rows with the manager on the 
subject out there. J had refused to give up the smallest 
scrap out of that package, and I took the same attitude 
with the spectacled man. He became darkly menacing 
at last, and with much heat argued that the company 
had the right to every bit of information about its ‘ter- 
ritories.' And said he, ‘Mr. Kurtz's knowledge of unex- 
plored regions must have been necessarily extensive and 
peculiar — owing to his great abilities and to the deplor- 
able circumstances in which he had been placed; there- 
fore — I assured him Mr. Kurtz's knowledge, however 
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extensive, did not bear upon the problems of commerce 
or administration. He invoked then the name of science. 
‘It would be an incalculable loss if,* etc., etc. I ojffered 
him the report on the ‘Suppression of Savage Customs,’ 
with the postscriptum torn off. He took it up eagerly, 
but ended by sniffing at it with an air of contempt. ‘This 
is not what we had a right to expect,’ he remarked. 
‘Expect nothing else,’ I said. ‘There are only private 
letters.’ He withdrew upon some threat of legal pro- 
ceedings, and I saw him no more; but another fellow, 
calling himself Kurtz’s cousin, appeared two days later, 
and was anxious to hear all the details about his dear 
relative’s last moments. Incidentally he gave me to un- 
derstand that Kurtz had been essentially a great musi- 
cian. ‘There was the making of an immense success,' 
said the man, who was an organist, I believe, with lank 
gray hair flowing over a greasy coat collar. I had no 
reason to doubt his statement; and to this day I am 
unable to say what was Kurtz’s profession, whether he 
ever had any — ^which was the greatest of his talents. I 
had taken him for a painter who wrote for the papers, 
or else for a journalist who could paint — ^but even the 
cousin (who took snuff during the interview) could not 
tell me what he had been — exactly ._He was a universal 
genius — on that point I agreed with the old chap, who 
thereupon blew his nose noisily into a large cotton 
handkerchief and withdrew in senile agitation, bearing 
off some family letters and memoranda without im- 
portance. Ultimately a journalist anxious to know some- 
thing of the fate of his ‘dear colleague’ turned up. This 
visitor informed me Kurtz’s proper sphere ought to have 
been politics ‘on the popular side.’ He had furry straight 
eyebrows, bristly hair cropped short, an eyeglass on a 
broad ribbon, and, becoming expansive, confessed his 
opinion that Kurtz really couldn’t write a bit — ^‘but 
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heavens! how that man could talk. He electrified large 
meetings. He had faith— don t you see? — ^he had the 
faith. He could get himself to believe anything — any- 
thing. He would have been a splendid leader of an ex- 
treme party.’ What party?’ I asked. ‘Any party,’ an- 
swered the other. ‘He was an — an — extremist.’ Did I 
not think so? I assented. Did I know, he asked, with a 
sudden flash of curiosity, what it was that had induced 
him to go out there?’ ‘Yes,’ said I, and forthwith handed 
him the famous report for publication, if he thought fit. 
He glanced through it hurriedly, mumbling all the time, 
judged ‘it would do,’ and took himself off with this 
plunder. 

“Thus I was left at last with a slim packet of letters 
and the girl’s portrait. She struck me as beautiful — I 
mean she had a beautiful expression. I know that the 
sunlight can be made to lie, too, yet one felt that no 
manipulation of light and pose could have conveyed the 
delicate shade of truthfulness upon those features. She 
seemed ready to listen without mental reservation, with- 
out suspicion, without a thought for herself. I concluded 
I would go and give her back her portrait and those 
letters myself. Curiosity? Yes; and also some other feel- 
ing perhaps. All that had been Kurtz’s had passed out 
of my hands: his soul, his body, his station, his plans, 
his ivory, his career. There remained only his memory 
and his Intended — and I wanted to give that up, too, to 
the past, in a way — to surrender personally all that re- 
mained of him with me to that oblivion which is the last 
word of our common fate. I don’t defend myself. I had 
no clear perception of what it was I really wanted. Per- 
haps it was an impulse of unconscious loyalty, or the ful- 
filment of one of these ironic necessities that lurk in the 
facts of human existence. I don’t know. I can’t tell. But 
I went. 
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*‘I thought his memory was like the other memories 
of the dead that accumulate in every man’s life — st 
vague impress on the brain of shadows that had fallen 
on it in their swift and final passage; but before the high 
and ponderous door, between the tall houses of a street 
as still and decorous as a well-kept alley in a cemetery, 
I had a vision of him on the stretcher, opening his mouth 
voraciously, as if to devour all the earth with all its man- 
kind. He lived then before me; he lived as much as he 
had ever lived — ^a shadow insatiable of splendid appear- 
ances, of frightful realities; a shadow darker than the 
shadow of the night, and draped nobly in the folds of a 
gorgeous eloquence. The vision seemed to enter the 
house with me — the stretcher, the phantom-bearers, the 
wild crowd of obedient worshipers, the gloom of the 
forests, the glitter of the reach between the murky 
bends, the beat of the drum, regular and mufiBed like 
the beating of a heart — ^the heart of a conquering dark- 
ness. It was a moment of triumph for the wilderness, an 
invading and vengeful rush which, it seemed to me, I 
would have to keep back alone for the salvation of an- 
other soul. And the memory of what I had heard him 
say afar there, with the homed shapes stirring at my 
back, in the glow of fires, within the patient woods, 
those broken phrases came back to me, were heard 
again in their ominous and terrifying simplicity. I re- 
membered his abject pleading, his abject threats, the 
colossal scale of his vile desires, the meanness, the tor- 
ment, the tempestuous anguish of his soul. And later on 
I seemed to see his collected languid manner, when he 
said one day, ‘This lot of ivory now is really mine. The 
company did not pay for it. I collected it myseK at a 
very great personal risk. I am afraid they will try to 
claim it as theirs though. H m. It is a difficult case. What 
do you think I ought to do— resist? Eh? I want no more 
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than justice. ... He wanted no more than justice — 
no more than justice. I rang the bell before a mahogany 
door on the first fioor, and while I waited he seemed to 
stare at me out of the glassy panel — stare with that wide 
and immense stare embracing, condemning, loathing all 
the universe. I seemed to hear the whispered cry, 'The 
horror! The horror!* 

“The dusk was falling. I had to wait in a lofty draw- 
ing room with three long windows from floor to ceiling 
that were like three luminous and bedraped columns. 
The bent gilt legs and backs of the furniture shone in 
indistinct curves. The tall marble fireplace had a cold 
and monumental whiteness. A grand piano stood mas- 
sively in a corner; with dark gleams on the flat surfaces 
like a somber and polished sarcophagus. A high door 
opened— closed. I rose. 

“She came forward, ,all in black, with a pale head, 
floating towards me in the dusk. She was in mourning. 
It was more than a year since his death, more than a 
year since the news came; she seemed as though she 
would remember and mourn forever. She took both my 
hands in hers and murmured, T had heard you were 
coming.’ I noticed she was not very young — I mean not 
girlish. She had a mature capacity for fidelity, for belief, 
for suffering. The room seemed to have grown darker, as 
if all the sad light of the cloudy evening had taken 
refuge on her forehead. This fair hair, this pale visage, 
this pure brow, seemed surrounded by an ashy halo 
from which the dark eyes looked out at me. Their glance 
was guileless, profound, confident, and trustful. She 
carried her sorrowful head as though she were proud of 
that sorrow, as though she would say, I — I alone know 
how to mourn for him as he deserves. But while we were 
still shaking hands, such a look of awful desolation came 
upon her face that I perceived she was one of those 
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creatures that are not the playthings of Time. For her he 
had died only yesterday. And, by Jove! the impression 
was so powerful that for me, too, he seemed to have 
died only yesterday — ^nay, this very minute. I saw her 
and him in the same instant of time — ^his death and her 
sorrow — I saw her sorrow in the very moment of his 
death. Do you understand? I saw them together — 
heard them together. She had said, with a deep catch of 
the breath, 1 have survived' while my strained ears 
seemed to hear distinctly, mingled with her tone of de- 
spairing regret, the summing-up whisper of his eternal 
condemnation. I asked myself what I was doing there, 
with a sensation of panic in my heart as though I had 
blundered into a place of cruel and absurd mysteries not 
fit for a human being to behold. She motioned me to a 
chair. We sat down. I laid the packet gently on the little 
table, and she put her hand over it. . . , ‘You knew 
him well,' she murmured, after a moment of mourning 
silence. 

‘Intimacy grows quickly out there,' I said. 1 knew 
him as well as it is possible for one man to know an- 
other.’ 

“ ‘And you admired him,' she said. It was impossible 
to know him and not to admire him. Was it?' 

“ ‘He was a remarkable man,' I said, unsteadily. Then 
before the appealing fixity of her gaze, that seemed to 
watch for more words on my lips, I went on, ‘It was 
impossible not to — ' 

“ ‘Love him,' she finished eagerly, silencing me into 
an appalled dumbness. ‘How true! how true! But when 
you think that no one knew him so well as I! I had all 
his noble confidence. I knew him best.' 

“ ‘You knew him best,' I repeated. And perhaps she 
did. But with every word spoken the room was growing 
darker, and only her forehead, smooth and white, re- 
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mained illumined by the unextinguishable light of belief 

and love. 

“ ‘You were his friend/ she went on. ‘His friend/ she 
repeated, a little louder. ‘You must have been, if he had 
given you this, and sent you to me. I feel I can speak to 
you — and oh! I must speak. I want you — ^you who have 
heard his last words — to know I have been worthy of 
him. ... It is not pride. . . . Yes! I am proud to 
know I understood him better than anyone on earth — ^he 
told me so himself. And since his mother died I have 
had no one — no one — to— to — 

“I listened. The darkness deepened. I was not even 
sure whether he had given me the right bundle. I rather 
suspect he wanted me to take care of another batch of » 
his papers which, after his death, I saw the manager 
examining under the lamp. And the girl talked, easing 
her pain in the certitude of my sympathy; she talked as 
thirsty men drink. I had heard that her engagement 
with Kurtz had been disapproved by her people. He 
wasn^t rich enough or something. And indeed I don^t 
know whether he had not been a pauper all liis life. He 
had given me some reason to infer that it was his im- 
patience of comparative poverty that drove him out 
there. 

“ . . Who was not his friend who had heard him 

speak once?* she was saying. ‘He drew men towards him 
by what was best in them.* She looked at me with in- 
tensity. ‘It is the gift of the great,* she went on, and the 
jSound of her low voice seemed to have the accompani- 
ment of all the other sounds, full of mystery, desolation, 
and sorrow, I had ever heard — the ripple of the river, 
the soughing of the trees swayed by the wind, the mur- 
murs of the crowds, the faint ring of incomprehensible 
words cried from afar, the whisper of a voice speaking 
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from beyond the threshold of an eternal darkness. ‘But 
you have heard him! You know!’ she cried. 

“ ‘Yes, I know,’ I said with something like despair 
in my heart, but bowing my head before the faith that 
was in her, before that great and saving illusion that 
shone with an unearthly glow in the darkness, in the 
triumphant darkness from which I could not have de- 
fended her — ^from which I could not even defend my- 
self. 

‘‘ What a loss to me — ^to us!’ — she corrected herself 
with beautiful generosity; then added in a murmur. 
To the world.’ By the last gleams of twilight I could 
see the glitter of her eyes, full of tears — of tears that 
would not fall. 

1 have been very happy — very fortunate — ^very 
proud,’ she went on. Too fortunate. Too happy for a 
little while. And now I am unhappy for — ^for life.” 

“She stood up; her fair hair seemed to catch all the 
remaining light in a glimmer of gold. I rose, too. 

“ ‘And of all this,’ she went on, mournfully, 'of all 
his promise, and of all his greatness, of his generous 
mind, of his noble heart, nothing remains — nothing but 
a memory. You and I — ’ 

“ We shall always remember him,’ I said, hastily. 

“ ‘No!’ she cried. It is impossible that all this should 
be lost — that such a life should be sacrificed to leave 
nothing — ^but sorrow. You know what vast plans he had. 
I knew of them, too — I could not perhaps understand — 
but others knew of them. Something must remain. His 
words, at least, have not died.’ 

“ ‘His words will remain,’ I said. 

‘“And his example,’ she whispered to herself. ‘Men 
looked up to him — his goodness shone in every act. His 
example — ’ 
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“ ‘True/ I said; ‘his example, too. Yes, his example. 
I forgot that.’ 

“ ‘But I do not. I cannot — cannot believe — not yet. 
I cannot believe that I shall never see him again, that 
nobody will see him again, never, never, never.’ 

“She put out her arms as if after a retreating figure, 
stretching them black and with clasped pale hands 
across the fading and narrow sheen of the window. 
Never see him! I saw him clearly enough then. I shall 
see this eloquent phantom as long as I live, and I shall 
see her, too, a tragic and familiar Shade, resembling in 
this gesture another one, tragic also, and bedecked with 
powerless charms, stretching bare brown arms over the 
glitter of the infernal stream, the stream of darkness. 
She said suddenly very low, ‘He died as he lived.’ 

“ ‘His end,’ said I, with dull anger stirring in me, ‘was 
in every way worthy of his life.’ 

“ ‘And I was not with him,’ she murmured. My anger 
subsided before a feeling of infinite pity. 

“ ‘Everything that could be done — ’ I mumbled. 

“ ‘Ah, but I believed in him more than anyone on 
earth — more than his own mother, more than — ^himself. 
He needed me! Me! I would have treasured every sigh, 
every word, every sign, every glance.’ 

“I felt like a chill grip on my chest. ‘Don’t,’ I said, in 
a muflled voice. 

“‘Forgive me. I — — ^have mourned so long in si- 
lence — ^in silence. ... You were with him — ^to the 
last? I think of his loneliness. Nobody near to under- 
stand him as I would have understood. Perhaps no one 
to hear. . . .’ 

“ ‘To the very end,’ I said, shakily. ‘I heard his very 
last words. . . .’ I stopped in a fright. 

“ ‘Repeat them,’ she murmured in a heartbroken tone. 
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1 want — want — ^something — something — to — ^to live 
with.’ 

“I was on the point of crying at her, ‘Don’t you hear 
them?’ The dusk was repeating them in a persistent 
whisper all around us, in a whisper that seemed to swell 
menacingly like the first whisper of a rising wind. ‘The 
horror! the horror!’ 

“ ‘His last word — to live with,’ she insisted. ‘Don’t you 
understand I loved him — loved him — I loved him!’ 

“I pulled myself together and spoke slowly. 

“ ‘The last word he pronounced was — ^your name.’ 

“I heard a light sigh and then my heart stood still, 
stopped dead short by an exulting and terrible cry, by 
the cry of inconceivable triumph and of unspeakable 
pain. ‘I knew it — I was sure!’ . . . She knew. She was 
sure. I heard her weeping; she had hidden her face in 
her hands. It seemed to me that the house would col- 
lapse before I could escape, that the heavens would fall 
upon my head. But nothing happened. The heavens do 
not fall for such a tiifle. Would they have fallen, I won- 
der, if I had rendered Kurtz that justice which was his 
due? Hadn’t he said he wanted only justice? But I 
couldn’t. I could not tell her. It would have been too 
dark — too dark altogether. . . 

Marlow ceased, and sat apart, indistinct and silent, 
in the pose of a meditating Buddha. Nobody moved for 
a time, “We have lost the first of the ebb,” said the 
director, suddenly. I raised my head. The offing was 
barred by a black bank of clouds, and the tranquil 
waterway leading to the uttermost ends of the earth 
flowed somber under an overcast sky — ^seemed to lead 
into the heart of an immense darkness. 
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, , . for this miracle or this wonder troubletfi me right gretly, 
— Boethius de Con: Phil: B. iv, Prose vi 
[on the title-page of The Mirror of the Sec] 

Calling shapes and beckoning shadows dire 
And airy tongues that syllable men's names 
On sands and shores and desert wildernesses. 

— Milton; Comus [on the title-page of Victory] 

The world of the living contains enough marvels and mysteries 
as it is; marvels and mysteries acting upon our emotions and 
intelligence in ways so inexplicable that it would almost jus- 
tify the conception of life as an enchanted state. 

— Conrad: Note to The Shadow Line 

'Terhaps life is just like that ... a dream and a fear.” 

— ^Razumov in Under Western Eyes 

“All a man can betray is his conscience.” 

— Razumov in Under Western Eyes 



editor's note 


Conrad caught his first sight of the East in the early 
months of 1883. The old barque Palestine, on which he 
sailed as second mate from London in September 1881, was 
delayed by needed repairs for a year before she left Fal- 
mouth in September 1882, and headed toward Bangkok. 
Crossing the Indian Ocean in March, she caught fire, ex- 
ploded, and was abandoned, the crew saving themselves in 
open boats. “The portals of the East” were now open to Con- 
rad, and before he took passage in a steamer from Singapore 
back to London, he saw the coasts of Java and had his first 
vision of the shores and islands which he held in memory 
the rest of his life. His earlier sailings to Australia had not 
touched the Orient, but from now on, the ports of India, 
Singapore, Java, Celebes, Borneo, Siam, Indo-China, and the 
China Seas were to figure repeatedly in his voyages. The Pal- 
estine herself became the Judea when he wrote her story in 
“Youth” in 1898, and the closing pages of that tale summon 
up the splendor and mystery with which the East fixed itself 
in Conrad’s imagination: “. . . the first sight of the East on 
my face. That I can never forget. It was impalpable and en- 
slaving like a charm, like a whispered promise of mysterious 
delight ... for me all the East is contained in that vision 
of my youth.” From Almayers Folly in 1895 to The Rescue 
in 1920 it remained a recurring presence in his fiction, a 
world that responded alike to his secret fears and romantic 
fancies, always able to call his most evocative phrases from 
his pen: “The islands are very quiet. One sees them lying 
about, clothed in their dark garments of leaves, in a great 
hush of silver and azure, where the sea without murmurs 
meets the sky in a ring of magic stillness. A sort of smiling 
somnolence broods over them; the very voices of their people 
are soft and subdued, as if afraid to break some protecting 
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The East that Conrad brought into the English novel has 
its points of kinship with the exoticism which other writers 
— Morier, Kipling, Stevenson, Haggard, and Maugham — 
brought into modern fiction. It always carries overtones of 
the fabulous and inscrutable, and frequently it lays Conrad 
open to the criticism of specialists like his friend Sir Hugh 
Clifford, who accused him of idealizing and romanticizing 
his Malays and their world. The Orient of Almayer, of Wil- 
lems (An Outcast of the Islands), of Heyst (Victory), and of 
Lingard and Mrs. Travers (The Rescue) is a cognate of the 
sea, a world of more elemental nature, elusive influences, 
impalpable forces, in which the conscious personality of 
Western man dissolves and encounters a play of instinct and 
passions unbroken to the reason and the assertive wills of 
civilized hfe. But at its best, it becomes the medium for an 
authentic allegory of psychic and moral conflict, where the 
aggressive egoisms of Europe meet the challenge of powe* ; 
they have forgotten or denied, and where life resumes the 
terms of a primary hostility and danger. That Conrad was 
able to engage those terms in a drama wholly western is testi- 
fied to by books in which the sea and the East figure slightly 
or not at all — Nostromo, The Secret Agent, Under Western 
Eyes, and Chance; but when the more elusive psychic and 
subconscious elements of mankind taxed his imagination, it 
was toward the East that he turned — toward the spectral at- 
mosphere evoked for “II Conde” in Naples, toward the re- 
moter shores of Borneo or Indo-China or the Malay states, or 
toward the ultimate island which gave him the setting of his 
most intense and sustained allegorical drama in Victory, 
“II Conde” leads us in that direction, and in “The Secret 
Sharer” we enter fully the “destructive element” of human 
error and guilt, where the sea and the East combine to create 
one of Conrad's most powerful fables of the mystery man 
must know and master before he can, in Stein s words in 
Lord Jim, save himself from himself. 

An English critic, V. S. Pritchett, has recently guessed that 
“Conrad seems to have turned the Polish exile's natural pre- 
occupation with nationality, history, defeat and unavailing 
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struggle from his own country to these Eastern islands. The 
natives are a defeated people. They remember massacre. 
They live under Dutch and English overlords, swindled by 
Arab traders, with eyes and hearts in the past. . . . They are 
really transplantations from Polish history. They are an exile’s 
interpretation of the bloody history of the islands, and of the 
historical situation at the time he was writing. And knowing 
the situation, he knows the intrigue — ^how it is something 
which goes far deeper than human idiosyncrasy and private 
jealousy or ambition, but is the ferment of a defeated society 
itself.” And Conrad does go further: ‘‘this gift of his is turned 
from society to psychology, that is to say, to a man’s intrigue 
with himself.” That intrigue, already dramatized in Lord Jim, 
receives its perfected version in “The Secret Sharer,” wherein 
Leggatt, the murderer, “a fugitive and a vagabond on the 
earth, with no brand of the curse on his sane forehead to stay 
a slaying hand,” becomes the double of the ship captain who 
saves him from the sea and hides him ( “I wondered how far 
I should turn out faithful to that ideal conception of one’s 
own personality every man sets up for himself secretly”). 
The fugitive comes out of the sea under cover of darkness; 
he wears, as Miss M. C. Bradbrook has noted, a sleeping suit, 
the garb of the unconscious life; and when he finally leaves 
the ship again with the captain’s connivance, he slips back 
again into the sea at night. But he has left the captain with 
a knowledge of himself he never had before. He has shared 
the secret of the guilt all men carry behind their pride and 
courage. 

“H Conde” (whose title, as Conrad admitted, was mis- 
spelled, il being Italian, conde Spanish; it presumably sliould 
be “11 Conte” — “The Count” in Italian) was written in 1907 
and included in A Set of Six in 1908. “The Lagoon,” one of 
his first short stories, was written in 1896, and included in 
Tales of Unrest in 1898. “The Secret Sharer” was written 
in November 1909 and pubhshed in *Twixt Land and Sea 
in 1912. 



Il Conde 

**Vedi Napoli e poi morf.’ 


T he first time we got into conversation was in the 
National Museum in Naples, in the rooms on the 
ground floor containing the famous collection of bronzes 
from Herculaneum and Pompeii: that marvelous legacy 
of antique art whose delicate perfection has been pre- 
served for us by the catastrophic fury of a volcano. 

He addressed me first, over the celebrated Resting 
Hermes which we had been looking at side by side. He 
said the right things about that wholly admirable piece. 
Nothing profound. His taste was natural rather than 
cultivated. He had obviously seen many fine things in 
his life and appreciated them; but he had no jargon of a 
dilettante or the connoisseur. A hateful tribe. He spoke 
like a fairly intelligent man of the world, a perfectly un- 
affected gentleman. 

We had known each other by sight for some few days 
past. Staying in the same hotel — good, but not extrava- 
gantly up to date — I had noticed him in the vestibule 
going in and out. I judged he was an old and valued 
client. The bow of the hotelkeeper was cordial in its 
deference, and he acknowledged it with familiar cour- 
tesy. For the servants he was II Conde. There was some 
squabble over a man s parasol — ^yellow silk with white 
lining sort of thing — the waiters had discovered aban- 
doned outside the dining-room door. Our gold-laced 
609 
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doorkeeper recognized it and I heard him directing one 
of the lift boys to run after 11 Conde with it. Perhaps he 
was the only count staying in the hotel, or perhaps he 
had the distinction of being the Count par excellence, 
conferred upon him because of his tried fidelity to the 
house. 

Having conversed at the Museo — (and by the by he 
had expressed his dislike of the busts and statues of 
Roman emperors in the gallery of marbles: their faces 
were too vigorous, too pronounced for him) — ^having 
conversed already in the morning I did not think I was 
intniding when in the evening, finding the dining room 
very full, I proposed to share his little table. Judging 
by the quiet urbanity of his consent he did not think so 
either. His smile was very attiactive. 

He dined in an evening waistcoat and a “smoking” 
(he called it so) with a black tie. All this of very good 
cut, not new — ^just as these things should be. He was, 
morning or evening, very correct in his dress. I have 
no doubt that his whole existence had been correct, 
well ordered and conventional, undisturbed by startling 
events. His white hair brushed upwards off a lofty fore- 
head gave him the air of an idealist, of an imaginative 
man. His white mustache, heavy but carefully trimmed 
and arranged, was not unpleasantly tinted a golden yel- 
low in the middle. The faint scent of some very good 
perfume, and of good cigars (that last an odor quite re- 
markable to come upon in Italy) reached me across the 
table. It was in his eyes that his age showed most. They 
were a little weary with creased eyelids. He must have 
been sixty or a couple of years more. And he was com- 
municative. I would not go so far as to call it garrulous 
— ^but distinctly communicative. 

He had tried various climates, of Abbazia, of the 
Riviera, of other places, too, he told me, but the only 
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one which suited him was the climate of the Gulf of 
Naples. The ancient Romans, who, he pointed out to 
me, were men expert in the art of living, knew very well 
what they were doing when they built their villas on 
these shores, in Baiae, in Vico, in Capri. They came 
down to this seaside in search of health, bringing with 
them their trains of mimes and flute-players to amuse 
their leisure. He thought it extremely probable that the 
Romans of the higher classes were specially predisposed 
to painful rheumatic afFections. 

This was the only personal opinion I heard him ex- 
press. It was based on no special erudition. He knew no 
more of the Romans than an average informed man of 
the world is expected to know. He argued from personal 
experience. He had suffered himself from a painful and 
dangerous rheumatic affection till he found relief in this 
particular spot of Southern Europe. 

This was three years ago, and ever since he had taken 
up his quarters on the shores of the gulf, either in one 
of the hotels in Sorrento or hiring a small villa in Capri. 
He had a piano, a few books; picked up transient ac- 
quaintances of a day, week, or month in the stream of 
travelers from all Europe. One can imagine him going 
out for his walks in the streets and lanes, becoming 
known to beggars, shopkeepers, children, country peo- 
ple; talking amiably over the walls to the contadini — 
and coming back to his rooms or his villa to sit before 
the piano, with his white hair brushed up and his thick 
orderly mustache, ‘‘to make a little music for myself.” 
And, of course, for a change there was Naples near by 
' — life, movement, animation, opera. A little amusement, 
as he said, is necessary for health. Mimes and flute- 
players, in fact. Only unlike the magnates of ancient 
Rome, he had no affairs of the city to call him away 
from these moderate delights. He had no affairs at all. 
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Probably he had never had any grave affairs to attend 
to in his life. It was a kindly existence, with its joys and 
sorrows regulated by the course of Nature — ^marriages, 
births, deaths — ^ruled by the prescribed usages of good 
society and protected by the State. 

He was a widower; but in the months of July and 
August he ventured to cross the Alps for six weeks on a 
visit to his married daughter. He told me her name. It 
was that of a very aristocratic family. She had a castle 
— ^in Bohemia, I think. This is as near as I ever came to 
ascertaining his nationality. His own name, strangely 
enough, he never mentioned. Perhaps he thought 1 had 
seen it on the published list. Truth to say, I never 
looked. At any rate, he was a good European — ^he spoke 
four languages to my certain knowledge — and a man of 
fortune. Not of great fortune evidently and appropri- 
ately. I imagine that to be extremely rich would have 
appeared to him improper, outre — too blatant alto- 
gether. And obviously, too, the fortune was not of his 
making. The making of a fortune cannot be achieved 
without some roughness. It is a matter of temperament. 
His nature was too kindly for strife. In the course of con- 
versation he mentioned his estate quite by the way, in 
reference to that painful and alarming rheumatic affec- 
tion. One year, staying incautiously beyond the Alps as 
late as the middle of September, he had been laid up 
for three months in that lonely country house with no 
one but his valet and the caretaking couple to attend to 
him. Because, as he expressed it, he “kept no establish- 
ment there.” He had only gone for a couple of days to 
confer with his land agent. He promised himself never 
to be so imprudent in the future. The first weeks of 
September would find him on the shores of his beloved 
gulf. 

Sometimes in traveling one comes upon such lonely 
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men, whose only business is to wait for the unavoidable. 
Deaths and marriages have made a solitude round them, 
and one really cannot blame their endeavors to make 
the waiting as easy as possible. As he remarked to me, 
"At my time of life freedom from physical pain is a very 
important matter.” 

It must not be imagined that he was a wearisome 
hypochondriac. He was really much too well bred to be 
a nuisance. He had an eye for the small weaknesses of 
humanity. But it was a good-natured eye. He made a 
restful, easy, pleasant companion for the hours between 
dinner and bedtime. We spent three evenings together, 
and then I had to leave Naples in a hurry to look after 
a friend who had fallen seriously ill in Taormina. Hav- 
ing nothing to do, II Conde came to see me oflF at the 
station. I was somewhat upset, and his idleness was 
always ready to take a kindly form. He was by no means 
an indolent man. 

He went along the train peering into the carriages for 
a good seat for me, and then remained talking cheerily 
from below. He declared he would miss me that evening 
very much and announced his intention of going after 
dinner to listen to the band in the public garden, the 
Villa Nazionale. He would amuse himself by hearing 
excellent music and looking at the best society. There 
would be a lot of people, as usual. 

I seem to see him yet — ^his raised face with a friendly 
smile under the thick mustaches, and his kind, fatigued 
eyes. As the train began to move, he addressed me in 
two languages: first in French, saying, "Bon voyage"*; 
then, in his very good, somewhat emphatic English, 
encouragingly, because he could see my concern: “All 
will — ^be — well — ^yet!” 

My friend's illness having taken a decidedly favorable 
turn, I returned to Naples on the tenth day. I cannot say 
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I had given much thought to 11 Conde during my ab- 
sence, but entering the dining room I looked for him in 
his habitual place. I had an idea he might have gone 
back to Sorrento to his piano and his books and his fish- 
ing. He was great friends with all the boatmen, and 
fished a good deal with lines from a boat. But I made 
out his white head in the crowd of heads, and even from 
a distance noticed something unusual in his attitude. In- 
stead of sitting erect, gazing all round with alert urban- 
ity, he drooped over his plate. I stood opposite him for 
some time before he looked up, a little wildly, if such 
a strong word can be used in connection with his correct 
appearance. 

*‘Ah, my dear sirl Is it you?’* he greeted me. "I hope 
all is well.” 

He was very nice about my friend. Indeed, he was 
always nice, with the niceness of people whose hearts 
are genuinely humane. But this time it cost him an ef- 
fort. His attempts at general conversation broke down 
into dullness. It occurred to me he might have been in- 
disposed. But before I could frame the inquiry he mut- 
tered: 

‘You find me here very sad.” 

“I am sorry for that,” I said. “You haven’t had bad 
news, I hope?” 

It was very kind of me to take an interest. No. It was 
not that. No bad news, thank God. And he became very 
still as if holding his breath. Then, leaning forward a 
little, and in an odd tone of awed embarrassment, he 
took me into his confidence. 

"The truth is that I have had a very — a very — ^how 
shall I say? — abominable adventure happen to me.” 

The energy of the epithet was sufficiently startling in 
that man of moderate feelings and toned-down vocabu- 
lary. llie word unpleasant I should have thought would 
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have fitted amply the worst experience likely to befall 
a man of his stamp. And an adventure, too. Incredible! 
But it is in human nature to believe the worst; and I 
confess I eyed him stealthily, wondering what he had 
been up to. In a moment, however, my unworthy sus- 
picions vanished. There was a fundamental refinement 
of nature about the man which made me dismiss all idea 
of some more or less disreputable scrape. 

‘Tt is very serious. Very serious.” He went on, nerv- 
ously. ‘1 will tell you after dinner, if you will allow me.” 

I expressed my perfect acquiescence by a little bow, 
nothing more. I wished him to understand that I was 
not likely to hold him to that offer, if he thought better 
of it later on. We talked of indifferent things, but with 
a sense of difficulty quite unlike our former easy, gossipy 
intercourse. The hand raising a piece of bread to his 
lips, I noticed, trembled slightly. This symptom, in re- 
gard to my reading of the man, was no less than star- 
tling. 

In the smoking room he did not hang back at all. 
Directly we had taken our usual seats he leaned side- 
ways over the arm of his chair and looked straight into 
my eyes earnestly. 

‘‘You remember,” he began, “that day you went 
away? I told you then I would go to the Villa Nazionale 
to hear some music in the evening.” 

I remembered. His handsome old face, so fresh for 
his age, unmarked by any trying experience, appeared 
haggard for an instant. It was like the passing of a 
shadow. Returning his steadfast gaze, I took a sip of my 
black coffee. He was systematically minute in his nar- 
rative, simply in order, I think, not to let his excitement 
get the better of him. 

After leaving the railway station, he had an ice, and 
read the paper in a cafe. Then he went back to the hotels 
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dressed for dinner, and dined with a good appetite. 
After dinner he lingered in the hall (there were chairs 
and tables there) smoking his cigar; talked to the little 
girl of the Primo Tenore of the San Carlo Theater, and 
exchanged a few words with that “amiable lady,” the 
wife of the Primo Tenore. There was no performance 
that evening, and these people were going to the Villa 
also. They went out of the hotel. Very well. 

At the moment of following their example — ^it was 
half-past nine already — he remembered he had a rather 
large sum of money in his pocketbook. He entered, 
therefore, the office and deposited the greater part of it 
with the bookkeeper of the hotel. This done, he took 
a carozella and drove to the seashore. He got out of the 
cab and entered the Villa on foot from the Largo di 
Vittoria end. 

He stared at me very hard. And I understood then 
how really impressionable he was. Every small fact and 
event of that evening stood out in his memory as if 
endowed with mystic significance. If he did not mention 
to me the color of the pony which drew the carozella y 
and the aspect of the man who drove, it was a mere 
oversight arising from his agitation, which he repressed 
manfully. 

He had then entered the Villa Nazionale from the 
Largo di Vittoria end. The Villa Nazionale is a public 
pleasure-ground laid out in grass plots, bushes, and 
flowerbeds between the houses of the Riviera di Chiaja 
and the waters of the bay. Alleys of trees, more or less 
parallel, stretch its whole length — which is considerable. 
On the Riviera di Chiaja side the electric tramcars run 
close to the railings. Between the garden and the sea is 
the fashionable drive, a broad road bordered by a low 
wall, beyond which the Mediterranean splashes with 
gentle murmurs when the weather is fine. 
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As life goes on late at night in Naples, the broad drive 
was all astir with a brilliant swarm of carriage lamps 
moving in pairs, some creeping slowly, others running 
rapidly under the thin, motionless line of electric lamps 
defining the shore. And a brilliant swarm of stars hung 
above the land humming with voices, piled up with 
houses, glittering with lights — and over the silent flat 
shadows of the sea. 

The gardens themselves are not very well lit. Our 
friend went forward in the warm gloom, his eyes fixed 
upon a distant luminous region extending nearly across 
the whole width of the Villa, as if the air had glowed 
there with its own cold, bluish, and dazzling light. This 
magic spot, behind the black trunks of trees and masses 
of inky foliage, breathed out sweet sounds mingled 
with bursts of brassy roar, sudden clashes of metal, and 
grave, vibrating thuds. 

As he walked on, all these noises combined together 
into a piece of elaborate music whose harmonious 
phrases came persuasively through a great disorderly 
murmur of voices and shuflBing of feet on the gravel of 
that open space. An enormous crowd immersed in the 
electric light, as if in a bath of some radiant and tenuous 
fluid shed upon their heads by luminous globes, drifted 
in hundreds round the band. Hundreds more sat on 
chairs in more or less concentric circles, receiving un- 
flinchingly the great waves of sonority that ebbed out 
into the darkness. The Count penetrated the throng, 
drifted with it in tranquil enjoyment, listening and look- 
ing at the faces. All people of good society: mothers 
with their daughters, parents and children, young men 
and young women all talking, smiling, nodding to each 
other. Very many pretty faces, and very many pretty 
toilettes. There was, of course, a quantity of diverse 
types; showy old fellows with white mustaches, fat men. 
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thin men, ofiBcers in uniform; but what predominated, 
he told me, was the South Italian type of young man, 
with a colorless, clear complexion, red lips, jet-black 
little mustache and liquid black eyes so wonderfully 
effective in leering or scowling. 

Withdrawing from the throng, the Count shared a 
little table in front of the cafe with a young man of just 
such a type. Our friend had some lemonade. The young 
man was sitting moodily before an empty glass. He 
looked up once, and then looked down again. He also 
tilted his hat forward. Like this — 

The Count made the gesture of a man pulling his hat 
down over his brow, and went on: 

'1 think to myself: he is sad; something is wrong with 
him; young men have their troubles. I take no notice of 
him, of course. I pay for my lemonade, and go away.” 

Strolling about in the neighborhood of the band, the 
Count thinks he saw twice that young man wandering 
alone in the crowd. Once their eyes met. It must have 
been the same young man, but there were so many there 
of that type that he could not be certain. Moreover, he 
was not very much concerned except in so far that he 
had been struck by the marked, peevish discontent of 
that face. 

Presently, tired of the feeling of confinement one ex- 
periences in a crowd, the Count edged away from the 
band. An alley, very somber by contrast, presented itself 
invitingly with its promise of solitude and coolness. He 
entered it, walking slowly on till the sound of the orches- 
tra became distinctly deadened. Then he walked back 
and turned about once more. He did this several times 
before he noticed that there was somebody occupying 
one of the benches. 

The spot being midway between two lampposts the 
light was faint. 
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The man lolled back in the corner of the seat, his legs 
stretched out, his arms folded and his head drooping 
on his breast. He never stirred, as though he had fallen 
asleep there, but when the Count passed by next time 
he had changed his attitude. He sat leaning forward. 
His elbows were propped on his knees, and his hands 
were rolling a cigarette. He never looked up from that 
occupation. 

The Count continued his stroll away from the band. 
He returned slowly, he said. I can imagine him enjoying 
to the full, but with his usual tranquility, the balminess 
of this southern night and the sounds of music softened 
delightfully by the distance. 

Presently, he approached for the third time the man 
on the garden seat, still leaning forward with his elbows 
on his knees. It was a dejected pose. In the semiob- 
scurity of the alley his high shirt collar and his cuffs 
made small patches of vivid whiteness. The Count said 
that he had noticed him getting up brusquely as if to 
walk away, but almost before he was aware of it the 
man stood before him asking in a low, gentle tone 
whether the signore would have the kindness to oblige 
him with a light. 

The Count answered this request by a polite “Cer- 
tainly/’ and dropped his hands with the intention of 
exploring both pockets of his trousers for the matches. 

“I dropped my hands,” he said, “but I never put them 
in my pockets. I felt a pressure there — 

He put the tip of his finger on a spot close under his 
breastbone, the very spot of the human body where a 
Japanese gentleman begins the operations of the hara- 
kiri, which is a form of suicide following upon dishonor, 
upon an intolerable outrage to the delicacy of one's 
feelings. 

“I glance down,” the Count continued in an awe- 
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Struck voice, ‘and what do I see? A knifel A long 

knife—” 

“You don't mean to say,” I exclaimed, amazed, “that 
you have been held up like this in the Villa at half-past 
ten o'clock, within a stone's throw of a thousand peo- 
ple!'' 

He nodded several times, staring at me with all his 
might. 

“The clarinet,” he declared, solemnly, “was finishing 
its solo, and I assure you I could hear every note. Then 
the band crashed fortissimo, and that creature rolled 
its eyes and gnashed its teeth hissing at me with the 
greatest ferocity, ‘Be silent! No noise or — ' ” 

I could not get over my astonishment. 

“What sort of knife was it?” I asked, stupidly. 

“A long blade. A stiletto — ^perhaps a kitchen knife. 
A long narrow blade. It gleamed. And his eyes gleamed. 
His white teeth, too. I could see them. He was very 
ferocious. I thought to myself: ‘If I hit him he will kill 
me.' How could I fight with him? He had the knife and 
I had nothing. I am nearly seventy, you know, and that 
was a young man. I seemed even to recognize him. The 
moody young man of the cafe. The young man I met in 
the crowd. But I could not tell. There are so many like 
him in this country.” 

The distress of that moment was reflected in his face. 
I should think that physically he must have been para- 
lyzed by surprise. His thoughts, however, remained 
extremely active. They ranged over every alarming pos- 
sibility. The idea of setting up a vigorous shouting for 
help occurred to him, too. But he did nothing of the 
kind, and the reason why he refrained gave me a good 
opinion of his mental self-possession. He saw in a flash 
that nothing prevented the other from shouting, too. 
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'That young man might in an instant have thrown 
away his knife and pretended I was the aggressor. Why 
not? He might have said I attacked him. Why not? It 
was one incredible story against another! He might have 
said anything — ^bring some dishonoring charge against 
me — what do I know? By his dress he was no common 
robber. He seemed to belong to the better classes. What 
could I say? He was an Italian — I am a foreigner. Of 
course, I have my passport, and there is our consul — ^but 
to be arrested, dragged at night to the police office like 
a criminal!” 

He shuddered. It was in his character to shrink from 
scandal, much more than from mere death. And cer- 
tainly for many people this would have always remained 
— considering certain peculiarities of Neapolitan man- 
ners — a deucedly queer story. The Count was no fool. 
His belief in the respectable placidity of life having 
received this rude shock, he thought that now anything 
might happen. But also a notion came into his head that 
this young man was perhaps merely an infuriated luna- 
tic. 

This was for me the first hint of his attitude towards 
this adventure. In his exaggerated delicacy of sentiment 
he felt that nobody’s self-esteem need be affected by 
what a madman may choose to do to one. It became ap- 
parent, however, that the Count was to be denied that 
consolation. He enlarged upon the abominably savage 
way in which that young man rolled his glistening eyes 
and gnashed his white teeth. The band was going now 
through a slow movement of solemn braying by all the 
trombones, with deliberately repeated bangs of the big 
drum. 

“But what did you do?” I asked, greatly excited. 

“Nothing,” answered the Count. “I let my hands hang 
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down very stiD. I told him quietly I did not intend mak« 
ing a noise. He snarled like a dog, then said in an ordi- 
nary voice: 

“ yostro portofolio* ** 

"So I naturally,” continued the Count — and from this 
point acted the whole thing in pantomime. Holding me 
with his eyes, he went through all the motions of reach- 
ing into his inside breast pocket, taking out a pocket- 
book, and handing it over. But that young man, still 
bearing steadily on the knife, refused to touch it. 

He directed the Count to take the money out him- 
self, received it into his left hand, motioned the pocket- 
book to be returned to the pocket, all this being done to 
the sweet trilling of flutes and clarinets sustained by 
the emotional drone of the hautboys. And the "young 
man,” as the Count called him, said: "This seems very 
little.” 

"It was, indeed, only 340 or 360 lire,” the Count 
pursued. "I had left my money in the hotel, as you 
know. I told him this was all I had on me. He shook his 
head impatiently and said: 

" yostro orologio/ ” 

The Count gave me the dumb show of pulling out 
his watch, detaching it. But, as it happened, the valu- 
able gold half-chronometer he possessed had been left 
at a watchmaker’s for cleaning. He wore that evening 
(on a leather guard) the Waterbury fifty-franc thing he 
used to take with him on his fishing expeditions. Per- 
ceiving the nature of this booty, the well-dressed robber 
made a contemptuous clicking sound with his tongue 
like this, "Tse-Ahl” and waved it away hastily. Then, 
as the Count was returning the disdained object to his 
pocket, he demanded with a threateningly increased 
pressure of the knife on the epigastrium, by way of re- 
minder: 
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‘*Vostri anellL** 

“One of the rings,” went on the Count, “was given 
me many years ago by my wife; the other is the signet 
ring of my father. I said, ‘No. That you shall not have!* ” 

Here the Count reproduced the gesture correspond- 
ing to that declaration by clapping one hand upon the 
Other, and pressing both thus against his chest. It was 
touching in its resignation. “That you shall not have,** 
he repeated, firmly, and closed his eyes, fully expecting 
— don*t know whether I am right in recording that 
such an unpleasant word had passed his lips — fully ex- 
pecting to feel himself being — I really hesitate to say — 
being disemboweled by the push of the long, sharp 
blade resting murderously against the pit of his stomach 
— ^the very seat, in all human beings, of anguishing 
sensations. 

Great waves of harmony went on flowing from the 
band. 

Suddenly the Count felt the nightmarish pressure 
removed from the sensitive spot. He opened his eyes. 
He was alone. He had heard nothing. It is probable 
that “the young man” had departed, with light steps, 
some time before, but the sense of the horrid pressure 
had lingered even after the knife had gone. A feeling 
of weakness came over him. He had just time to stagger 
to the garden seat. He felt as though he had held his 
breath for a long time. He sat all in a heap, panting with 
the shock of the reaction. 

The band was executing, with immense bravura, the 
complicated finale. It ended with a tremendous crash. 
He heard it, unreal and remote, as if his ears had been 
stopped, and then the hard clapping of a thousand, 
more or less, pairs of hands, like a sudden hail shower 
passing away. The profound silence which succeeded 
recalled him to himself. 
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A tramcar resembKng a long glass box wherein people 
sat with their heads strongly lighted, ran along swiftly 
within sixty yards of the spot where he had been 
robbed. Then another rustled by, and yet another going 
the other way The audience about the band had broken 
up, and were entering the alley in small conversing 
groups. The Count sat up straight and tried to think 
calmly of what had happened to him. The vileness of 
it took his breath away again. As far as I can make it out 
he was disgusted with himself. I do not mean to say 
with his behavior. Indeed, if his pantomimic rendering 
of it for my information was to be trusted, it was simply 
perfect. No, it was not that. He was not ashamed. He 
was shocked at being the selected victim, not of robbery 
so much as of contempt. His tranquillity had been wan- 
tonly desecrated. His lifelong, kindly nicety of outlook 
had been defaced. 

Nevertheless, at that stage, before the iron had time 
to sink deep, he was able to argue himself into com- 
parative equanimity. As his agitation calmed down 
somewhat, he became aware that he was frightfully 
hungry. Yes, hungry. The sheer emotion had made him 
simply ravenous. He left the seat and, after walking for 
some time, found himself outside the gardens and before 
an arrested tramcar, without knowing very well how he 
came there. He got in as if in a dream, by a sort of 
instinct. Fortunately he found in his trouser pocket a 
copper to satisfy the conductor. Then the car stopped, 
and as everybody was getting out he got out, too. He 
recognized the Piazza San Ferdinando, but apparently 
it did not occur to him to take a cab and drive to the 
hotel. He remained in distress on the Piazza like a lost 
dog, thinking vaguely of the best way of getting some- 
thing to eat at once. 
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Suddenly he remembered his twenty-franc piece. He 
explained to me that he had that piece of French gold 
for something like three years. He used to carry it about 
with him as a sort of reserve in case of accident. Any- 
body is liable to have his pocket picked — a quite dif- 
ferent thing from a brazen and insulting robbery. 

The monumental arch of the Galleria Umberto faced 
him at the top of a noble flight of stairs. He climbed 
these without loss of time, and directed his steps to- 
wards the Cafe Umberto. All the tables outside were 
occupied by a lot of people who were drinking. But as 
he wanted something to eat, he went inside into the 
cafe, which is divided into aisles by square pillars set 
all round with long looking glasses. The Count sat down 
on a red plush bench against one of these pillars, wait- 
ing for his risotto. And his mind reverted to his abomi- 
nable adventure. 

He thought of the moody, well-dressed young man, 
with whom he had exchanged glances in the crowd 
around the bandstand, and who, he felt confident, was 
the robber. Would he recognize him again? Doubtless. 
But he did not want ever to see him again. The best 
thing was to forget this humiliating episode. 

The Count looked round anxiously for the coming of 
his risotto, and, behold! to the left against the wall — 
there sat the young man. He was alone at a table, with 
a bottle of some sort of wine or syrup and a carafe of 
iced water before him. The smooth olive cheeks, the 
red lips, the little jet-black mustache turned up gal- 
lantly, the fine black eyes a little heavy and shaded by 
long eyelashes, that peculiar expression of cruel dis- 
content to be seen only in the busts of some Roman 
emperors — ^it was he, no doubt at all. But that was a 
type. The Count looked away hastily. The young officer 
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over there reading a paper was like that, too. Same type, 
Two young men farther away playing checkers also 
resembled — 

The Count lowered his head with the fear in his heart 
of being everlastingly haunted by the vision of that 
young man. He began to eat his risotto. Presently he 
heard the young man on his left call the waiter in a 
bad-tempered tone. 

At the call, not only his own waiter, but two other 
idle waiters belonging to a quite different row of tables, 
rushed towards him with obsequious alacrity, which is 
not the general characteristic of the waiters in the Cafe 
Umberto. The young man muttered something and one 
of the waiters walking rapidly to the nearest door called 
out into the Galleria: "Tasquale! 01 Pasquale!” 

Everybody knows Pasquale, the shabby old fellow 
who, shuffling between the tables, offers for sale cigars, 
cigarettes, picture postcards, and matches to the clients 
of the cafe. He is in many respects an engaging scoun- 
drel. The Count saw the gray-haired, unshaven ruffian 
enter the cafe, the glass case hanging from his neck by 
a leather strap, and, at a word from the waiter, make his 
shuffling way with a sudden spurt to the young mans 
table. The young man was in need of a cigar with which 
Pasquale served him fawningly. The old peddler was 
going out, when the Coimt, on a sudden impulse, 
beckoned to him. 

Pasquale approached, the smile of deferential recog- 
nition combining oddly with the cynical searching ex- 
pression of his eyes. Leaning his case on the table, he 
lifted the glass lid without a word. The Count took a 
box of cigarettes and urged by a fearful curiosity, asked 
as casually as he could — 

“Tell me, Pasquale, who is that young signore sitting 
over there?” 
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The other bent over his box confidentially. 

“That, Signor Conde** he said, beginning to rearrange 
his wares busily and without looking up, “that is a 
young Cavaliere of a very good family from Bari. He 
studies in the University here, and is the chief, capo, of 
an association of young men — of very nice young men.” 

He paused, and then, with mingled discretion and 
pride of knowledge, murmured the explanatory word 
“Camorm” and shut down the lid. “A very powerful 
Camorra,” he breathed out. “The professors themselves 
respect it greatly . . . una lira e cinquanti centesimi. 
Signor Conde^'* 

Our friend paid with the gold piece. While Pasquale 
was making up the change, he observed that the young 
man, of whom he had heard so much in a few words, 
was watching the transaction covertly. After the old 
vagabond had withdrawn with a bow, the Count settled 
with the waiter and sat still. A numbness, he told me, 
had come over him. 

The young man paid, too, got up, and crossed over, 
apparently for the purpose of looking at himself in the 
mirror set in the pillar nearest to the Count's seat. He 
was dressed all in black with a dark green bow tie. The 
Count looked round, and was startled by meeting a 
vicious glance out of the corners of the other's eyes. The 
young Cavaliere from Bari (according to Pasquale; but 
Pasquale is, of course, an accomplished liar) went on 
arranging his tie, settling his hat before the glass, and 
meantime he spoke just loud enough to be heard by the. 
Count. He spoke through his teeth with the most insult* 
ing venom of contempt and gazing straight into the 
mirror. 

“Ah! So you had some gold on you — ^you old har — 
you old birba — ^you furfante! But you are not done with 
me yet.” 
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The fiendishness of his expression vanished like light- 
ning, and he lounged out of the cafe with a moody, 
impassive face. 

The poor Count, after telling me this last episode, 
fell back trembling in his chair. His forehead broke into 
perspiration. There was a wanton insolence in the spirit 
of this outrage which appalled even me. What it was 
to the Count's delicacy I wont attempt to guess. I am 
sure that if he had been not too refined to do such a 
blatantly vulgar thing as dying from apoplexy in a cafe, 
he would have had a fatal stroke there and then. All 
irony apart, my diflSculty was to keep him from seeing 
the full extent of my commiseration. He shrank from 
every excessive sentiment, and my commiseration was 
practically unbounded. It did not surprise me to hear 
that he had been in bed a week. He had got up to make 
his arrangements for leaving Southern Italy for good 
and all. 

And the man was convinced that he could not live 
through a whole year in any other climate! 

No argument of mine had any effect. It was not timid- 
ity, though he did say to me once: ‘‘You do not know 
what a Camorra is, my dear sir. I am a marked man." 
He was not afraid of what could be done to him. His 
delicate conception of his dignity was defiled by a de- 
grading experience. He couldn't stand that. No Japanese 
gentleman, outraged in his exaggerated sense of honor, 
could have gone about his preparations for hara-kiri 
with greater resolution. To go home really amounted to 
suicide for the poor Count. 

There is a saying of Neapolitan patriotism, intended 
for the information of foreigners, I presume: "See Na- 
ples and then die.” Vedi Napoli e poi mori. It is a saying 
of excessive vanity, and everything excessive was ab- 
horrent to the nice moderation of the poor Count. Yet, 
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as I was seeing him off at the railway station, I thought 
he was behaving with singular fidelity to its conceited 
spirit. Vedi Napoli! ... He had seen it! He had seen it 
with startling thoroughness — and now he was going to 
his grave. He was going to it by the train de luxe of the 
International Sleeping Car Company, via Trieste and 
Vienna. As the four long, somber coaches pulled out of 
the station I raised my hat with the solemn feeling of 
paying the last tribute of respect to a funeral cortege. 
ll Conde’s profile, much aged already, glided away from 
me in stony immobility, beliind the lighted pane of glass 
—Vedi Napoli e poi mori! 



The Lagoon 


T he white man, leaning with both arms over the 
roof of the little house in the stern of the boat, said 
to the steersman: 

“We will pass the night in Arsat’s clearing. It is late.” 
The Malay only grunted, and went on looking fixedly 
at the river. The white man rested his chin on his 
crossed arms and gazed at the wake of the boat. At the 
end of the straight avenue of forests cut by the intense 
glitter of the river, the sun appeared unclouded and 
dazzling, poised low over the water that shone smoothly 
like a band of metal. The forests, somber and dull, stood 
motionless and silent on each side of the broad stream. 
At the foot of big, towering trees, trunkless nipa palms 
rose from the mud of the bank, in bunches of leaves 
enormous and heavy, that hung unstirring over the 
brown swirl of eddies. In the stillness of the air every 
tree, every leaf, every bough, every tendril of creeper 
and every petal of minute blossoms seemed to have been 
bewitched into an immobility perfect and final. Noth- 
ing moved on the river but the eight paddles that rose 
flashing regularly, dipped together with a single splash; 
while the steersman swept right and left with a periodic 
and sudden flourish of his blade describing a glint- 
ing semicircle above his head. The churned-up water 
frothed alongside with a confused murmur. And the 
white man s canoe, advancing upstream in the short- 
630 
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lived disturbance of its own making, seemed to enter fhp. 
por tals of a land from which the very memory of mption 

had forever .departed. 

The white man, turning his back upon the setting sun, 
looked along the empty and broad expanse of the sea- 
reach. For the last three miles of its course the wander- 
ing, hesitating river, as if enticed irresistibly by the free- 
dom of an open horizon, flows straight into the sea, 
flows straight to the east — to the east that harbors both 
light and darkness. Astern of the boat the repeated call 
of some bird, a cry discordant and feeble, skipped along 
over the smooth water and lost itself, before it could 
reach the other shore, in the breathless silence of the 
world. 

The steersman dug his paddle into the stream, and 
held hard with stiffened arms, his bqdy thrown forward. 
The water gurgled aloud; and suddenly the long 
straight reach seemed to pivot on its center, the forests 
swung in a semicircle, and the slanting beams of sun- 
sei^touchcd the broadside of the canoe with a fiery glow, 
throwing the slender and distorted shadows of its crew 
upon the streaked glitter of the river. The white man 
turned to look ahead. The course of the boat had been 
altered at right angles to the stream, and the carved 
dragon head of its prow was pointing now at a gap in 
the fringing bushes of the bank. It glided through, 
brushing the overhanging twigs, and disappeared from 
the river like some slim and amphibious creature leaving 
the water for its lair in the forests. *' • 

The narrow creek was like a ditch: tortuous, fabu- 
lously deep; filled with gloom under the thin strip of 
pure and shining blue of the heaven. Immense trees 
soared up, invisible behind the festooned draperies of 
creepers. Here and there, near the glistening blackness 
of the water, a twisted root of some tall tree showed 



632 EUROPE, ASIA, AND THE EAST 

amongst the tracery of small ferns, black and ^yritlji- 
ing and motionless, like an arrested snak e. The short 
words of the paddlers reverberated loudly between the 
thick and somber walls of vegetation. Darkness oozed 
out from between the trees, through the tangled maze 
of the creepers, from behind the great fantastic and un- 
stirring leaves; the darkness, mysterious and invincible; 
the darkness scented and poisonous of impenetrable 
forests.- W <• . A 

The men poled in the shoaling water. The creek 
broadened, opening out into a wide sweep of a stagnant 
lagoon. The forests receded from the marshy bank, leav- 
ing a level strip of bright green, reedy grass to frame 
the reflected blueness of the sky. A fleecy pink cloud 
drifted high above, trailing the delicate coloring of its 
image under tl^e floating leave^ ai^d the silvery blosspips 
of the lotus'. A little House , perched on^ high piles, ap- 
peared ^lack in the distance. Near it, two tall nibong 
palniSr-that seemed to have come out of the forests in 
the background, leaned slightly over the ragged roof, 
with a su ggestion of sa d tenderness and care in th e 
dr<^<^p nf fhfiir Jnafy and soarmgJieads. 

The steersman, pointing with his paddle, said, '‘Arsat 
is there. I see his canoe fast between the piles.” 

The polers ran along the sides of the boat glancing 
over their shoulders at the end of the day's journey. 
They would have preferred to spend the night some- 
where else than on this lagoon of weird aspect and 
ghostly reputation. Moreover, they disliked Arsat, first 
as a stranger, and also because he who repairs a ruined 
house, and dwells in it, proclaims that he is not afraid 
to live amongst the spirits that haunt the places aban- 
doned by mankind. Such a man can disturb the course 
of fate by glances or words; while his familiar ghosts 
are not easy to propitiate by casual wayfarers upon 
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whom they long to wreak the malice of their human 
master. White men care not for such things, being un- 
believers and in league with the Father of Evil, who 
leads them unharmed through the invisible dangers of 
this world. To the warnings of the righteous they op- 
pose an offensive pretense of disbelief. What is there to 
be done? 

So they thought, throwing their weight on the end of 
their long poles. The big canoe glided on swiftly, noise- 
lessly, and smoothly, towards Arsat s clearing, till, in a 
great rattling of poles thrown down, and the loud mur- 
murs of “Allah be praised!” it came with a gentle knock 
against the crooked piles below the house. 

The boatmen with uplifted faces shouted discord- 
antly, “Arsat! O Arsat!” Nobody came. The white man 
began to climb the rude ladder giving access to the 
bamboo platform before the house. The juragan of the 
boat said sulkily, “We will cook in the sampan, and 
sleep on the water.” 

“Pass my blankets and the basket,” said the white 
man, curtly. 

He knelt on the edge of the platform to receive the 
bundle. Then the boat shoved off, and the white man, 
standing up, confronted Arsat, who had come out 
tlirough the low door of his hut. He \vas a man young, 
powerful, with broad chest and muscular arms. He had 
nothing on but his sarong. His head was bare. His big, 
soft e) es stared eagerly at the white man, but his voice 
and demeanor were composed as he asked, without any 
words of greeting: 

“Have you medicine, Tuan?” 

“No,” said the visitor in a startled tone. “No. Why? 
Is there sickness in the house?” 

“Enter and see,” replied Arsat, in the same calm man- 
ner, and turning short round, passed again through the 
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small doorway. The white man, dropping his bundles, 

followed. 

In the dim light of the dwelling he made out on a 
couch of bamboos a woman stretched on her back under 
a broad sheet of red cotton cloth. She lay still, as if dead; 
but her big eyes, wide open, glittered in the gloom, 
Staring upwards at the slender rafters, motionless and 
unseeing. She was in a high, fever, and evidently uncon- 
scious. Her cheeks were sunk slightly, her lips were 
partly open, and on the young face there was the omi- 
nous and fixed expression — the absorbed, contemplating 
expression of the unconscious who are going to die. The 
two men stood looking down at her in silence. 

"Has she been long ill?’’ asked the traveler. 

"I have not slept for five nights,” answered the Malay, 
in a deliberate tone. "At first she heard voices calling her 
from the water and struggled against me who held her. 
But since the sun of today rose she hears nothing — she 
hears not me. She sees nothing. She sees not me — me!” 

He remained silent for a minute, then asked softly: 

"Tuan, will she die?” 

"I fear so,” said the white man, sorrowfully. He had 
known Arsat years ago, in a far country in times of 
trouble and danger, when no friendship is to be de- 
spised. And since his Malay friend had come unex- 
pectedly to dwell in the hut on the lagoon with a strange 
woman, he had slept many times there, in his journeys 
up and down the river. He liked the man who knew 
how to keep fait h in council and how to fig ht withou t 
^^fea r by the jide of his wTiite friend. He liked him — ^not 
so much perhaps as a man hkes his favorite dog— ^ut 
, stiTl hc liked him well enough to help and ask no ques- 
tions, ta think sometimes vaguely and hazily in the midst 
of his ovra pursiiits^about lonely rnah'and the long- 
haired woman with audacious face and triumphant eyes. 
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who lived together hidden by the forests — ^alone and 
feared. 

The white man came out of the hut in time to see 
the enormous conflagration of sunset put out by the 
swift and stealthy shadows that, rising like a black and 
impalpable vapor above the treetops, spread over the 
heaven, extinguishing the crimson glow of floating 
clouds and the red brilliance of departing daylight. In a 
few moments all the stars came out above the intense 
blackness of the earth and the great lagoon gleaming 
suddenly with reflected lights resembled an oval patch 
of night sky flung down into the hopeless and abysmal 
night of the wilderness. The white man had some sup- 
per out of the basket, then collecting a few sticks that 
lay about the platform, made up a small fire, not for 
warmth, but for the sake of the smdee, which would 
keep oflF the mosquitoes. He wrapped himself in the 
blankets and sat with his back against the reed wall of 
the house, smoking thoughtfully. 

Arsat came through the doorway with noiseless steps 
and squatted down by the fire. The white man moved 
his outstretched legs a little. 

“She breathes,” said Arsat in a low voice, anticipat- 
ing the expected question. ‘‘She breathes and bums as 
if with a great fire. She speaks not: she hears not — and 
burns!” 

He paused for a moment, then asked in a quiet, in- 
curious tone: 

“Tuan • . . will she die?” 

The white man moved his shoulders uneasily and 
muttered in a hesitating manner: 

“If such is her fate.” 

“No, Tuan,” said Arsat, calmly. “If such is my fate. 
I hear, I see, I wait. I remember. . . . Tuan, do you 
remember the old days? Do you remember my brother?” 
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‘‘Yes/’ said the white man. The Malay rose suddenly 
and went in. The other, sitting still outside, could hear 
the voice in the hut. Arsat said: “Hear me! Speak!” His 
words were succeeded by a complete silence. “O Di- 
amelen!” he cried, suddenly. After that cry there was a 
deep sigh. Arsat came out and sank down again in his 
old place. 

They sat in silence before the fire. There was no 
sound within the house, there was no sound near them; 
but far away on the lagoon they could hear the voices 
of the boatmen ringing fitful and distinct on the calm 
water. The fire in the bows of the sampan shone faintly 
in the distance with a hazy red glow. Then it died out. 
The voices ceased. The land and the water slept in- 
visible, unstirring and mute. It was as though there had 
been nothing left in the world but the glitter of stars 
streaming, ceaseless and vain, through the black stillness 
of the night. 

The white man gazed straight before him into the 
darkness with wide-open eyes. The fear and fascination, 
the inspiration and the wonder of death — of death near, 
unavoidable, and unseen, soothed the unrest of his race 
and stirred the most indistinct, the most intimate of his 
thoughts. The ever-ready suspicion of evil, the gnawing 
suspicion that lurks in our hearts, flowed out into the 
stillness round him — into the stillness profound and 
dumb, and made it appear untrustworthy and infamous, 
like the placid and impenetrable mask of an unjustifi- 
able violence. In that fleeting and powerful disturbance 
of his being the earth enfolded in the starlight peace be- 
came a shadowy country of inhuman strife, a battlefield 
of phantoms terrible and charming, august or ignoble, 
struggling ardently for the possession of our helpless 
hearts. An unquiet and mysterious country of inextin- 
guishable desires and fears. 
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A plaintive murmur rose in the night; a murmur sad- 
dening and startling, as if the great solitudes of sur- 
rounding woods had tried to whisper into his ear the 
wisdom of their immense and lofty indifference. Sounds 
hesitating and vague floated in the air round him, 
shaped themselves slowly into words; and at last flowed 
on gently in a murmuring stream of soft and monoto- 
nous sentences. He stirred like a man waking up and 
changed his position slightly. Arsat, motionless and 
shadowy, sitting with bowed head under the stars, was 
speaking in a low and dreamy tone: 

. . for where can we lay down the heaviness of 
our trouble but in a friend’s he^rt? A man must speak 
of -war and of love . You; Tuan, know what war is, and 
you have seen me in time of danger seek death as other 
men seek life! A writing may be lost; a lie may be writ- 
ten; but what the eye has seen is truth and remains in 
the mind!” 

‘T remember,” said the white man, quietly. Arsat 
went on with mournful composure: 

“Therefore I shall speak to you of love. Speak in the 
night. Speak before both night and love are gone — and 
the eye of day looks upon my sorrow and my shame; 
upon my blackened face; upon my burnt-up heart.” 

A sigh, short and faint, marked an almost imper- 
ceptible pause, and then his words flowed on, without a 
stir, without a gesture. 

“4fter- the time of trouble and war vv^s^Qver. and you 
went away from my country in the pnrsuif nf ynnr de.-, 
sires^ w£icK“~we, men of the islands, cannot understand, 
I and my brother became again, as we had been before, 
the sword bearers of the Ruler. You knov/ we were men 
of family, belonging to a ruling race, and more fit than 
any to carry on our right shoulder the emblem of power. 
And in the time of prosperity Si Dendring showed us 
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favor, as we, in time of sorrow, had showed to him the 
faithfulness of our courage. It was a time of peace. A 
time of deer hunts and cock fights; of idle talks and 
foolish squabbles between men whose bellies are full 
and weapons are rusty. But the sower watched the 
young rice shoots grow up without fear, and the traders 
came and went, departed lean and returned fat into the 
river of peace. They brought news, too. Brought lies 
and truth mixed together, so that no man knew when 
to rejoice and when to be sorry. We heard from them 
about you also. They had seen you here and had seen 
you there. And I was glad to hear, for ! remembered the 
stirring times, and I always remembered you, Tuan, till 
the time came when my eyes could see nothing in the 
past, because they had looked upon the one who is dy- 
ing there — ^in the house.” ^ 

He stopped to exclaim in an intense whisper, ‘‘O Mara 
bahia! O Calamity!” then went on speaking a little 
louder: , ^ , ^ 

“There’s ho worse enemy and no better friend than a 
brother, Tuan, for one brother knows another, and in 
perfect knowledge is strength for good or evil. I loved 
my brother. I went to him and told him that I could see 
nothing but one face, hear nothing but one voice. He 
told me: ‘Open your heart so that she can see what is in 
' it — and wait. Patience is wisdom. Inch! Midah may die 
or our Ruler may throw off his fear of a woman!’ ... I 
waited! ... You remember the lady with the veiled 
face, Tuan, and the fear of our Ruler before her cun- 
ning and temper. And if she wanted her servant, what 
could I do? But I fed the hunger of my heart on short 
glances and stealthy words. I loitered on the path to the 
bathhouses in the daytime, and when the sun had fallen 
behind the forest I crept along the jasmine hedges of 
the women’s courtyard. Unseeing, we spoke to one an- 
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other through the scent of flowers, through the veil of 
leaves, through the blades of long grass Aat stood still 
before our lips; so great was our prudence, so faint was 
the murmur of our great longing. The time passed 
swiftly . . . and there were whispers amongst women 
— and our enemies watched — ^my brother was gloomy, 
and I began to think of killing and of a fierce death. 
... We are of a people who take what they want — ^like 
you whites. Ther^ is a time when a man should forget 
loyalty and respect. Might and authority are given to 
rulers, but to all men is given love and strength and 
courage. My brother said, ‘You shall take her from their 
midst. We are two who are like one.' And I answered, 
‘Let it be soon, for I find no warmth in sunhght that does 
not shine upon her.’ Our time came when the Ruler and 
all the great people went to the mouth of the river to 
fish by torchlight. There were hundreds of boats, and on 
the white sand, between the water and the forests, 
dwellings of leaves were built for the households of the 
Rajahs. The smoke of cooking fires was like a blue mist 
of the evening, and many voices rang in it joyfully. 
While they were making the boats ready to beat up the 
fish, my brother came to me and said, ‘Tonight!’ I looked 
to my weapons, and when the time came our canoe 
took its place in the circle of boats caiTying the torches. 
The lights blazed on the water, but behind the boats 
there was darkness. When the shouting began and the 
excitement made them like mad we dropped out. The 
water swallowed our fire, and we floated back to the 
shore that was dark with only here and there the glim- 
mer of embers. We could hear the talk of slave girls 
amongst the sheds. Then we found a place deserted and 
silent. We waited there. She came. She came running 
along the shore, rapid and leaving no trace, like a leaf 
driven by the wind into the sea. My brother said 
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gloomily, ‘Go and take her; carry her into our boat/ I 
lifted her in my arms. She panted. Her heart was beat- 
ing against my breast. I said, 1 take you from those peo- 
ple. You came to the cry of my heart, but my arms take 
you into my boat against the will of the great!' Tt is 
right,' said my brother. We are men who take what we 
want and can hold it against many. We should have 
taken her in daylight.' I said, ‘Let us be off’; for since 
she was in my boat I began to think of our Ruler s many 
men. ‘Yes. Let us be off,’ said my brother. ‘We are cast 
out and this boat is our country now — and the sea is our 
refuge.’ He lingered with his foot on the shore, and I en- 
treated him to hasten, for I remembered the strokes of 
her heart against my breast and thought that two men 
cannot withstand a hundred. We left, paddling down- 
stream close to the bank; and as we passed by the creek 
where they were fishing, the great shouting had ceased, 
but the murmur of voices was loud like the humming of 
insects flying at noonday. The boats floated, clustered 
together, in the red light of torches, under a black roof 
of smoke; and men talked of their sport. Men that 
boasted, and praised, and jeered — men that would have 
been our friends in the morning, but on that night were 
already our enemies. We paddled swiftly past. We had 
no more friends in the country of . our birth. She sat in 
the middle of the canoe with covered face; silent as she 
is now; unseeing as she is now— -and I had no regret at 
what I was leaving because I could hear her breathing 
close to me — as I can hear her now.” 

He paused, listened with his ear turned to the door- 
way, then shook his head and went on: 

“My brother wanted to shout the cry of challenge — 
one ciy only — to let the people know we were freeborn 
robbers who trusted our arms and the great sea. And 
again 1 begged him in the name of our love to be silent. 
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Could I not hear her breathing close to me? I knew the 
pursuit would come quick enough. My brother loved 
me. He dipped his paddle without a splash. He only 
said, There is half a man in you now — the other half is 
in that woman. 1 can wait. When you are a whole man 
again, you will come back with me here to shout de- 
fiance. We are sons of the same mother.’ I made no an- 
swer. All my strength and all my spirit were in my hands 
that held the paddle — for I longed to be with her in a 
safe place beyond the reach of men’s anger and of 
women’s spite. My love was so ^reat, that I thought it 
could^uide„.n)e^t^a "country where death was^rnknown, 
ifTcould onty^capafrom Inchi Midah's fury and from 
our^ Rulfir!s sword. We paddled with haste, breathing 
through our teeth. The blades bit deep into the smooth 
water. We passed out of the river; we flew in clear chan- 
nels amongst the shallows. We s kirted t he bla ck coast; 
we skhte.dJdifi Jiand..beaches v^ereJhe sea.Jipe^Jn 
whispers to the land;^ and the gleam of white sand 
flashed back past our boat, so swiftly she ran upon the 
water. We spoke not. Only once I said, ‘Sleep, Di- 
amelen, for soon you may want all your strength.’ I 
heard the sweetness of her voice, but I never turned my 
head. The sun rose and still we went on. Water fell from 
my face like rain from a cloud. We flew in the light and 
heat. I never looked back, but I knew that my brother’s 
eyes, behind me, were looking steadily ahead, for the 
boat went as straight as a bushman’s dart, when it leaves 
the end of the sumpitan. There was no better paddler, 
no better steersman than my brother. Many times, to- 
gether, we had won races in that canoe. But we never 
had put out our strength as we did then — then, when 
for the last time we paddled together! There was no 
brav er or stronger man^in our country than my br oTher . 
I could not spare die strengEBT toTum myTiead and look 
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at him, but every moment I heard the hiss of his breath 
getting louder behind me. Still he did not speak. The 
sun was high. The heat clung to my back like a flame of 
fire. My ribs were ready to burst, but I could no longer 
get enough air into my chest. And then I felt I must cry 
out with my last breath, ‘Let us rest!' . . . ‘Good!' he 
answered; and his voice was firm. He was strong. He 
was brave. He knew not fear and no fatigue . . . My 
brother!” 

A murmur powerful and gentle, a murmur vast and 
faint; the murmur of trembling leaves, of stirring 
boughs, ran through the tangled depths of the forests, 
ran over the starry smoothness of the lagoon, and the 
water between the piles lapped the slimy timber once 
with a sudden splash. A breath of warm air touched the 
two men's faces and passed on with a mournful sound — 
a breath loud and short like an uneasy sigh of the 
dreaming earth. 

Arsat went on in an even, low voice. 

“We ran our canoe on the white beach of a little bay 
close to a long tongue of land that seemed to bar our 
road; a long wooded cape going far into the sea. My 
brother knew that place. Beyond the cape a river has 
its entrance, and through the jungle of that land there 
is a narrow path. We made a fire and cooked rice. Then 
we lay down to sleep on the soft sand in the shade of 
our canoe, while she watched. No sooner had I closed 
my eyes than I heard her cry of alarm. We leaped up. 
The sun was halfway down the sky already, and coming 
in sight in the opening of the bay we saw a prau manned 
by many paddlers. We knew it at once; it was one of our 
Rajah's praus. They were watching the shore, and saw 
us. They beat the gong, and turned the head of the prau 
into the bay. I felt my heart become weak within my 
breast. Diamelen sat on the sand and covered her face. 
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There was no escape by sea. My bi other laughed. He 
had the gun you had given him, Tuan, before you went 
away, but there was only a handful of powder. He spoke 
to me quickly; ‘Run with her along the path. I shall keep 
them back, for they have no firearms, and landing in the 
face of a man with a gun is certain death for some. Run 
with her. On the other side of that wood there is a fisher- 
man’s house — and a canoe. When I have fired all the 
shots I will follow. I am a great runner, and before they 
can come up we shall be gone. I will hold out as long as 
I can, for she is but a woman — ^that can neither run nor 
fight, but she has your heart in her weak hands.’ He 
dropped behind the canoe. The prau was coming. She 
and I ran, and as we rushed along the path I heard 
shots. My brother fired — once — ^twice— and the boom- 
ing of the gong ceased. There was silence behind us. 
That neck of land is narrow. Before I heard my brother 
fire the third shot I saw the shelving shore, and I saw 
the water again; the mouth of a broad river. We crossed 
a grassy glade. We ran down to the water. I saw a low 
hut above the black mud, and a small canoe hauled up. 
I heard another shot behind me. I thought, ‘That is his 
last charge.’ We rushed down to the canoe; a man came 
running from the hut, but I leaped on him, and we 
rolled together in the mud. Then I got up, and he lay 
still at my feet. I don’t know whether I had killed him 
or not. I and Diamelen pushed the canoe afloat. I heard 
yells behind me, and I saw my brother run across the 
glade. Many men were bounding after him. I took her 
in my arms and threw her into the boat, then leaped in 
myself. When I looked back I saw that my brother had 
fallen. He fell and was up again, but the men were 
closing round him. He shouted, 1 am comingl’ The men 
were close to him. I looked. Many men. Then I looked at 
her. Tuan, I pushed the canoe! I pushed it into deep 
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water. She was kneeling forward looking at me, and I 
said, ‘Take your paddle,' while I struck the water with 
mine. Tuan, I heard him cry. I heard him cry my name 
twice; and I heard voices shouting, ‘Kill! Strike!' I never 
turned back. I heard him calling my name again with a 
great shriek, as when life is going out together with the 
voice — and I never turned my head. My own name! 
. . . My brother! Three times he called — ^but I was not 
afraid of life. Was she not there in that canoe? And 
could I not with her find a country where death is for- 
gotten — ^where. unknown!” 

The white man sat up. Arsat rose and stood, an in- 
distinct and silent figure above the dying embers of the 
fire. Over the lagoon a mist drifting and low 
erasing sjowly^ tlie glfi images of the (§t^ And 
now a great expanse of white vapor coveredtEe land: 
it flowed cold and gray in the darkness, eddied in noise- 
l ess w hirls, round the tree trunksL mid about the-platform 
of the house, which seemed- tQ-loat upon a restless and 
imp alpable illus ion_of a sea. Only far away the tops of 
the trees stood outlined on the twinkle of heaven, like a 
somber and forbidding shore — sl coast deceptive, pitiless 
and blac k. 

Arsat's voice vibrated loudly in the profound peace. 

‘T had her there! I had her! To get her I would have 
faced all mankind. But I had her — and — '' 

His words went out ringing into the empty distances. 
He paused, and seemed to listen to them dying away 
very far — beyond help and beyond recall. Then he said 
quietly: 

“Tuan, I loved my brother.” 

A breath of wind made him shiver. High above hi s 
head^ hig h giUnf sea of ijiist the dr o oping 

leaves of the palms^iattled Toge ther with a mour nful an d 
expiring sound. The white man stretched his legs. His 
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chin rested on his chest, and he murmured sadly without 
lifting his head: 

*'We all love our brothers.” 

Arsat burst out with an intense whispering violence: 

*‘What did I care who died? I wanted peace in my 
own heart.” 

He seemed to hear a stir in the house — listened — 
then stepped in noiselessly. The white man stood up. A 
breeze was coming in fitful puffs. The stars shone paler 
as if they had retreated into the frozen depths of im- 
mense space. After a chill gust of wind there were a 
few seconds of perfect calm and absolute silence. Then 
frorn^ behind the bla^ck and wavy line, of the. forests, a 
column of golden light shot up intQ^Jthe heavens and 
spread over the semicircle of the eastern horizon. The 
sun had^risen. The mist lifted, broke into drifting 
patches, vanished into thin %ing wreaths; and the^ un- 
veiled lagoon lay, polished and blacky in the heavy shad- 
ows at the foot of the wall of trees, A white eagle rose 
over it with a slanting and p oudp^^”*^ reached the 

cl^ar^sunshine and appeared dazzlingly biilliantior a 
moment, then shearing higher, became ^a dark and mo- . 
tionless speck before it vanished into the hlue.as.ifithad.. 
left the earth forever. The white man, standing gazing 
upwards before the doorway, heard in the hut a con- 
fused and broken murmur of distracted words ending 
with a loud groan. Suddenly Arsat stumbled out with 
outstretched hands, shivered, and stood still for some 
time with fixed eyes. Then he said: 

“She burns no more.” 

Before his face tlie sun showed its edge above the 
treetops rising steadily. The breeze freshened; a great 
brilliance burst upon the lagoon, sparkled on the rip- 
pling water. The forests came out of the clear shadows 
of the morning, became distinct, as if they had rushed 
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nearer — to stop short in a great stir of leaves, of nodding 
boughs, of swaying branches. In the merciless sunshine 
the whisper of unconscious life grew louder, speaking 
in an incomprehensible voice round the dumb darkness 
of that human sorrow. Arsat s eyes wandered slowly, 
theQ stared at the rising sun. 

i seenothing,’’ he said half aloud to himself. 

^ jThere is nothing /* said the white man, moving to 
the edge of the platform and waving his hand to his 
boat. A shout came faintly over the lagoon and the 
sampan began to glide towards the abode of the friend 
of ghosts. 

‘If you want to come with me, I will wait all the 
morning,” said the white man, looking away upon the 
water. 

“No, Tuan,” said Arsat, sofdy. “I shall not eat or sleep 
in this house, but I must first see my road. Now I can 
see nothing — see nothing! There is no hght and no 
peace in the world; but there is death — dgs^ for many . 
We are sons of the same mother — and I left him in the 
midst of enemies; but I am going back now.” 

^lie drew a long breath and went on in a dreamy tone: 

“ Jn a ht tl e while I shall see clear enough to strike — ^to 
strike. But she has died, and . . . now . . . darkness.” 
^ He flung his arms wide open, let them fall along his 
body, then stood still with unmoved face and stony eyes, 
staring at the sun. The white man got down into his 
qanoe. The polers ran smartly along the sides of the 
boat, looking over their shoulders at the beginning of a 
weary journey. High in the stern, his head muffled up 
in white rags, the juragan sat moody, letting his paddle 
trail in the water. The white man, leaning with both 
arms over the grass roof of the little cabin, looked back 
at the shining ripple of the boat*s wake. Before the 
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sampan passed out of the lagoon into the creek he lifted 
his eyes. Arsat had not moved. He stood lonely in the 
searching sunshine; and he looked beyond the great 
light of a cloudless day into the darkness of a world of 
illusions. 



The Secret Sharer 


O N MY right hand there were lines of fishing 
stakes resembling a mysterious system of half- 1* 
submerged bamboo fences, incomprehensible in its di- 
vision of the domain of tropical fishes, and crazy of 
aspect as if abandoned forever by some nomad tribe of 
fishermen now gone to the other end of the ocean; for 
there was no sign of human habitation as far as the eye 
could reach. To the left a group of barren islets, suggest- 
ing ruins of stone walls, towers, and blockhouses, had its 
foundations set in a blue sea that itself looked solid, so 
still and stable did it lie below my feet; even the track 
of light from the westering sun shone smoothly, without 
that animated glitter which tells of an imperceptible 
ripple. And when I turned my head to take a parting 
glance at the tug which had just left us anchored out- 
side the bar, I saw the straight line of the flat shore 
joined to the stable sea, edge to edge, with a perfect and 
unmarked closeness, in one leveled floor half brown, half 
blue under the enormous dome of the sky. Correspond- 
ing in their insignificance to the islets of the sea, two 
small clumps of trees, one on each side of the only fault 
in the impeccable joint, marked the mouth of the river 
Meinam we had just left on the first preparatory stage of 
our homeward journey; and, far back on the inland 
level, a larger and loftier mass, the grove surrounding 
the great Paknam pagoda, was the only thing on which 
648 
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the eye could rest from the vain task of exploring the 
monotonous sweep of the horizon. Here and there 
gleams as of a few scattered pieces of silver marked the 
windings of the great river; and on the nearest of them, 
just within the bar, the tug steaming right into the land 
became lost to my sight, hull and funnel and masts, as 
though the impassive earth had swallowed her up with- 
out an efiPort, without a tremor. My eye followed the 
light cloud of her smoke, now here, now there, above 
the plain, according to the devious curves of the stream, 
but always fainter and farther away, till I lost it at last 
behind the miter-shaped hill of the great pagoda. And 
then I was left alone with my ship, anchored at the head 
of the Gulf of Siam. 

She floated at the starting point of a long journey, 
very still in an immense stillness, the shadows of her 
spars flung far to the eastward by the setting sun. At 
that moment I was alone on her decks. There was not 
a sound in her — and around us nothing moved, nothing 
lived, not a canoe on the water, not a bird in the air, not 
a cloud in the sky. In this breathless pause at the thresh- 
old of a long passage we seemed to be measuring our 
fitness for a long and arduous enterprise, the appointed 
task of both our existences to be carried out, far from 
all human eyes, with only sky and sea for spectators and 
for judges. 

There must have been some glare in the air to inter- 
fere with one's sight, because it was only just before the 
sun left us that my roaming eyes made out beyond the 
highest ridge of the principal islet of the group some- 
thing which did away with the solemnity of perfect soli- 
tude. The tide of darkness flowed on swiftly; and with 
tropical suddenness a swarm of stars came out above the 
shadowy earth, while I lingered yet, my hand resting 
lightly on my ship s rail as if on the shoulder of a trusted 
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friend. But, with all that multitude of celestial bodies 
staring down at one, the comfort of quiet communion 
with her was gone for good. And there were also dis- 
turbing sounds by this time — ^voices, footsteps forward; 
the steward flitted along the main deck, a busily minis- 
tering spirit; a hand bell tinkled urgently under the 
poop deck. . . . 

I found my two ofiicers waiting for me near the sup- 
per table, in the lighted cuddy. We sat down at once, 
and as I helped the chief mate, I said: 

“Are you aware that there is a ship anchored inside 
the islands? I saw her mastheads above the ridge as the 
sun went down.” 

He raised sharply his simple face, overcharged by a 
terrible growth of whisker, and emitted his usual ejacu- 
lations: “Bless my soul, sirl You don't say so!” 

My second mate was a round-cheeked, silent young 
man, grave beyond his years, I thought; but as our eyes 
happened to meet I detected a slight quiver on his lips. 
I looked down at once. It was not my part to encourage 
sneering on board my ship. It must be said, too, that 
I knew very little of my officers. In consequence of cer- 
tain events of no particular significance, except to my- 
self, I had been appointed to the command only a fort- 
night before. Neither did I know much of the hands 
forward. All these people had been together for eight- 
een months or so, and my position was that of the only 
stranger on board. I mention this because it has some 
bearing on what is to follow. But what I felt most was 
my being a stranger to the ship; and if all the truth must 
be told, I was somewhat of a stranger to myself. The 
youngest man on board (barring the second mate), and 
untried as yet by a position of the fullest responsibility, 
I was willing to take the adequacy of the others for 
granted. They had simply to be equal to their tasks: bur 
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I wondered how far I should turn out faithful to that 
ideal conception of ones own personality every man sets 
up for himself secretly. 

Meantime the chief mate, with an almost visible effect 
of collaboration on the part of his round eyes and fright- 
ful whiskers, was trying to evolve a theory of the an- 
chored ship. His dominant trait was to take all things 
into earnest consideration. He was of a painstaking turn 
of mind. As he used to say, he "liked to account to him- 
self” for practically everything that came in his way, 
down to a miserable scorpion he had found in his cabin 
a week before. The why and the wherefore of that scor- 
pion — ^how it got on board and came to select his room 
rather than the pantry (which was a dark place and 
more what a scorpion would be partial to), and how on 
earth it managed to drown itself in the inkwell of his 
writing desk — had exercised him infinitely. The ship 
within the islands was much more easily accounted for; 
and just as we were about to rise from the table he 
made his pronouncement. She was, he doubted not, a 
ship from home lately arrived. Probably she drew too 
much water to cross the bar except at the top of spring 
tides. Therefore she went into diat natural harbor to 
wait for a few days in preference to remaining in an 
open roadstead. 

"That’s so,” confirmed the second mate, suddenly, in 
his slightly hoarse voice. "She draws over twenty feet 
She’s the Liverpool ship Sephora with a cargo of coal. 
Hundred and twenty-three days from Cardiff.” 

We looked at him in surprise. 

"The tugboat skipper told me when he came on board 
for your letters, sir,” explained the young man. "He 
expects to take her up the river the day after tomorrow.” 

After thus overwhelming us with the extent of his 
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information he slipped out of the cabin. The mate ob- 
served regretfully that he “could not account for that 
young fellow’s whims.” What prevented him telling us 
all about it at once, he wanted to know. 

I detained him as he was making a move. For the 
last two days the crew had had plenty of hard work, 
and the night before they had very little sleep. I felt 
painfully that I — a stranger — ^was doing something un- 
usual when 1 directed him to let all hands turn in with- 
out setting an anchor watch. I proposed to keep on deck 
myself till one o’clock or thereabouts. I would get the 
second mate to relieve me at that hour. 

“He will turn out the cook and the steward at four,” 
I concluded, “and then give you a call. Of course at 
the slightest sign of any sort of wind we’Jl have the 
hands up and make a start at once.” 

He concealed his astonishment. “Very well, sir.” Out- 
side the cuddy he put his head in the second mate s 
door to inform him of my unheard-of caprice to take 
a five hours’ anchor watch on myself. I heard the other 
raise his voice incredulously: “What? The captain him- 
self?” Then a few more murmurs, a door closed, then 
another. A few moments later I went on deck. 

My strangeness, which had made me sleepless, had 
prompted that unconventional arrangement, as if I had 
expected in those solitary hours of the night to get on 
teims with the ship of which I knew nothing, manned 
by men of whom I knew very little more. Fast alongside 
a wharf, littered like any ship in port with a tangle of 
unrelated things, invaded by unrelated shore people, I 
had hardly seen her yet properly. Now, as she lay 
cleared for sea, the stretch of her main deck seemed to 
me very fine under the stars. Very fine, very roomy for 
her size, and very inviting. I descended the poop and 
paced the waist, my mind picturing to myself the com- 
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mg passage through the Malay Archipelago, down the 
Indian Ocean, and up the Atlantic. All its phases were 
familiar enough to me, every characteristic, all the al- 
ternatives which were likely to face me on the high seas 
— everything! . . . except the novel responsibility of 
command. But I took heart from the reasonable thought 
that the ship was like other ships, the men like other 
men, and that the sea was not likely to keep any special 
surprises expressly for my discomfiture. 

Arrived at that comforting conclusion, I bethought 
myself of a cigar and went below to get it. All was still 
down there. Everybody at the after end of the ship was 
sleeping profoundly. I came out again on the quarter- 
deck, agreeably at ease in my sleeping suit on that warm 
breathless night, barefooted, a glowing cigar in my teeth, 
and, going forward, I was met by the profound silence 
of the fore end of the ship. Only as I passed the door 
of the forecastle I heard a deep, quiet, trustful sigh of 
some sleeper inside. And suddenly I rejoiced in the 
great security of the sea as compared with the unrest 
of the land, in my choice of that unteinpted life pre- 
senting no disquieting problems, invested \ ith an ele- 
mentary moral beauty by the absolute straightforward- 
ness of its appeal and by the singleness of its purpose. 

The riding light in the fore-rigging burned with a 
clear, untroubled, as if symbolic, flame, confident and 
bright in the mysterious shades of the night. Passing on 
my way aft along the other side of the ship, I observed 
that the rope side ladder, put over, no doubt, for the 
master of the tug when he came to fetch away our 
letters, had not been hauled in as it should have been. 
I became annoyed at this, for exactitude in small matters 
is the very soul of discipline. Then I reflected that I had 
myself peremptorily dismissed my ofiicers from duty, 
and by my own act had prevented the anchor watch 
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being formally set and things properly attended to. I 
asked myself whether it was wise ever to interfere with 
the established routine of duties even from the kindest 
of motives. My action might have made me appear ec- 
centric. Goodness only knew how that absurdly whisk- 
ered mate would ‘"account” for my conduct, and what 
the whole ship thought of that informality of their new 
captain. I was vexed with myself. 

Not from compunction certainly, but, as it were me- 
chanically, I proceeded to get the ladder in myself. Now 
a side ladder of that sort is a light affair and comes in 
easily, yet my vigorous tug, which should have brought 
it flying on board, merely recoiled upon my body in a 
totally unexpected jerk. What the devil! ... I was so 
astounded by the immovableness of that ladder that I 
remained stock-still, trying to account for it to myself 
like that imbecile mate of mine. In the end, of course, I 
put my head over the rail. 

The side of the ship made an opaque belt of shadow 
on the darkling glassy shimmer of the sea. But I saw at 
once something elongated and pale floating very close 
to the ladder. Before I could form a guess a faint flash of 
phosphorescent light, which seemed to issue suddenly 
from the naked body of a man, flickered in the sleeping 
water with the elusive, silent play of summer lightning 
in a night sky. With a gasp I saw revealed to my stare 
a pair of feet, the long legs, a broad livid back im- 
mersed right up to the neck in a greenish cadaverous 
glow. One hand, awash, clutched the bottom rung of 
the ladder. He was complete but for the head. A head- 
less corpse! The cigar dropped out of my gaping mouth 
with a tiny plop and a short hiss quite audible in the 
absolute stillness of all things under heaven. At that I 
suppose he raised up his face, a dimly pale oval in thCj 
shadov/ of the ship’s side. But even then I could only* 
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barely make out down there the shape of his black- 
haired head. However, it was enough for the horrid, 
frost-bound sensation which had gripped me about the 
chest to pass oflF. The moment of vain exclamations was 
past, too. I only climbed on the spare spar and leaned 
over the rail as far as I could, to bring my eyes nearer 
to that mystery floating alongside. 

As he hung by the ladder, like a resting swimmer, the 
sea lightning played about his limbs at every stir; and 
he appeared in it ghastly, silvery, fishlike. He remained 
as mute as a fish, too. He made no motion to get out of 
the water, either. It was inconceivable that he should 
not attempt to come on board, and strangely troubling 
to suspect that perhaps he did not want to. And my 
first words were prompted by just that troubled incerti- 
tude. 

‘What’s the matter?” I asked in my ordinary tone, 
speaking down to the face upturned exactly under mine. 

“Cramp,” it answered, no louder. Then slightly anx- 
ious, “I say, no need to call anyone.*' 

“I was not going to,” I said. 

“Are you alone on deck?” 

“Yes.” 

I had somehow the impression that he was on the 
point of letting go the ladder to swim away beyond my 
ken — ^mysterious as he came. But, for the moment, this 
being appearing as if he had risen from the bottom of 
the sea (it was certainly the nearest land to the ship) 
wanted only to know the time. I told him. And he, down 
there, tentatively: 

“I suppose your captain’s turned in?” 

“I am sure he isn’t,” I said. 

He seemed to struggle with himself, for I heard some- 
thing like the low, bitter murmur of doubt. “What’s the 
good?” His next words came out with a hesitating effort. 
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‘Xook here, my man. Could you call him out quietly?” 

I thought the time had come to declare myself, 
am the captain.” 

I heard a “By Jove!” whispered at the level of the 
water. The phosphorescence flashed in the swirl of the 
water all about his limbs, his other hand seized the 
ladder. 

“My name’s Leggatt.” 

The voice was calm and resolute. A good voice. The 
self-possession of that man had somehow induced a cor- 
responding state in myself. It was very quietly that I 
remarked: 

“You must be a good swimmer.” 

“Yes. I’ve been in the water practically since nine 
o’clock. The question for me now is whether I am to let 
go this ladder and go on swimming till I sink from ex- 
haustion, or — to come on board here.” 

I felt this was no mere formula of desperate speech, 
but a real alternative in the view of a strong soul. I 
should have gathered from this that he was young; 
indeed, it is only the young who are ever confronted 
by such clear issues. But at the time it was pure intuition 
on my part. A mysterious communication was estab- 
lished already between us two — ^in the face of that 
silent, darkened tropical sea. I was young, too; young 
enough to make no comment. The man in the water 
began suddenly to climb up the ladder, and I hastened 
away from the rail to fetch some clothes. 

Before entering the cabin I stood still, listening in the 
lobby at the foot of the stairs. A faint snore came 
through the closed door of the chief mate’s room. The 
second mate’s door was on the hook, but the darkness 
in there was absolutely soundless. He, too, was young 
and could sleep like a stone. Remained the steward, but 
he was not likely to wake up before he was called. 1 
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got a sleeping suit out of my room and, coming back 
on deck, saw the naked man from the sea sitting on the 
main hatch, glimmering white in the darkness, his el- 
bows on his knees and his head in his hands. In a mo- 
ment he had concealed his damp body in a sleeping 
suit of the same gray-stripe pattern as the one I was 
wearing and followed me like my double on the poop. 
Together we moved right aft, barefooted, silent. 

“What is it?” I asked in a deadened voice, taking the 
lighted lamp out of the binnacle, and raising it to his 
face. 

“An ugly business.” 

He had rather regular features; a good mouth; light 
eyes under somewhat heavy, dark eyebrows; a smooth, 
square forehead; no growth on his cheeks; a small, 
brown mustache, and a well-shaped, round chin. His ex- 
pression was concentrated, meditative, under the in- 
specting light of the lamp I held up to his face; such as 
a man thinking hard in solitude might wear. My sleep- 
ing suit was just right for his size. A well-knit young 
fellow of twenty-five at most. He caught his lower lip 
with the edge of white, even teeth. 

“Yes,” I said, replacing the lamp in the binnacle. The 
warm, heavy tropical night closed upon his head again. 

“There's a ship over there,” he murmured. 

“Yes, I know. The Sephora. Did you know of us?” 

“Hadn't the slightest idea. I am the mate of her — 
He paused and corrected himself. “I should say I was’* 

“Aha! Something wrong?” 

“Yes. Very wrong indeed. I've killed a man." 

“What do you mean? Just now?” 

“No, on the passage. Weeks ago. Thirty-nine south. 
When I say a man — '' 

“Fit of temper,” I suggested, confidently. 

The shadowy, dark head, like mine, seemed to nod 
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imperceptibly above the ghostly gray cf my sleeping 
suit. It was, in the night, as though I had been faced by 
my own reflection in the depths of a somber and im- 
mense mirror. 

"A pretty thing to have to own up to for a Conway 
boy,” murmured my double, distinctly. 

“You’re a Conway boy?” 

“I am,” he said, as if startled. Then, slowly . . . 
“Perhaps you too — ” 

It was so; but being a couple of years older I had left 
before he joined. After a quick interchange of dates a 
silence fell; and I thought suddenly of my absurd mate 
with his terrific whiskers and the “Bless my soul — you 
don’t say so” type of intellect. My double gave me an 
inkling of his thoughts by saying: 

“My father’s a parson in Norfolk. Do you see me be- 
fore a judge and jury on that charge? For myself I can’t 
see the necessity. There are fellows that an angel from 

heaven And I am not that. He was one of those 

creatures that are just simmering all the time with a 
silly sort of wickedness. Miserable devils that have no 
business to live at all. He wouldn’t do his duty and 
wouldn’t let anybody else do theirs. But what’s the good 
of talking! You know well enough the sort of ill-con- 
ditioned snarling cur — ” 

He appealed to me as if our experiences had been as 
identical as our clothes. And I knew well enough the 
pestiferous danger of such a character where there are 
no means of legal repression. And I knew well enough 
also that my double there was no homicidal ruffian. I 
did not think of asking him for details, and he told me 
the story roughly in brusque, disconnected sentences. I 
needed no more. I saw it all going on as though I were 
myself inside that other sleeping suit. 

“It happened while w’e were setting a reefed fore- 
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sail, at dusk. Reefed foresail! You understand the sort 
of weather. The only sail we had left to keep the ship 
running; so you may guess what it had been like for 
days. Anxious sort of job, that. He gave me some of his 
cursed insolence at the sheet. I tell you I was overdone 
with this terrific weather that seemed to have no end 
to it. Terrific, I tell you — and a deep ship. I believe the 
fellow himself was half crazed with funk. It was no time 
for gentlemanly reproof, so I turned round and felled 
him like an ox. He up and at me. We closed just as an 
awful sea made for the ship. All hands saw it coming 
and took to the rigging, but I had him by the throat, 
and went on shaking him like a rat, the men above us 
yelling, 'Look out! look out!’ Then a crash as if the sky 
had fallen on my head. They say that for over ten 
minutes hardly anything was to be seen of the ship — 
just the three masts and a bit of the forecastle head 
and of the poop all awash driving along in a smother 
of foam. It was a miracle that they found us, jammed 
together behind the forebits. It’s clear that I meant busi- 
ness, because I was holding him by the throat still when 
they picked us up. He was black in the face. It was too 
much for them. It seems they rushed us aft together, 
gripped as we were, screaming ‘Murder!’ like a lot of 
lunatics, and broke into the cuddy. And the ship run- 
ning for her life, touch and go all the time, any minute 
her last in a sea fit to turn your hair gray only a-looking 
at it. I understand that the skipper, too, started raving 
like the rest of them. The man had been deprived of 
sleep for more than a week, and to have this sprung on 
him at the height of a furious gale nearly drove him out 
of his mind. I wonder they didn’t fling me overboard 
after getting the carcass of their precious shipmate out 
of my fingers. They had rather a job to separate us, I’ve 
been told. A sufficiently fierce story to make an old 
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judge and a respectable jury sit up a bit. The first thing 
I heard when I came to myself was the maddening 
howling of that endless gale, and on that the voice of 
the old man. He was hanging on to my bunk, staring 
into my face out of his sou’wester. 

“ ‘Mr. Leggatt, you have killed a man. You can act 
no longer as chief mate of this ship.’ ” 

His care to subdue his voice made it sound monoto- 
nous. He rested a hand on the end of the skylight to 
steady himself with, and all that time did not stir a limb, 
so far as I could see. “Nice little tale for a quiet tea 
party,” he concluded in the same tone. 

One of my hands, too, rested on the end of the sky- 
light; neither did I stir a limb, so far as I knew. We 
stood less than a foot from each other. It occurred to 
me that if old “Bless my soul — ^you don’t say so” were 
to put his head up the companion and catch sight of 
us, he would think he was seeing double, or imagine 
himself come upon a scene of weird witchcraft; the 
strange captain having a quiet confabulation by the 
wheel with his own gray ghost. I became very much 
concerned to prevent anything of die sort. I heard the 
other’s soodiing undertone. 

“My father’s a parson in Norfolk,” it said. Evidently 
he had forgotten he had told me this important fact 
before. Truly a nice little tale. 

“You had better slip down into my stateroom now,” 
I said, moving off stealthily. My double followed my 
movements; our bare feet made no sound; I let him in, 
closed the door with care, and, after giving a call to the 
second mate, returned on deck for my relief. 

“Not much sign of any ivind yet,” I remarked when 
he approached. 

“No, sir. Not much,” he assented, sleepily, in his 
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hoarse voice, with just enough deference, no more, and 
barely suppressing a yawn. 

"'Well, that’s all you have to look out for. You have 
got your orders.” 

"Yes, sir.” 

I paced a turn or two on the poop and saw him take 
up his position face forward with his elbow in the rat- 
lines of the mizzen-rigging before I went below. The 
mate’s faint snoring was still going on peacefully. The 
cuddy lamp was burning over the table on which stood 
a vase with flowers, a polite attention from the ships’ 
provision merchant — the last flowers we should see for 
the next three months at the very least. Two bunches of 
bananas hung from the beam symmetrically, one on 
each side of the rudder casing. Everything was as be- 
fore in the ship — except that two of her captain’s sleep- 
ing suits were simultaneously in use, one motionless in 
the cuddy, the other keeping very still in the captain’s 
stateroom. 

It must be explained here that my cabin had the form 
of the capital letter L, the door being within the angle 
and opening into the short part of the letter. A couch 
was to the left, the bed-place to the right; my writing 
desk and the chronometers’ table faced the door. But 
anyone opening it, unless he stepped right inside, had 
no view of what I call the long (or vertical) part of the 
letter. It contained some lockers suimounted by a book- 
case; and a few clothes, a thick jacket or two, caps, 
oilskin coat, and such like, hung on hooks. There was 
at the bottom of that part a door opening into my bath- 
room, which could be entered also directly from the 
saloon. But that way was never used. 

The mysterious arrival had discovered the advantage 
of this particular ‘’hape. Entering my room, lighted 
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Strongly by a big bulkhead lamp swung on gimbals 
above my writing desk, I did not see him anywhere till 
he stepped out quietly from behind the coats hung in 
the recessed part. 

'1 heard somebody moving about, and went in there 
at once,” he whispered. 

I, too, spoke under my breath. 

‘‘Nobody is likely to come in here without knocking 
and getting permission.” 

He nodded. His face was thin and the sunburn faded, 
as though he had been ill. And no wonder. He had been, 
I heard presently, kept under arrest in his cabin for 
nearly seven weeks. But there was nothing sickly in his 
eyes or in his expression. He was not a bit like me, 
really; yet, as we stood leaning over my bed-place, 
whispering side by side, with our dark heads together 
and our backs to the door, anybody bold enough to open 
it stealthily would have been treated to the uncanny 
sight of a double captain busy talking in whispers with 
his other self. 

“But all this doesn’t tell me how you came to hang 
on to our side ladder,” I inquired, in the hardly audi- 
ble murmurs we used, after he had told me something 
more of the proceedings on board the Sephora once the 
bad weather was over. 

“When we sighted Java Head I had had time to think 
all those matters out several times over. I had six weeks 
of doing nothing else, and with only an hour or so 
every evening for a tramp on the quarter-deck.” 

He whispered, his arms folded on the side of my 
bed-place, staring through the open port. And I could 
imagine perfectly the manner of this thinking out — a 
Stubborn if not a steadfast operation; something of 
which I should have been perfectly incapable. 

“I reckoned it would be dark before we closed with 
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the land,” he continued, so low that I had to strain my 
hearing, near as we were to each other, shoulder touch- 
ing shoulder almost. *‘So I asked to speak to the old 
man. He always seemed very sick when he came to see 
me — as if he could not look me in the face. You know, 
that foresail saved the ship. She was too deep to have 
run long under bare poles. And it was I that managed 
to set it for him. Anyway, he came. When I had him in 
my cabin — he stood by the door looking at me as if I 
had the halter around my neck already — asked him 
right away to leave my cabin door unlocked at night 
while the ship was going through Sunda Straits. There 
would be the Java coast within two or three miles, off 
Angier Point. I wanted nothing more. IVe had a prize 
for swimming my second year in the Conway.” 

“I can believe it,” I breathed out. 

‘‘God only knows why they locked me in every night. 
To see some of their faces you d have thought they 
were afraid I’d go about at night strangling people. 
Am I a murdering brute? Do I look it? By Jove! if I had 
been he wouldn’t have trusted himself like that into my 
room. You’ll say I might have chucked him aside and 
bolted out, there and then — it was dark already. Well, 
no. And for the same reason I wouldn’t think of trying 
to smash the door. There would have been a rush to 
stop me at the noise, and I did not mean to get into a 
confounded scrimmage. Somebody else might have got 
killed — ^for I would not have broken out only to get 
chucked back, and I did not want any more of that 
work. He refused, looking more sick than ever. He was 
afraid of the men, and also of that old second mate of 
his who had been sailing with him for years — a gray- 
headed old humbug; and his steward, too, had been 
with him devil knows how long — seventeen years or 
more — a dogmatic sort of loafer who hated me like 
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poison, just because I was the chief mate. No chief 
mate ever made more than one voyage in the Sephora, 
you know. Those two old chaps ran the ship. Devil only 
knows what the skipper wasnt afraid of (all his nerve 
went to pieces altogether in that hellish spell of bad 
weather we had)— of what the law would do to him — 
of his wife, perhaps. Oh, yes! she’s on board. Though I 
don’t think she would have meddled. She would have 
been only too glad to have me out of the ship in any 
way. The ‘brand of Cain’ business, don’t you see. That’s 
all right. I was ready enough to go off wandering on 
the face of the earth — and that was price enough to 
pay for an Abel of that sort. Anyhow, he wouldn’t 
listen to me. ‘This thing must take its course. I represent 
the law here.’ He was shaking like a leaf. ‘So you won’t?’ 
‘No!’ ‘Then I hope you will be able to sleep on that,’ I 
said, and turned my back on him. ‘I wonder that you 
can,’ cries he, and locks the door. 

“Well, after that, I couldn’t. Not very well. That was 
three weeks ago. We have had a slow passage through 
the Java Sea; drifted about Carimata for ten days. When 
we anchored here they thought, I suppose, it was all 
right. The nearest land (and that’s live miles) is the 
ship’s destination; the consul would soon set about catch- 
ing me; and there would have been no object in bolting 
to these islets there. I don’t suppose there’s a drop of 
water on them. I don’t know how it was, but tonight 
that steward, after bringing me my supper, went out to 
let me eat it, and left the door unlocked. And I ate it — 
all there was, too. After I had finished I strolled out on 
the quarter-deck. I don’t know that I meant to do any- 
thing. A breath of fresh air was all I wanted, I believe. 
Then a sudden temptation came over me. I kicked off 
my slippers and was in the water before I had made up 
my mind fairly. Somebody heard the splash and they 
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raised an awful hullabaloo. *He’s gone! Lower the boats! 
He's committed suicide! No, he's swimming.' Certainly 
I was swimming. It’s not so easy for a swimmer like me 
to commit suicide by drowning. I landed on the nearest 
islet before the boat left the ship's side. I heard them 
pulling about in the dark, hailing, and so on, but after 
a bit they gave up. Everything quieted down and the 
anchorage became as still as death. I sat down on a 
stone and began to think. I felt certain they would start 
searching for me at daylight. There was no place to 
hide on those stony things — and if there had been, what 
would have been the good? But now I was clear of that 
ship, I was not going back. So after a while I took off 
all my clothes, tied them up in a bmidle with a stone 
inside, and dropped them in the deep water on the outer 
side of that islet. That was suicide enough for me. Let 
them think what they liked, but I didn't mean to drown 
myself. I meant to swim till I sank — but that's not the 
same thing. I struck out for another of these little 
islands, and it was from that one that I first saw your 
riding light. Something to swim for. I went on easily, 
and on the way I came upon a flat rock a foot or two 
above water. In the daytime, I dare say, you might 
make it out with a glass from your poop. I scrambled 
up on it and rested myself for a bit. Then I made an- 
other start. That last spell must have been over a mile.” 

His whisper was getting fainter and fainter, and all 
the time he stared straight out through the porthole, 
in which there was not even a star to be seen. I had 
not interrupted him. There was something that made 
comment impossible in his narrative, or perhaps in him- 
self; a sort of feeling, a quality, which I can't find a 
name for. And when he ceased, all I found was a futile 
whisper: ‘‘So you swam for our light?” 

“Yes — ^straight for it. It was something to swim for. 
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I couldn’t see any stars low down because the coast was 
in the way, and I couldn’t see the land, either. The 
water was like glass. One might have been swimming 
in a confounded thousand-feet deep cistern with no 
place for scrambling out anywhere; but what I didn’t 
like was the notion of swimming round and round like 
a crazed bullock before I gave out; and as I didn’t mean 
to go back . . . No. Do you see me being hauled back, 
stark naked, off one of these little islands by the scruff 
of the neck and fighting like a wild beast? Somebody 
would have got killed for certain, and I did not want 
any of that. So I went on. Then your ladder — ” 

“Why didn’t you hail the ship?” I asked, a little 
louder. 

He touched my shoulder lightly. Lazy footsteps came 
right over our heads and stopped. The second mate had 
crossed from the other side of the poop and might have 
been hanging over the rail, for all we knew. 

“He couldn’t hear us talking — could he?” My double 
breathed into my very ear, anxiously. 

His anxiety was an answer, a suflBcient answer, to 
the question I had put to him. An answer containing 
all the diflSculty of that situation. I closed the porthole 
quietly, to make sure. A louder word might have been 
overheard. 

“Who’s that?” he whispered then. 

“My second mate. But I don’t know much more of 
the fellow than you do.” 

And I told him a little about myself. I had been ap- 
pointed to take charge while I least expected anything 
of the sort, not quite a fortnight ago. I didn’t know 
either the ship or the people. Hadn’t had the time in 
port to look about me or size anybody up. And as to 
the crew, all they knew was that I was appointed to 
take the ship home. For the rest, I was almost as much 
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dI a stranger on board as himself, I said. And at the 
moment I felt it most acutely. I felt that it would take 
very little to make me a suspect person in the eyes of 
the ship’s company. 

He had turned about meantime; and we, the two 
strangers in the ship, faced each other in identical at- 
titudes. 

"Your ladder — ” he murmured, after a silence. "Who’d 
have thought of finding a ladder hanging over at night 
in a ship anchored out here! I felt just then a very un- 
pleasant faintness. After the life iVe been leading for 
nine weeks, anybody would have got out of condition. 
I wasn’t capable of swimming round as far as your rud- 
der chains. And, lo and behold! there was a ladder to 
get hold of. After I gripped it I said to myself, ‘What’s 
the good?’ When I saw a man’s head looking over I 
thought I would swim away presently and leave him 
shouting — ^in whatever language it was. I didn’t mind 
being looked at. I — I liked it. And then you speaking 
to me so quietly — as if you had expected me — ^made me 
hold on a little longer. It had been a confounded lonely 
time — I don’t mean while swimming. I was glad to talk 
a little to somebody that didn’t belong to the Sephora. 
As to asking for the captain, that was a mere impulse. 
It could have been no use, with all the ship knowing 
about me and the other people pretty certain to be 
round here in the morning. I don’t know — I wanted to 
be seen, to talk with somebody, before I went on. I 
don’t know what I would have said. . . . ‘Fine night, 
isn’t it?’ or something of the sort.” 

"Do you think they will be round here presently?” 
I asked with some incredulity. 

“Quite likely,” he said, faintly. 

He looked extremely haggard all of a sudden. His 
head rolled on his shoulders. 
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“H m. We shall see then. Meantime get into that 
bed,” I whispered. ‘‘Want help? There.” 

It was a rather high bed-place with a set of drawers 
underneath. This amazing swimmer really needed the 
lift I gave him by seizing his leg. He tumbled in, rolled 
over on his back, and flung one arm across his eyes. 
And then, with his face nearly hidden, he must have 
looked exactly as I used to look in that bed. I gazed 
upon my other self for a while before drawing across 
carefully the two green serge curtains which ran on a 
brass rod. I thought for a moment of pinning them to- 
gether for greater safety, but I sat down on the couch, 
and once there I felt unwilling to rise and hunt for a 
pin. I would do it in a moment. I was extremely tired, 
in a peculiarly intimate way, by the strain of stealthiness, 
by the effort of whispering and the general secrecy of 
this excitement. It was three o’clock by now and I had 
been on my feet since nine, but I was not sleepy; I 
could not have gone to sleep. I sat there, fagged out, 
looking at the curtains, trying to clear my mind of the 
confused sensation of being in two places at once, and 
greatly bothered by an exasperating knocking in my 
head. It was a relief to discover suddenly that it was 
not in my head at all, but on the outside of the door. 
Before I could collect myself the words “Come in” were 
out of my mouth, and the steward entered with a tray, 
bringing in my morning coffee. I had slept, after all, 
and I was so frightened that I shouted, “This way! I am 
here, steward,” as though he had been miles away. He 
put down the tray on the table next the couch and only 
then said, very quietly, “I can see you are here, sir.” 
I felt him give me a keen look, but I dared not meet 
his eyes just then. He must have wondered why I had 
drawn the curtains of my bed before going to sleep on 
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the couch. He went out, hooking the door open as 
usual. 

I heard the crew washing decks above me. I knew 
I would have been told at once if there had been any 
wind. Calm, I thought, and I was doubly vexed. Indeed, 
I felt dual more than ever. The steward reappeared 
suddenly in the doorway. I jumped up from the couch 
so quickly that he gave a start. 

“What do you want here?” 

“Close your port, sir — ^they are washing decks.” 

“It is closed,” I said, reddening. 

“Very well, sir.” But he did not move from the door- 
way and returned my stare in an extraordinary, equivo- 
cal manner for a time. Then his eyes wavered, all his 
expression changed, and in a voice unusually gentle, 
almost coaxingly: 

“May I come in to take the empty cup away, sir?” 

“Of course!” I turned my back on him while he 
popped in and out. Then I unhooked and closed the 
door and even pushed the bolt. This sort of thing could 
not go on very long. The cabin was as hot as an oven, 
too. I took a peep at my double, and discovered that 
he had not moved, his arm was still over his eyes; but 
his chest heaved; his hair was wet; his chin glistened 
with perspiration. I reached over him and opened the 
port. 

“I must show myself on deck,” I reflected. 

Of course, theoretically, I could do what I liked, with 
no one to say nay to me within the whole circle of the 
horizon; but to lock my cabin door and take the key 
away I did not dare. Directly I put my head out of the 
companion I saw the group of my two ofiicers, the 
second mate barefooted, the chief mate in long india- 
rubber boots, near the break of the poop, and the stew- 
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ard halfway down the poop ladder talking to them 
eagerly. He happened to catch sight of me and dived, 
the second ran down on the main deck shouting some 
order or other, and the chief mate came to meet me, 
touching his cap. 

There was a sort of curiosity in his eye that I did not 
like. I don't know whether the steward had told them 
that I was “queer” only, or downright drunk, but I 
know the man meant to have a good look at me. I 
watched him coming with a smile which, as he got into 
point-blank range, took eflFect and froze his very whisk- 
ers. I did not give him time to open his lips. 

“Square the yards by lifts and braces before the hands 
go to breakfast.” 

It was the first particular order I had given on board 
that ship; and I stayed on deck to see it executed, too. 
I had felt the need of asserting myself without loss of 
time. That sneering young cub got taken down a peg 
or two on that occasion, and I also seized the opportu- 
nity of having a good look at the face of every foremast 
man as they filed past me to go to the after braces. At 
breakfast time, eating nothing myself, I presided with 
such frigid dignity that the two mates were only too 
glad to escape from the cabin as soon as decency per- 
mitted; and all the time the dual working of my mind 
distracted me almost to the point of insanity. I was 
constantly watching myself, my secret self, as dependent 
on my actions as my own personality, sleeping in that 
bed, behind that door which faced me as I sat at the 
head of the table. It was very much like being mad, 
only it was worse because one was aware of it. 

I had to shake him for a solid minute, but when at 
last he opened his eyes it was in the full possession of 
his senses, with an inquiring look. 
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“Airs well so far,” I whispered. “Now you must 
vanish into the bathroom.” 

He did so, as noiseless as a ghost, and I then rang for 
the steward, and facing him boldly, directed him to 
tidy up my stateroom while I was having my bath — 
“and be quick about it.” As my tone admitted of no ex- 
cuses, he said, “Yes, sir,” and ran oif to fetch his dust- 
pan and brushes. I took a bath and did most of my 
dressing, splashing, and whistling softly for the stew- 
ards edification, while the secret sharer of my life stood 
drawn up bolt upright in that little space, his face look- 
ing very sunken in daylight, his eyelids lowered under 
the stern, dark line of his eyebrows drawn together by 
a slight frown. 

When I left him there to go back to my room the 
steward was finishing dusting. I sent for the mate and 
engaged him in some insignificant conversation. It was, 
as it were, trifling with the terrific character of his 
whiskers; but my object was to give him an opportunity 
for a good look at my cabin. And then I could at last 
shut, with a clear conscience, the door of my stateroom 
and get my double back into the recessed part. There 
was nothing else for it. He had to sit still on a small 
folding stool, half smothered by the heavy coats hang- 
ing there. We listened to the steward going into the 
bathroom out of the saloon, filling the water bottles 
there, scrubbing the bath, setting things to rights, whisk, 
bang, clatter — out again into the saloon — turn the key 
— click. Such was my scheme for keeping my second 
self invisible. Nothing better could be contrived under 
the circumstances. And there we sat; I at my writing 
desk ready to appear busy with some papers, he behind 
me, out of sight of the door. It would not have been 
prudent to talk in daytime; and I could not have stood 
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the excitement of that queer sense of whispering to 
myself. Now and then, glancing over my shoulder, I 
saw him far back there, sitting rigidly on the low stool, 
his bare feet close together, his arms folded, his head 
hanging on his breast — and perfectly still. Anybody 
would have taken him for me. 

I was fascinated by it myself. Every moment I had 
to glance over my shoulder. I was looking at him when 
a voice outside the door said: 

“Beg pardon, sir.” 

“Well!” ... I kept my eyes on him, and so, when 
the voice outside the door announced, “There's a ship's 
boat coming our way, sir,” I saw him give a start — the 
first movement he had made for hours. But he did not 
raise his bowed head. 

“All right. Get the ladder over.” 

I hesitated. Should I whisper something to him? But 
what? His immobility seemed to have been never dis- 
turbed. What could I tell him he did not know already? 
. . . Finally I went on deck. 


II 

The skipper of the Sephora had a thin red whisker all 
round his face, and the sort of complexion that goes 
with hair of that color; also the particular, rather smeary 
shade of blue in the eyes. He was not exactly a showy 
figure; his shoulders were high, his stature but middling 
— one leg slightly more bandy than the other. He shook 
hands, looking vaguely around. A spiritless tenacity was 
his main characteristic, I judged. I behaved with a 
politeness which seemed to disconcert him. Perhaps he 
was shy. He mumbled to me as if he were ashamed of 
what he was saying; gave his name (it was something 
like Archbold — ^but at this distance of years I hardly 
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am sure), his ships name, and a few other particulars 
of that sort, in the manner of a criminal making a re- 
luctant and doleful confession. He had had terrible 
weather on the passage out — terrible — terrible — wife 
aboard, too. 

By this time we were seated in the cabin and the 
steward brought in a tray with a bottle and glasses. 
‘Thanks! No.” Never took liquor. Would have some 
water, though. He drank two tumblerfuls. Terrible 
thirsty work. Ever since daylight had been exploring 
the islands round his ship. 

‘What was that for — ^fun?” I asked, with an appear- 
ance of polite interest. 

“No!” He sighed. “Painful duty.” 

As he persisted in his mumbling and I wanted my 
double to hear every word, I hit upon the notion of 
informing him that I regretted to say I was hard of 
hearing. 

“Such a young man, too!” he nodded, keeping his 
smeary blue, unintelligent eyes fastened upon me. What 
was the cause of it — some disease? he inquired, without 
the least sympathy and as if he thought that, if so, Td 
got no more than I deserved. 

“Yes; disease,” I admitted in a cheerful tone which 
seemed to shock him. But my point was gained, because 
he had to raise his voice to give me his tale. It is not 
worth while to record that version. It was just over two 
months since all this had happened, and he had thought 
so much about it that he seemed completely muddled as 
to its bearings, but still immensely impressed. 

‘What would you think of such a thing happening 
on board your own ship? iVe had the Sephora for these 
fifteen years. I am a well-known shipmaster.” 

He was densely distressed — and perhaps I should 
have sympathized with him if I had been able to detach 
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my mental vision from the unsuspected sharer of my 
cabin as though he were my second self. There he was 
on the other side of the bulkhead, four or five feet from 
us, no more, as we sat in the saloon. I looked politely 
at Captain Archbold (if that was his name), but it was 
the other I saw, in a gray sleeping suit, seated on a low 
stool, his bare feet close together, his arms folded, and 
every word said between us falling into the ears of his 
dark head bowed on his chest. 

'T have been at sea now, man and boy, for seven-and- 
thirty years, and iVe never heard of such a thing hap- 
pening in an English ship. And that it should be my 
ship. Wife on board, too.” 

I was hardly listening to him. 

“Don’t you think,” I said, “that the heavy sea which, 
you told me, came aboard just then might have killed 
the man? I have seen the sheer weight of a sea kill a 
man very neatly, by simply breaking his neck.” 

“Good GodI” he uttered, impressively, fixing his 
smeary blue eyes on me, “The sea! No man killed by 
the sea ever looked like that.” He seemed positively 
scandalized at my suggestion. And as I gazed at him, 
certainly not prepared for anything original on his part, 
he advanced his head close to mine and thrust his 
tongue out at me so suddenly that I couldn’t help start- 
ing back. 

After scoring over my calmness in this graphic way 
he nodded wisely. If I had seen the sight, he assured 
me, I would never forget it as long as I lived. The 
weather was too bad to give the corpse a proper sea 
burial. So next day at dawn they took it up on the poop, 
covering its face with a bit of bunting; he read a short 
prayer, and then, just as it was, in its oilskins and long 
boots, they launched it amongst those mountainous seas 
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that seemed ready every moment to swallow up the 
ship herself and the terrified lives on board of her. 

‘‘That reefed foresail saved you/' I threw in. 

“Under God — ^it did,” he exclaimed fervently. “It was 
by a special mercy, I firmly believe, that it stood some 
of those hurricane squalls.” 

“It was the setting of that sail which — ” I began. 

“God’s own hand in it,” he interrupted me. “Nothing 
less could have done it. I don’t mind telling you that I 
hardly dared give the order. It seemed impossible that 
we could touch anything without losing it, and then our 
last hope would have been gone.” 

The terror of that gale was on him yet. I let him go 
on for a bit, then said, casually — as if returning to a 
minor subject: 

“You were very anxious to give up your mate to the 
shore people, I believe?” 

He was. To the law. His obscure tenacity on that 
point had in it something incomprehensible and a little 
awful; something, as it were, mystical, quite apart from 
his anxiety that he should not be suspected of coun- 
tenancing any doings of that sort. Seven-and-thirty 
virtuous years at sea, of which over twenty of immacu- 
late command, and the last fifteen in the Sephora, 
seemed to have laid him under some pitiless obligation. 

“And you know,” he went on, groping shamefacedly 
amongst his feelings, “I did not engage that young 
fellow. His people had some interest with my owners. 
I was in a way forced to take him on. He looked very 
smart, very gentlemanly, and all that. But do you know 
—I never liked him, somehow. I am a plain man. You 
see, he wasn’t exactly the sort for the chief mate of a 
ship like the Sephora*' 

I had become so connected in thoughts and impres- 
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sions with the secret sharer of my cabin that I felt as 
if I, personally, were being given to understand that I, 
too, was not the sort that would have done for the chief 
mate of a ship like the Sephora. I had no doubt of it in 
my mind. 

"Not at all the style of man. You understand, he 
insisted, superfluously, looking hard at me. 

I smiled urbanely. He seemed at a loss for a while. 

"I suppose I must report a suicide.” 

"Beg pardon?” 

“Sui-cide! That’s what I’ll have to write to my owners 
directly I get in.” 

"Unless you manage to recover him before tomor- 
row,” I assented, dispassionately. ... "I mean, alive.” 

He mumbled something which I really did not catch, 
and I turned my ear to him in a puzzled manner. He 
fairly bawled: 

"The land — I say, the mainland is at least seven miles 
off my anchorage.” 

“About that.” 

My lack of excitement, of curiosity, of surprise, of 
any sort of pronounced interest, began to arouse his 
distrust. But except for the felicitous pretense of deaf- 
ness I had not tried to pretend anything. I had felt 
utterly incapable of playing the part of ignorance prop- 
erly, and therefore was afraid to try. It is also certain 
that he had brought some ready-made suspicions with 
him, and that he viewed my politeness as a strange and 
unnatural phenomenon. And yet how else could I have 
received him? Not heartily! That was impossible for 
psychological reasons, which I need not state here. My 
only object was to keep off his inquiries. Surlily? Yes, 
but surliness might have provoked a point-blank ques- 
tion. From its novelty to him and from its nature, punc- 
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tilious courtesy was the manner best calculated to re- 
strain the man. But there was the danger of his breaking 
through my defense bluntly. I could not, I think, have 
met him by a direct lie, also for psychological (not 
moral) reasons. If he had only known how afraid I was 
of his putting my feeling of identity with the other to 
the test! But, strangely enough — (I thought of it only 
afterward) — I believe that he was not a little discon- 
certed by the reverse side of that weird situation, by 
something in me that reminded him of the man he was 
seeking — suggested a mysterious similitude to the young 
fellow he had distrusted and disliked from the first. 

However that might have been, the silence was not 
very prolonged. He took another oblique step. 

“I reckon I had no more than a two-mile pull to your 
ship. Not a bit more,” 

‘‘And quite enough, too, in this awful heat,” I said. 

Another pause full of mistrust followed. Necessity, 
they say, is mother of invention, but fear, too, is not 
barren of ingenious suggestions. And I was afraid he 
would ask me point-blank for news of my other self. 

“Nice little saloon, isn't it?” I remarked, as if noticing 
for the first time the way his eyes roamed from one 
closed door to the other. “And very well fitted out, too. 
Here, for instance,” I continued, reaching over the back 
of my seat negligently and flinging the door open, “is 
my bathroom.” 

He made an eager movement, but hardly gave it a 
glance. I got up, shut the door of the bathroom, and in- 
vited him to have a look round, as if I were very proud 
of my accommodation. He had to rise and be shown 
round, but he went through the business without any 
raptures whatever. 

“And now well have a look at my stateroom,” I de- 
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dared, in a voice as loud as I dared to make it, crossing 
the cabin to the starboard side with purposely heavy 
steps. 

He followed me in and gazed around. My intelli- 
gent double had vanished. I played my part. 

*‘Very convenient — ^isn't it?” 

*'Very nice. Very comf . . .” He didn’t finish, and 
went out brusquely as if to escape from some unright- 
eous wiles of mine. But it was not to be. I had been too 
frightened not to feel vengeful; I felt I had him on the 
run, and I meant to keep him on the run. My polite 
insistence must have had something menacing in it, be- 
cause he gave in suddenly. And I did not let him off a 
single item; mate’s room, pantry, storerooms, the very 
sail locker which was also under the poop — ^he had to 
look into them all. When at last I showed him out on the 
quarter-deck he drew a long, spiritless sigh, and mum- 
bled dismally that he must really be going back to his 
ship now. I desired my mate, who had joined us, to see 
to the captain s boat. 

The man of whiskers gave a blast on the whistle 
which he used to wear hanging round his neck, and 
yelled, **Sephoras away!” My double down there in my 
cabin must have heard, and certainly could not feel 
more relieved than I. Four fellows came running out 
from somewhere forward and went over the side, while 
my own men, appearing on deck too, lined the rail. I 
escorted my visitor to the gangway ceremoniously, and 
nearly overdid it. He was a tenacious beast. On the very 
ladder he lingered, and in that unique, guiltily con- 
scientious manner of sticking to the point: 

‘1 say . . , you . . . you don’t think that — 

I covered his voice loudly; 

‘‘Certainly not. ... I am delighted. Good-by.” 

T had an idea of what he meant to say, and just saved 
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myself by the privilege of defective hearing. He was 
too shaken generally to insist, but my mate, close wit- 
ness of that parting, looked mystified and his face took 
on a thoughtful cast. As I did not want to appear as if 
I wished to avoid all communication with my officers, 
he had the opportunity to address me. 

“Seems a very nice man. His boat s crew told our 
chaps a very extraordinary story, if what I am told by 
the steward is true. I suppose you had it from the cap- 
tain, sir?” 

“Yes. I had a story from the captain.” 

“A very horrible affair — ^isn’t it, sir?” 

“It is.” 

“Beats all these tales we hear about murders in Yankee 
ships.” 

“1 don’t think it beats them. I don't think it resembles 
them in the least.” 

“Bless my soul — you don’t say sol But of course IVe 
no acquaintance whatever with American ships, not I, 
so I couldn’t go against your knowledge. It’s horrible 
enough for me. . . . But the queerest part is that those 
fellows seemed to have some idea the man was hidden 
aboard here. They had really. Did you ever hear of such 
a thing?” 

“Preposterous — ^isn’t it?” 

We were walking to and fro athwart the quarter- 
deck. No one of the crew forward could be seen (the 
day was Sunday), and the mate pursued: 

‘‘There was some little dispute about it. Our chaps 
took offense. ‘As if we would harbor a thing like that, 
they said. Wouldn’t you like to look for him in our coal 
hole?’ Quite a tiff. But they made it up in the end. I 
suppose he did drown himself. Don’t you, sir? 

“I don’t suppose anything.” 

“You have no doubt in the matter, sir? 
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"None whatever.*' 

I left him suddenly. I felt I was producing a bad im- 
pression, but with my double down there it was most 
trying to be on deck. And it was almost as trying to be 
below. Altogether a nerve-trying situation. But on the 
whole I felt less torn in two when I was with him. There 
was no one in the whole ship whom I dared take into my 
confidence. Since the hands had got to know his story, 
it would have been impossible to pass him off for any- 
one else, and an accidental discovery was to be dreaded 
now more than ever. . . . 

The steward being engaged in laying the table for 
dinner, we could talk only with our eyes when I first 
went down. Later in the afternoon we had a cautious 
try at whispering. The Sunday quietness of the ship was 
against us; the stillness of air and water around her was 
against us; the elements, the men were against us — 
everything was against us in our secret partnership; 
time itself — for this could not go on forever. The very 
trust in Providence was, I suppose, denied to his guilt. 
Shall I confess that this thought cast me down very 
much? And as to the chapter of accidents which counts 
for so much in the book of success, I could only hope 
that it was closed. For what favorable accident could 
be expected? 

"Did you hear everything?** were my first words as 
soon as we took up our position side by side, leaning 
over my bed-place. 

He had. And the proof of it was his earnest whisper, 
/‘The man told you he hardly dared to give the order.** 

I understood the reference to be to that saving fore- 
sail. 

"Yes. He was afraid of it being lost in the setting.** 

"I assure you he never gave the order. He may think 
he did, but he never gave it. He stood there with me 
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on the break of the poop after the maintopsail blew 
away, and whimpered about our last hope — ^positively 
whimpered about it and nothing else — and the night 
coming onl To hear ones skipper go on like that in such 
weather was enough to drive any fellow out of his mind. 
It worked me up into a sort of desperation. I just took it 
into my own hands and went away from him, boiling, 
and — . But what’s the use telling you? You know! , . . 
Do you think that if I had not been pretty fierce with 
them I should have got the men to do anything? Not it! 
The bosun perhaps? Perhaps! It wasn’t a heavy sea — 
it was a sea gone mad! I suppose the end of the world 
will be something like that; and a man may have the 
heart to see it coming once and be done with it — ^but to 
have to face it day after day — I don’t blame anybody. 
I was precious little better than the rest. Only — I was an 
officer of that old coal-wagon, anyhow — ” 

'T (juite understand,” 1 conveyed that sincere assur- 
ance into his ear. He was out of breath with whisper- 
ing; I could hear him pant slightly. It was all very 
simple. The same strung-up force which had given 
twenty-four men a chance, at least, for their lives, had, 
in a sort of recoil, crushed an unworthy mutinous 
existence. 

But I had no leisure to weigh the merits of the mat- 
ter — footsteps in the saloon, a heavy knock. “There’s 
enough wind to get under way with, sir.” Plere was the 
call of a new claim upon my thoughts and even upon my 
feelings. 

“Turn the hands up,” I cried through the door. “I’ll 
be on deck directly.” 

I was going out to make the acquaintance of my ship. 
Before I left the cabin our eyes met — the eyes of the 
only two strangers on board. I pointed to the recessed 
part where the little campstool awaited him and laid 
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my finger on my lips. He made a gesture — somewhat 
vague — ^a little mysterious, accompanied by a faint smile, 
as if of regret. 

This is not the place to enlarge upon the sensations 
of a man who feels for the first time a ship move under 
his feet to his own independent word. In my case they 
were not unalloyed. I was not wholly alone with my 
command; for there was that stranger in my cabin. Or 
rather, I was not completely and wholly with her. Part 
of me was absent. That mental feeling of being in two 
places at once aflFected me physically as if the mood of 
secrecy had penetrated my very soul. Before an hour 
had elapsed since the ship had begun to move, having 
occasion to ask the mate (he stood by my side) to take 
a compass bearing of the Pagoda, I caught myself reach- 
ing up to his ear in whispers. I say I caught myself, 
but enough had escaped to startle the man. I can't de- 
scribe it otherwise than by saying that he shied. A grave, 
preoccupied manner, as though he were in possession 
of some perplexing intelligence, did not leave him 
henceforth. A little later I moved away from the rail to 
look at the compass with such a stealthy gait that the 
helmsman noticed it — and I could not help noticing the 
unusual roundness of his eyes. These are trifling in- 
stances, though it s to no commander's advantage to be 
suspected of ludicrous eccentricities. But I was also 
more seriously affected. There are to a seaman certain 
words, gestures, that should in given conditions come 
as naturally, as instinctively as the winking of a menaced 
eye. A certain order should spring on to his lips without 
thinking; a certain sign should get itself made, so to 
speak, without reflection. But all unconscious alertness 
had abandoned me. I had to make an effort of will to 
recall myself back (from the cabin) to the conditions of 
the moment. I felt that I was appearing an irresolute 
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commander to those people who were watching me 
more or less critically. 

And, besides, there were the scares. On the second 
day out, for instance, coming off the deck in the after- 
noon (I had straw slippers on my bare feet) I stopped 
at the open pantry door and spoke to the steward. He 
was doing something there with his back to me. At the 
sound of my voice he nearly jumped out of his skin, as 
the saying is, and incidentally broke a cup. 

‘‘What on earth’s the matter with you?” I asked, aston- 
ished. 

He was extremely confused. “Beg your pardon, sir. 
I made sure you were in your cabin.” 

“You see I wasn’t.” 

“No, sir. I could have sworn I had heard you mov- 
ing in there not a moment ago. It’s most extraordinary 
. . . very sorry, sir.” 

I passed on with an inward shudder. I was so iden- 
tified with my secret double that I did not even men- 
tion the fact in those scanty, fearful whispers we ex- 
changed. I suppose he had made some slight noise of 
some kind or other. It would have been miraculous if 
he hadn’t at one time or another. And yet, haggard as 
he appeared, he looked always perfectly self-controlled, 
more than calm — almost invulnerable. On my sugges- 
tion he remained almost entirely in the bathroom, which, 
upon the whole, was the safest place. There could be 
really no shadow of an excuse for anyone ever want- 
ing to go in there, once the steward had done with it. 
It was a very tiny place. Sometimes he reclined on the 
floor, his legs bent, his head sustained on one elbow. At 
others I would find him on the campstool, sitting in his 
gray sleeping suit and with his cropped dark hair like 
a patient, unmoved convict. At night I would smuggle 
him into my bed-place, and we would whisper together. 
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with the regular footfalls of the oflScer of the watch pass- 
ing and repassing over our heads. It was an infinitely 
miserable time. It was lucky that some tins of fine pre- 
serves were stowed in a locker in my stateroom; hard 
bread I could always get hold of; and so he lived on 
stewed chicken, pate de foie gras, asparagus, cooked 
oysters, sardines — on all sorts of abominable sham del- 
icacies out of tins. My early morning coffee he always 
drank; and it was all I dared do for him in that respect. 

Eveiy day there was the horrible maneuvering to go 
through so that my room and then the bathroom should 
be done in the usual way. I came to hate the sight of 
the steward, to abhor the voice of that harmless man. 
I felt that it was he who would bring on the disaster of 
discovery. It hung like a sword over our heads. 

The fourth day out, I think (we were then working 
down the east side of the Gulf of Siam, tack for tack, 
in light winds and smooth water) — the fourth day, I 
say, of this miserable juggling with the unavoidable, as 
we sat at our evening meal, that man, whose slightest 
movement I dreaded, after putting down the dishes ran 
up on deck busily. This could not be dangerous. Pres- 
ently he came down again; and then it appeared that he 
had remembered a coat of mine which I had thrown 
over a rail to dry after having been wetted in a shower 
which had passed over the ship in the afternoon. Sitting 
stolidly at the head of the table I became terrified at the 
sight of the garment on his arm. Of course he made for 
my door. There was no time to lose. 

"Steward,” I thundered. My nerves were so shaken 
that I could not govern my voice and conceal my agita- 
tion. This was the sort of thing that made my terrifically 
whiskered mate tap his forehead with his forefinger. I 
had detected him using that gesture while talking on 
deck with a confidential air to the carpenter. It was too 
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far to hear a word, but I had no doubt that this panto- 
mime could only refer to the strange new captain. 

‘Tes, sir,'’ the pale-faced steward turned resignedly 
to me. It was this maddening course of being shouted 
at, checked without rhyme or reason, arbitrarily chased 
out of my cabin, suddenly called into it, sent flying out 
of his pantry on incomprehensible errands, that ac- 
counted for the growing wretchedness of his expression. 

“Where are you going with that coat?” 

“To your room, sir.” 

“Is there another shower coming?” 

“I’m sure I don’t know, sir. Shall I go up again and 
see, sir?” 

“No! never mind.” 

My object was attained, as of course my other self in 
there would have heard everything that passed. During 
this interlude my two officers never raised their eyes 
off their respective plates; but the lip of that confounded 
cub, the second mate, quivered visibly. 

I expected the steward to hook my coat on and come 
out at once. He was very slow about it; but I dominated 
my nervousness sufficiently not to shout after him. Sud- 
denly I became aware (it could be heard plainly enough) 
that the fellow for some reason or other was opening the 
door of the bathioom. It was the end. The place was 
literally not big enough to swing a cat in. My voice died 
in my throat and I went stony all over. I expected to 
hear a yell of surprise and terror, and made a movement, 
but had not the strength to get on my legs. Everything 
remained still. Had my second self taken the poor 
wretch by the throat? I don’t know what I would have 
done next moment if I had not seen the steward come 
out of my room, close the door, and then stand quietly 
by the sideboard. 

Saved, I thought. But, no! Lost! Gone! He was gone! 
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I laid my knife and fork down and leaned back in 
my chair. My head swam. After a while, when suffi- 
ciently recovered to speak in a steady voice, I instructed 
my mate to put the ship round at eight o’clock himself. 

‘1 won’t come on deck,” I went on. “I think I’ll turn 
in, and unless the wind shifts I don’t want to be dis- 
turbed before midnight. I feel a bit seedy.” 

‘‘You did look middling bad a little while ago,” the 
chief mate remarked without showing any great con- 
cern. 

They both went out, and I stared at the steward clear- 
ing the table. There was nothing to be read on that 
wretched man’s face. But why did he avoid my eyes I 
asked myself. Then I thought I should like to hear the 
sound of his voice. 

'‘Steward!” 

"Sir!” Startled as usual. 

“Where did you hang up that coat?” 

“In the bathroom, sir.” The usual anxious tone. “It’s 
not quite dry yet, sir.” 

For some time longer I sat in the cuddy. Had my 
double vanished as he had come? But of his coming 
there was an explanation, whereas his disappearance 
would be inexplicable. ... I went slowly into my dark 
room, shut the door, lighted the lamp, and for a time 
dared not turn round. When at last I did I saw him 
standing bolt upright in the narrow recessed part. It 
would not be true to say I had a shock, but an irresist- 
ible doubt of his bodily existence flitted through my 
mind. Can it be, I asked myself, that he is not visible to 
other eyes than mine? It was like being haunted. Mo- 
tionless, with a grave face, he raised his hands slightly 
at me in a gesture which meant clearly, “Heavens! what 
a narrow escape!” Narrow indeed. I think I had come 
creeping quietly as near insanity as any man who has 
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not actually gone over the border. That gesture re- 
strained me, so to speak. 

The mate with the terrific whiskers was now putting 
the ship on the other tack. In the moment of profound 
silence which follows upon the hands going to their sta- 
tions I heard on the poop liis raised voice: ‘"Hard alee!”^ 
and the distant shout of the order repeated on the main- 
deck. The sails, in that light breeze, made but a faint 
fluttering noise. It ceased. The ship was coming round 
slowly; I held my breath in the renewed stillness of ex- 
pectation; one wouldn’t have thought that there was a 
single living soul on her decks. A sudden brisk shout, 
‘‘Mainsail haul!” broke the spell, and in the noisy cries 
and rush overhead of the men running away with the 
main brace we two, down in my cabin, came together 
in our usual position by the bed-place. 

He did not wait for my question. “I heard him fum- 
bling here and just managed to squat myself down in 
the bath,” he whispered to me. “The fellow only opened 
the door and put his arm in to hang the coat up. All the 
same — ” 

“I never thought of that,” I whispered back, even 
more appalled than before at the closeness of the shave, 
and marveling at that something unyielding in his char- 
acter which was carrying him through so finely. There 
was no agitation in his whisper. Whoever was being 
driven distracted, it was not he. He was sane. And the 
proof of his sanity was continued when he took up the 
whispering again. 

“It would never do for me to come to life again.” 

It was something that a ghost might have said. But 
what he was alluding to was his old captain’s reluctant 
admission of the theory of suicide. It would obviously 
serve his turn — ^if I had understood at all the view which 
seemed to govern the unalterable purpose of his action. 
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‘‘You must maroon me as soon as ever you can get 
amongst these islands off the Cambodje shore,” he went 
on. 

“Maroon you! We are not living in a boy s adventure 
tale,” I protested. His scorniful whispering took me up. 

“We aren’t indeed! There’s nothing of a boy’s tale in 
tliis. But there’s nothing else for it. I want no more. You 
don’t suppose I am afraid of what can be done to me? 
Prison or gallows or whatever they may please. But you 
don’t see me coming back to explain such things to an 
old fellow in a wig and twelve respectable tradesmen, 
do you? What can they know whether I am guilty or 
not — or of what I am guilty, either? That’s my affair. 
What does the Bible say? ‘Driven off the face of the 
earth.’ Very well. I am off the face of the earth now. As 
I came at night so I shall go.” 

“Impossible!” I murmured. ‘Tou can’t.” 

“Can’t? . . . Not naked like a soul on the Day of 
Judgment, I shall freeze on to this sleeping suit. The Last 
Day is not yet — and . * . you have understood thor- 
oughly. Didn’t you?” 

I felt suddenly ashamed of myself. I may say truly 
that I understood — and my hesitation in letting that 
man swim away from my ship’s side had been a mere 
sham sentiment, a sort of cowardice. 

“It can’t be done now till next night,” I breathed out. 
“The ship is on the offshore tack and the wind may fail 
us.” 

“As long as I know that you understand,” he whis- 
pered. “But of course you do. It’s a great satisfaction to 
have got somebody to understand. You seem to have 
been there on purpose.” And in the same whisper, as if 
we two whenever we talked had to say things to each 
other which were not fit for the world to hear, he added, 
“It’s very wonderful.” 
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We remained side by side talking in our secret way 
— but sometimes silent or just exchanging a whispered 
word or two at long intervals. And as usual he stared 
through the port. A breath of wind came now and again 
into our faces. The ship might have been moored 
in d^ck. so gently and on an even keel she slipped 
through the water, that did not murmur even at our pas- 
sage, shadowy and silent like a phantom sea. 

At midnight I went on deck, and to my mate's great 
surprise put the ship round on the other tack. His ter- 
rible whiskers flitted round me in silent criticism. I 
certainly should not have done it if it had been only a 
question of getting out of that sleepy gulf as quickly as 
possible. I believe he told the second mate, who relieved 
him, that it was a great want of judgment. The other 
only yawned. That intolerable cub shuffled about so 
sleepily and lolled against the rails in such a slack, im- 
proper fashion that I came down on him sharply. 

“Aren’t you properly awake yet?” 

“Yes, sir! I am awake.” 

“Well, then, be good enough to hold yourself as if 
you were. And keep a lookout. If there’s any current 
we'll be closing with some islands before daylight.” 

The east side of the gulf is fringed with islands, some 
solitary, others in groups. On the blue background of 
the high coast they seem to float on silvery patches of 
calm water, arid and gray, or dark green and rounded 
like clumps of evergreen bushes, with the larger ones, 
a mile or two long, showing the outlines of ridges, ribs 
of gray rock under the dark mantle of matted leafage. 
Unknown to trade, to travel, almost to geography, the 
manner of life they harbor is an unsolved secret. There 
must be villages — settlements of fishermen at least— on 
the largest of them, and some communication with the 
world is probably kept up by native craft. But all that 
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forenoon, as we headed for them, fanned along by the 
faintest of breezes, I saw no sign of man or canoe in 
the field of the telescope I kept on pointing at the scat- 
tered group. 

At noon I gave no orders for a change of course, and 
the mate’s whiskers became much concerned and seemed 
to be offering themselves unduly to my notice. At last I 
said: 

*1 am going to stand right in. Quite in — ^as far as I 
can take her.” 

The stare of extreme surprise imparted an air of feroc- 
ity also to his eyes, and he looked truly terrific for a 
moment. 

"We re not doing well in the middle of the gulf,” I 
continued, casually. "I am going to look for the land 
breezes tonight.” 

"Bless my soul! Do you mean, sir, in the dark amongst 
the lot of all them islands and reefs and shoals?” 

"Well — ^if there are any regular land breezes at all 
on this coast one must get close inshore to find them, 
mustn’t one?” 

"Bless my soul!” he exclaimed again under his breath. 
All that afternoon he wore a dreamy, contemplative ap- 
pearance which in him was a mark of perplexity. After 
dinner I went into my stateroom as if I meant to take 
some rest. There we two bent our dark heads over a 
half-unrolled chart lying on my bed. 

"There,” I said. "It s got to be Koh-ring. I Ve been 
looking at it ever since sunrise. It has got two hills and 
a low point. It must be inhabited. And on the coast op- 
posite there is what looks like the mouth of a biggish 
river — ^with some town, no doubt, not far up. It’s the 
best chance for you that I can see.” 

"Anything. Koh-ring let it be.” 

He looked thoughtfully at the chart as if surveying 
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chances and distances from a lofty height — ^and follow- 
ing with his eyes his own figure wandering on the blank 
land of Cochin-China, and then passing off that piece of 
paper clean out of sight into uncharted regions. And it 
was as if the ship had two captains to plan her course 
for her. I had been so worried and restless running up 
and down that I had not had the patience to dress that 
day. I had remained in my sleeping suit, with straw slip- 
pers and a soft floppy hat. The closeness of the heat in 
the gulf had been most oppressive, and the crew were 
used to see me wandering in that airy attire. 

“She will clear the south point as she heads now,” I 
whispered into his ear. “Goodness only knows when, 
though, but certainly after dark. Til edge her in to half a 
mile, as far as I may be able to judge in the dark — 

“Be careful,” he murmured, wamingly — and I real- 
ized suddenly that all my future, the only future for 
which I was fit, would perhaps go irretrievably to pieces 
in any mishap to my first command. 

I could not stop a moment longer in the room. I mo- 
tioned him to get out of sight and made my way on the 
poop. That unplayful cub had the watch. I walked up 
and down for a while thinking things out, then beck- 
oned him over. 

“Send a couple of hands to open the two quarter-deck 
ports,” I said, mildly. 

He actually had the impudence, or else so forgot him- 
self in his wonder at such an incomprehensible order, 
as to repeat: 

“Open the quarter-deck ports! What for, sir?” 

“The only reason you need concern yourself about is 
because I tell you to do so. Have them open wide and 
fastened properly.” 

He reddened and went off, but I believe made some 
jeering remark to the carpenter as to the sensible prac- 
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tioe of ventilating a ship’s quarter-deck. I know he 
popped into the mate’s cabin to impart the fact to him 
because the whiskers came on deck, as it were by 
chance, and stole glances at me from below — ^for signs 
of lunacy or drunkenness, I suppose. 

A little before supper, feeling more restless than ever, 
I rejoined, for a moment, my second self. And to find 
him sitting so quietly was surprising, like something 
against nature, inhuman. 

I developed my plan in a hurried whisper. 

"I shall stand in as close as I dare and then put her 
round. I shall presently find means to smuggle you out 
of here into the sail locker, which communicates with 
the lobby. But there is an opening, a sort of square for 
hauling the sails out, which gives straight on the quarter- 
deck and which is never closed in fine weather, so as to 
give air to the sails. When the ship’s way is deadened 
in stays and all the hands are aft at the main braces you 
shall have a clear road to slip out and get overboard 
through the open quarter-deck port. I’ve had them both 
fastened up. Use a rope’s end to lower yourself into the 
water so as to avoid a splash — ^you know. It could be 
heard and cause some beastly complication.” 

He kept silent for a while, then whispered, "I under- 
stand.” 

‘T won’t be there to see you go,” I began with an 
effort. “The rest ... I only hope I have understood, 
too.” 

“You have. From first to last,” and for the first time 
there seemed to be a faltering, something strained in his 
whisper. He caught hold of my arm, but the ringing of 
the supper beU made me start. He didn’t, though; he 
only released his grip. 

After supper I didn’t come below again till well past 
eight o’clock. The faint, steady breeze was loaded with 



THE SECRET SHARER 693 

dew; and the wet, darkened sails held all there was of 
propelling power in it. The night, clear and starry, 
sparkled darkly, and the opaque, lightless patches shift- 
ing slowly against the low stars were the drifting islets. 
On the port bow there was a big one more distant and 
shadowily imposing by the great space of sky it eclipsed. 

On opening the door I had a back view of my very 
own self looking at a chart. He had come out of the 
recess and was standing near the table. 

‘'Quite dark enough,” I whispered. 

He stepped back and leaned against my bed with a 
level, quiet glance. I sat on the couch. We had nothing 
to say to each other. Over our heads the ofiBcer of the 
watch moved here and there. Then I heard him move 
quickly. I knew what that meant. He was making for 
the companion; and presently his voice was outside my 
door. 

“We are drawing in pretty fast, sir. Land looks rather 
close.” 

“Very well,” I answered, “I am coming on deck 
directly.” 

I waited till he was gone out of the cuddy, then rose. 
My double moved too. The time had come to exchange 
our last whispers, for neither of us was ever to hear each 
other s natural voice. 

“Look here!” I opened a drawer and took out three 
sovereigns. “Take this, anyhow. iVe got six and Td give 
you the lot, only I must keep a little money to buy some 
fruit and vegetables for the crew from native boats as 
we go through Sunda Straits.” 

He shook his head. 

“Take it,” I urged him, whispering desperately. “No 
one can tell what — ” 

He smiled and slapped meaningly the only pocket of 
the sleeping jacket. It was not safe, certainly. But I pro- 
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duced a large old silk handkerchief of mine, and tying 
the three pieces of gold in a comer, pressed it on him. 
He was touched, I suppose, because he took it at last 
and tied it quickly round his waist under the jacket, on 
his bare skin. 

Our eyes met; several seconds elapsed, till, our 
glances still mingled, I extended my hand and turned 
the lamp out. Then I passed through the cuddy, leav- 
ing the door of my room wide open. . . . ‘‘Steward!” 

He was still lingering in the pantry in the greatness 
of his zeal, giving a rub-up to a plated cmet stand the 
last thing before going to bed. Being careful not to wake 
up the mate, whose room was opposite, I spoke in an 
undertone. 

He looked round anxiously. “Sir!” 

“Can you get me a little hot water from the galley?'" 

“I am afraid, sir, the galley fire s been out for some 
time now.” 

“Go and see.” 

He fled up the stairs. 

“Now,” I whispered, loudly, into the saloon — ^too 
loudly, perhaps, but I was afraid I couldn't make a 
sound. He was by my side in an instant — the double 
captain slipped past the stairs — through the tiny dark 
passage ... a sliding door. We were in the sail locker, 
scrambling on our knees over the sails. A sudden thought 
stmck me. I saw myself wandering barefooted, bare- 
headed, the sun beating on my dark poll. I snatched off 
my floppy hat and tried hurriedly in the dark to ram if 
on my other self. He dodged and fended off silently. 1 
wonder what he thought had come to me before he un« 
derstood and suddenly desisted. Our hands met grop- 
ingly, lingered united in a steady, motionless clasp for 
a second. ... No word was breathed by either of us 
when they separated. 
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I was standing quietly by the pantry door when the 
steward returned. 

“Sorry, sir. Kettle barely warm. Shall I light the spirit 
lamp?” 

“Never mind.” 

I came out on deck slowly. It was now a matter of 
conscience to shave the land as close as possible — ^for 
now he must go overboard whenever the ship was put 
in stays. Must! There could be no going back for him. 
After a moment I walked over to leeward and my heart 
flew into my mouth at the nearness of the land on the 
bow. Under any other circumstances I would not have 
held on a minute longer. The second mate had followed 
me anxiously. 

I looked on till I felt I could command my voice. 

“She will weather,” I said then in a quiet tone. 

“Are you going to try that, sir?” he stammered out 
incredulously. 

I took no notice of him and raised my tone just enough 
to be heard by the helmsman. 

“Keep her good full,” 

“Good full, sir.” 

The wind fanned my cheek, the sails slept, the world 
was silent. The strain of watching the dark loom of the 
land grow bigger and denser was too much for me. I had 
shut my eye.s — because the ship must go closer. She 
must! The stillness was intolerable. Were we standing 
still? 

When I opened my eyes the second view started my 
heart with a thump. The black southern hill of Koh-ring 
seemed to hang right over the ship like a towering frag- 
ment of the everlasting night. On that enormous mass of 
blackness there was not a gleam to be seen, not a sound 
to be heard. It was gliding irresistibly toward us and yet 
seemed already within reach of the hand. I saw the 
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vague figures of the watch grouped in the waist, gazing 

in awed silence. 

‘‘Are you going on, sir?” inquired ar unsteady voice 
at my elbow. 

I ignored it. I had to go on. 

“Keep her full. Don*t check her way. That won’t do 
now,” I said warningly. 

‘1 can’t see the sails very well,” the helmsman an- 
swered me, in strange, quavering tones. 

Was she close enough? Already she was, I won’t say 
in the shadow of the land, but in the very blackness of 
it, already swallowed up as it were, gone too close to be 
recalled, gone from me altogether. 

“Give the mate a call,” I said to the young man who 
stood at my elbow as still as death. “And turn all hands 
up.” 

My tone had a borrowed loudness reverberated from 
the height of the land. Several voices cried out together: 
‘‘We are all on deck, sir.” 

Then stillness again, with the great shadow gliding 
closer, towering higher, without a light, without a sound. 
Such a hush had fallen on the ship that she might have 
been a bark of the dead floating in slowly under the 
very gate of Erebus. 

“My God! Where are we?” 

It was the mate moaning at my elbow. He was 
thunderstruck, and as it were deprived of the moral sup- 
port of his whiskers. He clapped his hands and abso- 
lutely cried out, “Lost!” 

“Be quiet,” I said sternly. 

He lowered his tone, but I saw the shadowy gesture 
of his despair. “What are we doing here?” 

“Looking for the land wind.” 

He made as if to tear his hair, and addressed me reck- 
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"She will never get out You have done it, sir. I knew 
it'd end in something like this. She will never weather, 
and you are too close now to stay. Shell drift ashore be- 
fore she's round. O my God!" 

I caught his arm as he was raising it to batter his poor 
devoted head, and shook it violently. 

"She's ashore already," he wailed, trying to tear him- 
self away. 

"Is she? . . . Keep good full there!” 

"Good full, sir,” cried the helmsman in a frightened, 
thin, childlike voice. 

I hadn't let go the mate's arm and went on shaking it. 
"Ready about, do you hear? You go forward” — ^shake — 
"and stop there” — ^shake — "and hold your noise" — ^shake 
— ^"and see these head sheets properly overhauled" — 
shake, shake — shake. 

And all the time I dared not look toward the land lest 
my heart should fail me. I released my grip at last and 
he ran forward as if fleeing for dear life. 

I wondered what my double there in the sail locker 
thought of this commotion. He was able to hear every- 
thing — and perhaps he was able to understand why, on 
my conscience, it had to be thus close — ^no less. My first 
order "Hard alee!” re-echoed ominously under the 
towering shadow of Koh-ring as if I had shouted in a 
mountain gorge. And then I watched the land intently. 
In that smooth water and light wind it was impossible 
to feel the ship coming-to. No! I could not feel her. And 
my second self was making now ready to slip out and 
lower himself overboard. Perhaps he was gone al- 
ready . . . ? 

The great black mass brooding over our very mast- 
heads began to pivot away from the ship's side silently. 
And now I forgot the secret stranger ready to depart, 
and remembered only that I was a total stranger to the 
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ship. I did not know her. Would she do it? How was 

she to be handled? 

I swung the mainyard and waited helplessly. She was 
perhaps stopped, and her very fate hung in the balance, 
with the black mass of Koh-ring like the gate of the 
everlasting night towering over her taffrail. What would 
she do now? Had she way on her yet? I stepped to the 
side swiftly, and on the shadowy water I could see noth- 
ing except a faint phosphorescent flash revealing the 
glassy smoothness of the sleeping surface. It was im- 
possible to tell — and I had not learned yet the feel of my 
ship. Was she moving? What I needed was something 
easily seen, a piece of paper, which I could throw over- 
board and watch. I had nothing on me. To run down for 
it I didn’t dare. There was no time. All at once my 
strained, yearning stare distinguished a white object 
floating within a yard of the ship’s side. White on the 
black water. A phosphorescent flash passed under it. 
What was that thing? ... I recognized my own floppy 
hat. It must have fallen off his head . . . and he didn’t 
bother. Now I had what I wanted — the saving mark for 
my eyes. But I hardly thought of my other self, now 
gone from the ship, to be hidden forever from all 
friendly faces, to be a fugitive and a vagabond on the 
earth, with no brand of the curse on his sane forehead 
to stay a slaying h:.nd . . . too proud to explain. 

And I watched the hat — ^the expression of my sudden 
pity for his mere flesh. It had been meant to save his 
homeless head from the dangers of the sun. And now — 
behold — ^it was saving the ship, by serving me for a 
mark to help out the ignorance of my strangeness. Ha! 
It was drifting forward, warning me just in time that 
the ship had gathered sternway. 

“Shift the hehn,” I said in a low voice to the seaman 
standing still like a statue. 
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The man s eyes glistened wildly in the binnacle light 
as he jumped round to the other side and spun round 
the wheel. 

I walked to the break of the poop. On the overshad- 
owed deck all hands stood by the forebraces waiting for 
my order. The stars ahead seemed to be gliding from 
right to left. And all was so still in the world that I heard 
the quiet remark "'She's round,” passed in a tone of in- 
tense relief between two seamen. 

"Let go and haul.” 

The foreyards ran round with a great noise, amidst 
cheery cries. And now the frightful whiskers made 
themselves heard giving various orders. Already the ship 
was drawing ahead. And I was alone with her. Nothing! 
no one in the world should stand now between us, 
throwing a shadow on the way of silent knowledge and 
mute affection, the perfect communion of a seaman with 
his first command. 

Walking to the taffrail, I was in time to make out, on 
the very edge of a darkness thrown by a towering black 
mass like the very gateway of Erebus — ^yes, I was in 
time to catch an evanescent glimpse of my white hat left 
behind to mark the spot where the secret sharer of my 
cabin and of my thoughts, as though he were my second 
self, had lowered himself into the water to take his 
punishment: a free man, a proud swimmer striking out 
for a new destiny. 
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editor's note 


Conrad s genius was imaginative and dramatic, but it was 
also moral in impulse and philosophical in direction, like that 
of all great narrative artists, and his books are rich in pas- 
sages of commentary. He had, also, from the beginning, a 
strong sense of the exactions of the art he practiced. If he 
had literary masters, they were the men of the nineteenth 
century — Flaubert, Turgenev, Henry James — ^who had im- 
posed a new discipline on the art of the novel, making of it 
a finer instrument of expression and sensibility, seeking to 
bring to it the “quality of mind” which James required as 
the ultimate test of literature. Conrad formulated the laws of 
his craft early in his career in the “Preface” which he pub- 
lished at the end of The Nigger of the ^'Narcissus** when 
Henley serialized it in The New Review, August-December 
1897. This “Preface,” defining the “condition of art” as Con- 
rad conceived it, was after 1914 printed as a foreword to all 
subsequent editions of that novel, and it is printed here at 
the head of a small section of passages from Conrad's books 
which give, in concise form, the literary ideals he envisaged 
and the standards of craftsmanship and intention he prac- 
ticed. 

“The condition of life” is a no less insistent theme of his 
books, appearing continuously in the observations and mar- 
ginal comments that accompany his narratives, and that find 
more explicit, if less spontaneous or assured, expression in 
the essays collected in Notes on Life and Letters ( 1921 ) and 
the posthumous Last Essays (1926). A brief selection of 
such passages is given here (none repeating passages which 
will be found in the stories included in this volume). It is 
only in the passages on literature and life included in this 
section (and occasionally in the letters that follow) that 
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EDITOR S NOTE 703 

Conrad’s texts in the present book are printed in partial 
form. Conrad himself on one occasion approved the ex- 
cerpting of illustrative passages from his work when he per- 
mitted his friend. Miss M. Harriet M. Capes, to compile her 
book of selections called Wisdom and Beauty from Conrad, 
and this has encouraged the present editor to make his ovjn 
selection of passages which may constitute at least a partial 
self-portrait of Conrad's mind and sensibility. 

Conrad was a voluminous letter-writer, and his letters 
form the most intimate and revealing personal document he 
ever wrote, exceeding The Mirror of the Sea and A Personal 
Record in their revelation of his personality and labors. 
When G. Jean-Aubry compiled his Life and Letters of Con- 
rad ( 1927), he made a choice from over 2000 letters at his 
disposal, and further collections have been made from the 
letters Conrad wrote — ^in Polish, French, and English — ^to 
such correspondents as Richard Curie, Edward Garnett, his 
French friends, and his "aunt” in Brussels (actually the wife 
of his maternal grandmother’s first cousin), Mme. Marguerite 
Poradowska. Still others await publication. The following 
short selection has been made from the letters included in 
M. Jean-Aubry’s Life and Letters (New York: Doubleday, 
Doran and Co., 1927), with the exception of three short pas- 
sages from Letters of Joseph Conrad to Marguerite Poradow- 
ska, as translated from the French and edited by John A. 
Gee and Paul J. Sturm ( New Haven: Yale University Press, 
1940), included here by kind permission of the Yale Univer- 
sity Press. This important volume contains the best evidence 
on Conrad’s life between 1890 and 1895, when he was mak- 
ing a hazardous transition from his maritime career to a 
career in authorship. 

His other correspondents in the letters printed here are 
among the friends of his lifetime: Edward Noble, whose 
efforts at authorship Conrad encouraged in the nineties; Ed- 
ward Garnett, editor and critic, who in 1895, as reader for 
T. Fisher Unwin, brought about the publication of Almayer s 
Folly; R. B. Cunninghame Graham, the Scottish writer, one 
of Conrad's first and staunchest hterary friends; John Gals- 
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worthy, whom Conrad first met in 1893 as a passenger on 
his ship, the Torrens; Edward Lancelot Sanderson, another 
passenger on that voyage, later headmaster at Elstree school, 
who became a lifelong friend; Edmund Gosse, who in 1905 
was instrumental, with William Rothenstein, in securing for 
Conrad a Civil List pension; Henry James, the American 
novelist, who in 1908 sent Conrad the first six volumes ot 
the Collected Edition of his works; Barrett H. Clark, the 
American critic of drama; George T. Keating, the American 
collector of Conrad, whose great collection is now housed 
at Yale University; and Richard Curie, whose book on Con- 
rad in 1914 was the first extended study of his work and 
who in 1923 wrote an article in the London Times Literary 
Supplement on J. M. Dent and Sons' Uniform Edition of 
Conrad's works. 

Some elisions, indicated by running periods, have been 
made in the letters as printed here, and their texts follow 
the authorized editions. The complete texts will be found 
in the collections edited by G. Jean-Aubry and Messrs. Gee 
and Sturm. 



The Condition of Art 


A WORK that aspires, however humbly, to the con- 
dition of art should carry its justification in every 
line. And art itself may be defined as a single-minded 
attempt to render the highest kind of justice to the vis- 
ible universe, by bringing to light the truth, manifold 
and one, underlying its every aspect. It is an attempt to 
find in its forms, in its colors, in its light, in its shadows, 
in the aspects of matter and in the facts of life, what of 
each is fundamental, what is enduring and essential — 
their one illuminating and convincing quality — the very 
truth of their existence. The artist, then, like the thinker 
or the scientist, seeks the truth and makes his appeal. 
Impressed by the aspect of the world the thinker plunges 
into ideas, the scientist into facts — ^whence, presently, 
emerging they make their appeal to those qualities of 
our being that fit us best for the hazardous enterprise of 
living. They speak authoritatively to our common sense, 
to our intelligence, to our desire of peace or to our desire 
of unrest; not seldom to our prejudices, sometimes to 
our fears, often to our egoism — ^but always to our credu- 
lity. And their words are heard with reverence, for 
their concern is with weighty matters: with the cultiva- 
tion of our minds and the proper care of our bodies, 
with the attainment of our ambitions, with the perfec- 
tion of the means and the glorification of our precious 
aims. 


705 



706 ON LIFE AND LETTERS 

It is otherwise with the artist. 

Confronted by the same enigmatical spectacle the 
artist descends within himself, and in that lonely region 
of stress and strife, if he be deserving and fortunate, he 
finds the terms of his appeal. His appeal is made to our 
less obvious capacities : to that part of our nature which, 
because of the warlike conditions of existence, is neces- 
sarily kept out of sight within the more resisting and 
hard qualities — like the vulnerable body within a steel 
armor. His appeal is less loud, more profound, less 
distinct, more stirring — and sooner forgotten. Yet its ef- 
fect endures forever. The changing wisdom of succes- 
sive generations discards ideas, questions facts, demol- 
ishes theories. But the artist appeals to that part of our 
being which is not dependent on wisdom: to that in us 
which is a gift and not an acquisition — and, therefore, 
more permanently enduring. He speaks to our capacity 
for delight and wonder, to the sense of mystery sur- 
rounding our lives; to our sense of pity, and beauty, and 
pain; to the latent feeling of fellowship with all crea- 
tion — to the subtle but invincible conviction of solidar- 
ity that knits together the loneliness of innumerable 
hearts, to the solidarity in dreams, in joy, in sorrow, in 
aspirations, in illusions, in hope, in fear, which binds 
men to each other, which binds together all humanity 
— ^the dead to the living and the living to the unborn. 

It is only some such train of thought, or rather of 
feeling, that can in a measure explain the aim of the 
attempt, made in the tale which follows, to present an 
unrestful episode in the obscure lives of a few individ- 
uals out of all the disregarded multitude of the be- 
wildered, the simple, and the voiceless. For, if any part 
of truth dwells in the belief confessed above, it becomes 
evident that there is not a place of splendor or a dark 
corner of the earth that does not deserve if only a pass- 
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ing glance of wonder and pity. The motive, then, may 
be held to justify the matter of the work; but this pref- 
ace, which is simply an avowal of endeavor, cannot end 
here — for the avowal is not yet complete. 

Fiction — if it at all aspires to be art — appeals to 
temperament. And in truth it must be, like painting, like 
music, like all art, the appeal of one temperament to all 
the other innumerable temperaments whose subtle and 
resistless power endows passing events with their true 
meaning, and creates the moral, the emotional atmos- 
phere of the place and time. Such an appeal, to be ef- 
fective, must be an impression conveyed through the 
senses; and, in fact, it cannot be made in any other way, 
because temperament, whether individual or collective, 
is not amenable to persuasion. All art, therefore, appeals 
primarily to the senses, and the artistic aim when ex- 
pressing itself in written words must also make its ap- 
peal through the senses, if its high desire is to reach the 
secret spring of responsive emotions. It must strenuously 
aspire to the plasticity of sculpture, to the color of 
painting, and to the magic suggestiveness of music — 
which is the art of arts. And it is only through complete, 
unswerving devotion to the perfect blending of form 
and substance; it is only through an unremitting, never- 
discouraged care for the shape and ring of sentences 
that an approach can be made to plasticity, to color, and 
that the light of magic suggestiveness may be brought 
to play for an evanescent instant over the commonplace 
surface of words; of the old, old words, worn thin, de- 
faced by ages of careless usage. 

The sincere endeavor to accomplish that creative 
task, to go as far on that road as his strength will carry 
him, to go undeterred by faltering, weariness, or re- 
proach, is the only valid justification for the worker in 
prose. And if his conscience is clear, his answer to those 
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who in the fullness of a wisdom which looks for im- 
mediate profit, demand specifically to be edified, con- 
soled, amused; who demand to be promptly improved, 
or encouraged, or frightened, or shocked, or charmed, 
must run thus: — My task which I am trying to achieve is, 
by the power of the written word, to make you hear, to 
make you feel — ^it is, before all, to make you see. That — 
and no more, and it is everything. If I succeed, you shall 
find there, according to your deserts, encouragement, 
consolation, fear, charm, all you demand — and, perhaps, 
also that glimpse of truth for which you have forgotten 
to ask. 

To snatch, in a moment of courage, from the remorse- 
less rush of time a passing phase of life, is only the be- 
ginning of the task. The task approached in tenderness 
and faith is to hold up unquestioningly, without choice 
and without fear, the rescued fragment before all eyes 
in the light of a sincere mood. It is to show its vibration, 
its color, its form; and through its movement, its form, 
and its color, reveal the substance of its truth — disclose 
its inspiring secret: the stress and passion within the 
core of each convincing moment. In a single-minded at- 
tempt of that kind, if one be deserving and fortunate, 
one may perchance attain to such clearness of sincerity 
that at last the presented vision of regret or pity, of ter- 
ror or mirth, shall awaken in the hearts of the beholders 
that feeling of unavoidable solidarity; of the solidarity 
in mysterious origin, in toil, in joy, in hope, in uncer- 
tain fate, which binds men to each other and all man- 
kind to the visible world. 

It is evident that he who, rightly or wrongly, holds 
by the convictions expressed above cannot be faithful 
to any one of the temporary formulas of his craft. The 
enduring part of them — the truth which each only im- 
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perfectly veils — should abide with him as the most 
precious of his possessions, but they all — Realism, Ro- 
manticism, Naturalism, even the unofficial Sentimental- 
ism (which, like the poor, is exceedingly difficult to get 
rid of) — all these gods must, after a short period of 
fellowship, abandon him — even on the very threshold of 
the temple — to the stammerings of his conscience and 
to the outspoken consciousness of the difficulties of his 
work. In that uneasy solitude the supreme cry of Art for 
Art itself loses the exciting ring of its apparent immoral- 
ity. It sounds far off. It has ceased to be a cry, and is 
heard only as a whisper, often incomprehensible, but 
at times and faintly encouraging. 

Sometimes, stretched at ease in the shade of a road- 
side tree, we watch the motions of a laborer in a distant 
field, and after a time, begin to wonder languidly as to 
what the fellow may be at. We watch the movements of 
his body, the waving of his arms; we see him bend 
down, stand up, hesitate, begin again. It may add to the 
charm of an idle hour to be told the purpose of his exer- 
tions. If we know he is trying to lift a stone, to dig a 
ditch, to uproot a stump, we look with a more real in- 
terest at his efforts; we are disposed to condone the jar 
of his agitation upon the restfulness of the landscape; 
and even, if in a brotherly frame of mind, we may bring 
ourselves to forgive his failure. We understand his ob- 
ject, and, after all, the fellow has tried, and perhaps he 
had not the strength — and perhaps he had not the 
knowledge. We forgive, go on our way — and forget. 

And so it is with the workman of art. Art is long and 
life is short, and success is very far off. And thus, doubt- 
ful of strength to travel so far, we talk a little about the 
aim — the aim of art, which, like life itself, is inspiring, 
difficult — obscured by mists. It is not in the clear logic 
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of a triumphant conclusion; it is not in the unveiling of 
one of those heartless secrets which are called the Laws 
of Nature. It is not less great, but only more difficult. 

To arrest, for the space of a breath, the hands busy 
about the work of the earth, and compel men entranced 
by the sight of distant goals to glance for a moment at 
the surrounding vision of form and color, of sunshine 
and shadows; to make them pause for a look, for a sigh, 
for a smile — such is the aim, difficult and evanescent, 
and reserved only for a very few to achieve. But some- 
times, by the deserving and the fortunate, even that task 
is accomplished. And when it is accomplished — ^behold! 
— all the truth of life is there: a moment of vision, a 
sigh, a smile — and the return to an eternal rest. 

— Preface to The Nigger of the “Narcissus*' 


A reviewer observed that I liked to write of men who 
go to sea or live on lonely islands untrammeled by the 
pressure of worldly circumstances because such char- 
acters allowed freer play to my imagination, which in 
their case was only bounded by natural laws and the 
universal human conventions. There is a certain truth 
in this remark, no doubt. It is only the suggestion of de- 
hberate choice that misses its mark. I have not sought 
for special imaginative freedom or a larger play of fancy 
in my choice of characters and subjects. The nature of 
the knowledge, suggestions, or hints used in my im- 
aginative work has depended directly on the conditions 
of my active life. It depended more on contacts, and 
very slight contacts at that, than on actual experience; 
because my life as a matter of fact is far from being ad- 
venturous in itself. Even now when I look back on it 
with a certain regret (who would not regret his youth?) 
and positive affection, its coloring wears the sober hue 
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of hard work and exacting calls of duty; things which in 
themselves are not much charged with a feeling of ro- 
mance. If these things appeal strongly to me even in 
retrospect, it is, I suppose, because the romantic feeling 
of reality was in me an inborn faculty. This in itself may 
be a curse, but, when disciplined by a sense of personal 
responsibility and a recognition of the hard facts of ex- 
istence shared with the rest of mankind, becomes but a 
point of view from which the very shadows of life ap- 
pear endowed with an internal glow. And such roman- 
ticism is not a sin. It is none the worse for the knowl- 
edge of truth. It only tries to make the best of it, hard as 
it may be; and in this hardness discovers a certain as- 
pect of beauty. 

I am speaking here of romanticism in relation to life, 
not of romanticism in relation to imaginative literature,, 
which, in its early days, was associated simply with 
medieval subjects, or, at any rate, with subjects sought 
for in a remote past. My subjects are not medieval, and 
I have a natural right to them because my past is very 
much my own. If their course lie out of the beaten path 
of organized social life, it is, perhaps, because I myself 
did in a sort break away from it early in obedience to an 
impulse which must have been very genuine since it has 
sustained me through all the dangers of disillusion. But 
that origin of my literary work was very far from giving 
a larger scope to my imagination. On the contrary, the 
mere fact of dealing with matters outside the general 
run of everyday experience laid me under the obligation 
of a more scrupulous fidelity to the truth of my own 
sensations. The problem was to make unfamiliar things 
credible. To do that I had to create for them, to re- 
produce for them, to envelop them in their proper at- 
mosphere of actuality. This was the hardest task of all 
^d the most important, in view of that conscientious 
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rendering of truth in thought and fact which has always 

been my aim. 

— ^Author’s Note to Within the Tides 


As in political, so in literary action, a man wins 
friends for himself mostly by the passion of his preju- 
dices and by the consistent narrowness of his outlook. 
But I have never been able to love what was not lovable 
or hate what was not hateful out of deference for some 
general principle. Whether there be any courage in 
making this admission, I know not. After the middle 
turn of life’s way we consider dangers and joys with a 
tranquil mind. So I proceed in peace to declare that I 
have always suspected, in the effort to bring into play 
the extremities of emotions, the debasing touch of in- 
sincerity. In order to move others deeply we must 
deliberately allow ourselves to be carried away be- 
yond the bounds of our normal sensibility — ^innocently 
enough, perhaps, and of necessity, like an actor who 
raises his voice on the stage above the pitch of natural 
conversation — ^but still we have to do that. And surely 
this is no great sin. But the danger lies in the writer 
becoming the victim of his own exaggeration, losing the 
exact notion of sincerity, and in the end coming to 
despise truth itself as something too cold, too blunt for 
his purpose — as, in fact, not good enough for his in- 
sistent emotion. From laughter and tears the descent is 
easy to snivelling and giggles. 

— A Personal Record 


The ethical view of the universe involves us at last in 
so many cruel and absurd contradictions, where the 
last vestiges of faith, hope, charity, and even of reason 
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itself, seem ready to perish, that I have come to suspect 
that the aim of creation cannot be ethical at all. I would 
fondly believe that its object is purely spectacular; a 
spectacle for awe, love, adoration, or hate, if you like, 
but in this view — and in this view alone — ^never for 
despair! Those visions, delicious or poignant, are a moral 
end in themselves. The rest is our affair — the laughter, 
the tears, the tenderness, the indignation, the high 
tranquillity of a steeled heart, the detached curiosity 
of a subtle mind — that s our affair! And the unwearied 
self-forgetful attention to every phase of the living uni- 
verse reflected in our consciousness may be our ap- 
pointed task on this earth — ^a task in which fate has 
perhaps engaged nothing of us except our conscience, 
gifted with a voice in order to bear true testimony to 
the visible wonder, the haunting terror, the infinite pas- 
sion, and the illimitable serenity; to the supreme law 
and the abiding mystery of the sublime spectacle. 

— Personal Record 


It has been said a long time ago that books have 
their fate. They have, and it is very much like the 
destiny of man. They share with us the great incerti- 
tude of ignominy or glory — of severe justice and sense- 
less persecution — of calumny and misunderstanding 
the shame of undeserved success. Of all the inanimate 
objects, of all men s creations, books are the nearest to 
us, for they contain our very thought, our ambitions, 
our indignations, our illusions, our fidelity to truth, and 
our persistent leaning towards error. But most of all 
they resemble us in their precarious hold on life. • • • 
No secret of eternal life for our books can be found 
amongst the formulas of art, any more than for our 
bodies in a prescribed combination of drugs. This is not 
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because some books are not worthy of enduring life, 
but because the formulas of art are dependent on things 
variable, unstable, and untrustworthy; on human sym- 
pathies, on prejudices, on likes and dislikes, on the 
sense of virtue and the sense of propriety, on beliefs 
and theories that, indestructible in themselves, always 
change their form — often in the lifetime of one fleeting 
generation. 

— ‘'Books/' Notes on Life and Letters 


Of all books, novels, which the Muses should love, 
make a serious claim on our compassion. The art of the 
novelist is simple. At the same time it is the most 
elusive of all creative arts, the most liable to be ob- 
scured by the scruples of its servants and votaries, the 
one pre-eminently destined to bring trouble to the mind 
and the heart of the artist. After all, the creation of a 
world is not a small undertaking except perhaps to the 
divinely gifted. In truth every novelist must begin by 
creating for himself a world, great or little, in which 
he can honestly believe. This world cannot be made 
otherwise than in his own image: it is fated to remain 
individual and a little mysterious, and yet it must re- 
semble something already familiar to the experience, 
the thoughts and the sensations of his readers. 

— “Books/' Notes on Life and Letters 


The good artist should expect no recognition of his 
toil and no admiration of his genius, because his toil can 
with diflSculty be appraised and his genius cannot pos- 
sibly mean anything to the illiterate who, even from the 
dreadful wisdom of their evoked dead, have, so far, 
culled nothing but inanities and platitudes. I would 
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wish him to enlarge his sympathies by patient and lov- 
ing observation while he grows in mental power. It is in 
the impartial practice of life, if anywhere, that the 
promise of perfection for his art can be found, rather 
than in the absurd formulas trying to prescribe this or 
that particular method of technique or conception. Let 
him mature the strength of his imagination amongst the 
things of this earth, which it is his business to cherish 
and know, and refrain from calling down his inspiration 
ready-made from some heaven of perfections of which 
he knows nothing. And I would not grudge him the 
proud illusion that will come sometimes to a writer: the 
illusion that his achievement has almost equaled the 
greatness of his dream. 

— '‘Books/' Notes on Life and Letters 


Neither his fellows, nor his gods, nor his passions 
will leave a man alone. In virtue of these allies and 
enemies, he holds his precarious dominion, he possesses 
his fleeting significance; and it is this relation in all its 
manifestations, great and little, superficial and pro- 
found, and this relation alone, that is commented upon, 
interpreted, demonstrated by the art of the novelist in 
the only possible way in which the task can be per- 
formed: by the independent creation of circumstance 
and character, achieved against all the difficulties of 
expression, in an imaginative effort finding its inspira- 
tion from the reality of forms and sensations. That a 
sacrifice must be made, that something has to be given 
up, is the truth engraved in the innermost recesses of 
the fair temple built for our edification by the masters 
of fiction. There is no other secret behind the curtain. 
All adventure, all love, every success is resumed in the 
supreme energy of an act of renunciation. It is the 
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Uttermost limit of our power; it is the most potent and 
effective force at our disposal on which rest the labors 
of a solitary man in his study, the rock on which have 
been built commonwealths whose might casts a dwarf- 
ing shadow upon two oceans. Like a natural force 
which is obscured as much as illuminated by the multi- 
plicity of phenomena, the power of renunciation is ob- 
scured by the mass of weaknesses, vacillations, second- 
ary motives and false steps and compromises which 
make up the sum of our activity. But no man or woman 
worthy of the name can pretend to anything more, to 
anything greater. 

—“Henry James/' Notes on Life and Letters 



The Condition of Life 


THE SHADOW LINE 

I^NLY the young have such moments. I don't mean 
the very young. No. The very young have, prop- 
erly speaking, no moments. It is the privilege of early 
youth to live in advance of its days in all the beautiful 
continuity of hope which knows no pauses and no in- 
trospection. 

One closes behind one the little gate of mere boyish- 
ness — and enters an enchanted garden. Its very shades 
glow with promise. Every turn of the path has its se- 
duction. And it isn't because it is an undiscovered 
country. One knows well enough that all mankind had 
streamed that way. It is the charm of universal experi- 
ence from which one expects an uncommon or personal 
sensation — a bit of one's own. 

One goes on recognizing the landmarks of the prede- 
cessors, excited, amused, taking the hard luck and the 
good luck together — the kicks and the halfpence, as the 
saying is — the picturesque common lot that holds so 
many possibilities for the deserving or perhaps for 
the lucky. Yes. One goes on. And the time, too, goes 
on — ^till one perceives ahead a shadow line warning 
one that the region of early youth, too, must be left 
behind. 

This is the period of life in which such moments of 
717 
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which I have spoken are likely to come. What moments? 
Why, the moments of boredom, of weariness, of dis- 
satisfaction. Rash moments. I mean moments when the 
still young are inclined to commit rash actions, such as 
getting married suddenly or else throwing up a job for 
no reason. 

— The Shadow Line 


THE DESTRUCTIVE ELEMENT 

STEIN TO MARLOW: 

He lifted up a long forefinger. 

"There is only one remedy! One thing alone can us 
from being ourselves cure!” The finger came down on 
the desk with a smart rap. The case which he had made 
to look so simple before became if possible still simpler 
— and altogether hopeless. There was a pause. "¥68,”“ 
said I, "strictly speaking, the question is not how to 
get cured, but how to live.” 

He approved with his head, a little sadly as it seemed. 
*'Ja! ja! In general, adapting the words of your great 
poet: That is the question. . . .” He went on nodding 
sympathetically. . . . "How to be! Achl How to be!” 

He stood up with the tips of his fingers resting on the 
desk. "We want in so many different ways to be,” he 
began again. "This magnificent butterfly finds a little 
heap of dirt and sits still on it; but man he will never 
on his heap of mud keep still. He want to be so, and 
again he want to be so, . . He moved his hand up, 
then down. . . . "He wants to be a saint, and he wants 
to be a devil — and every time he shuts his eyes he sees 
himself as a very fine feUow — so fine as he can never be. 
... In a dream. . . ". . . And because you not al- 

ways can keep your eyes shut there comes the real 
trouble — the heart pain — ^the world pain. I tell you, my 
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friend, it is not good for you to find you cannot make 
your dream come true, for the reason that you not 
strong enough are, or not clever enough. Ja! . . . And 
all the time you are such a fine fellow, too! Wie? Was? 
Gott in Himmel! How can that be? Hal ha! ha!” 

The shadow prowling amongst the graves of butter* 
flies laughed boisterously. 

“Yes! Very funny this terrible thing is. A man that is 
born falls into a dream like a man who falls into the sea. 
If he tries to climb out into the air as inexperienced 
people endeavor to do, he drowns — nicht wahr? , . . 
No! I tell you! The way is to the destructive element 
submit yourself, and with the exertions of your hands 
and feet in the water make the deep, deep sea keep you 
up. So if you ask me — ^how to be?” 

His voice leaped up extraordinarily strong, as though 
away there in the dusk he had been inspired by some 
whisper of knowledge. “I will tell you! For that, too,, 
there is only one way.” 

With a hasty swish-swish of his slippers he loomed 
up in the ring of faint light, and suddenly appeared in 
the bright circle of the lamp. His extended hand aimed 
at my breast like a pistol; his deep-set eyes seemed to 
pierce through me, but his twitching lips uttered no 
word, and the austere exaltation of a certitude seen in 
the dusk vanished from his face. The hand that had 
been pointing at my breast fell, and by and by, coming 
a step nearer, he laid it gently on my shoulder. There 
were things, he said mournfully, that perhaps could 
never be told, only he had lived so much alone that 
sometimes he forgot — ^he forgot. The light had de- 
stroyed the assurance which had inspired him in the 
distant shadows. He sat down and, with both elbows 
on the desk, rubbed his forehead. “And yet it is true — 
it is true. In the destructive element immerse.” . . , 
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He spoke in a subdued tone, without looking at me, one 
hand on each side of his face. “That was the way. To 
follow the dream, and again to follow the dream — and 
so—ewig — usque ad finem. . . ** The whisper of his 
conviction seemed to open before me a vast and uncer- 
tain expanse, as of a crepuscular horizon on a plain at 
dawn — or was it, perchance, at the coming of the night? 
One had not the courage to decide. . . . 

— Lord Jim 


A man’s real life is that accorded to him in the 
thoughts of other men by reason of respect or natural 
love. 

— Under Western Eyes 


Men, I mean really masculine men, those whose 
generations have evolved an ideal woman, are often 
very timid. Who wouldn’t be before the ideal? It’s your 
sentimental trifler who has just missed being nothing at 
all, who is enterprising, simply because it is easy to ap- 
pear enterprising when one does not mean to put one’s 
belief to the test. 

— Chance 


The dead can live only with the exact intensity and 
quality of the life imparted to them by the living. 

— Under Western Eyes 

No man succeeds in everything he undertakes. In 
that sense we are all failures. The great point is not to 
fail in ordering and sustaining the efiFort of our life. In 
this matter vanity is what leads us astray. It hurries us 
into situations from which we must come out damaged; 
whereas pride is our safeguard, by the reserve it im- 
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poses on the choice of our endeavor as much as by the 
virtue of its sustaining power. 

— "The Duel" in A Set of Six 


Are not our lives too short for that full utterance 
which through all our stammerings is, of course, our 
only and abiding intention? I have given up expecting 
those last words whose ring, if they could only be pro- 
nounced, would shake both heaven and earth. There is 
never time to say our last word — the last word of our 
love, of our desire, faith, remorse, submission, revolt. 

—Lord Jim 


There are none so ignorant as not to know suffering, 
none so simple as not to feel and suffer from the shock 
of warring impulses. The ignorant must feel and suffer 
from their complexity as well as the wisest; but to them 
the pain of struggle and defeat appears strange, mys- 
terious, remediable and unjust. 

— An Outcast of the Islands 

A man who has had his way is seldom happy, for 
generally he finds that the way does not lead very far 
on this earth of desires which can never be fully satis- 
fied. 

— Chance 


One aspect of conventions which people who declaim 
against them lose sight of is that conventions make both 
joy and suffering easier to bear in a becoming manner. 

— Chance 

It is respectable to have no illusions — and safe — and 
profitable — and dull. Yet you too in your time must 
have known the intensity of life, that light of glamour 
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created in the shock of trifles, as amazing as the glow 
of sparks struck from a cold stone — and as short-lived, 
alas! 

— Lord Jim 

Action is consolatory. It is the enemy of thought and 
the friend of flattering illusions. Only in the conduct 
of our action can we find the sense of mastery over the 
Fates. 

— Nostiomo 

To be busy with material affairs is the best preserva- 
tive against reflection, fears, doubts — all these things 
which stand in the way of achievement. I suppose a 
fellow proposing to cut his throat would experience a 
sort of relief while occupied in stropping his razor care- 
fully. 

— Chance 

Nothing more awful to watch than a man who has 
been found out, not in a crime but in a more than 
criminal weakness. The commonest sort of fortitude pre- 
vents us from becoming criminals in a legal sense; it is 
from weakness unknown, but perhaps suspected, as in 
some parts of the world you suspect a deadly snake 
in every bush — ^from weakness that may lie hidden, 
watched or unwatched, prayed against or manfully 
scorned, repressed or maybe ignored more than half a 
lifetime, not one of us is safe. We are snared into doing 
things for which we get called names, and things for 
which we get hanged, and yet the spirit may well sur- 
vive — survive the condemnation, survive the halter, by 
Jove! And there are things — ^they look small enough 
sometimes too— by which some of us are totally and 
completely undone. 

— Lord Jim 
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We live at the mercy of a malevolent word. A sound, 
a mere disturbance of the air, sinks into our very soul 
sometimes. 

— Chance 


And a word carries far — ^very far — deals destruction 
through time as the bullets go flying through space. 

— Lord Jim 


It can’t be denied that our wits are much more alert 
when engaged in wrong-doing (in which one mustn’t 
be found out) than in a righteous occupation. 

— Chance 

Being a woman is a terribly diflBcult trade, since it 
consists principally of dealings with men. 

— Chance 

There is hardly a woman in the world, no matter how 
hard, depraved or frantic, in vi^hom something of the 
maternal instinct does not survive, unconsumed like a 
salamander, in the fires of the most abandoned passion. 

— Chance 

In every, even terrestrial, mystery there is as it were 
a sacred core. A sustained commentary on love is not 
fit for every eye. A universal experience is exactly the 
sort of thing which is most diflBcult to appraise justly in 
a particular instance. 

—The Arrow of Gold 

A woman may be a fool, a sleepy fool, an agitated 
fool, a too awfully noxious fool, and she may even be 
simply stupid. But she is never dense. She’s never made 
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of wood through and through as some men are. There 
is in woman always, somewhere, a spring. Whatever 
men don’t know about women (and it may be a lot, or 
it may be very little), men and even fathers do know 
that much. And that is why so many men are afraid of 
them. 

— Chance 

“It’s always so diflRcult to know what to do for the 
best,” Fyne assured me. It is. Good intentions stand in 
their own way so much. Whereas if you want to do 
harm to any one you needn’t hesitate. You have only to 
go on. No one will reproach you with your mistakes or 
call you a confounded, clumsy meddler. 

— Chance 


Razumov stood on the point of conversion. He was 
fascinated by its approach, by its overpowering logic. 
For a train of thought is never false. The falsehood lies 
deep in the necessities of existence, in secret fears and 
half-formed ambitions, in the secret confidence com- 
bined with a secret mistrust of ourselves, in the love of 
hope and the dread of uncertain days. 

— Under Western Eyes 


Razumov longed desperately for a word of advice, 
for moral support. Who knows what true loneliness is 
— ^not the conventional word, but the naked terror? To 
the lonely themselves it wears a mask. The most miser- 
able outcast hugs some memory or some illusion. Now 
and then a fatal conjunction of events may lift the veil 
for an instant. For an instant only. No human being 
could bear a steady view of moral solitude without 
going mad. 


— Under Western Eyes 
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Razumov: “Betray. A great word. What is betrayed? 
They talk of a man betraying his country, his friends, 
his sweetheart. There must be a moral bond first. All 
a man can betray is his conscience. And how is my con- 
science engaged here; by what bond of common faith, 
of common conviction, am I obliged to let that fanatical 
idiot drag me down with him? On the contrary— every 
obligation of true courage is the other way,” 

— Under Western Eyes 

Of Mrs. Travers: After a time this absolute silence 
which she almost could feel pressing upon her on all 
sides induced a state of hallucination. She saw herself 
standing alone, at the end of time, on the brink of days. 
All was unmoving as if the dawn would never come, 
the stars would never fade, the sun would never rise 
any more; all was mute, still, dead — as if the shadow 
of the outer darkness, the shadow of the uninterrupted 
of the everlasting night that fills the universe, the 
shadow of the night so profound and so vast that the 
blazing suns lost in it are only like sparks, like pin- 
points of fire, the restless shadow that like a suspicion 
of an evil truth darkens everything upon the earth on 
its passage, had enveloped her, had stood arrested as if 
to remain with her forever. 

And there was such a finality in that illusion, such an 
accord with the trend of her thought, that when she 
murmured into the darkness a faint “so be it” she 
seemed to have spoken one of those sentences that re- 
sume and close a tale. 

As a young girl, often reproved for her romantic 
ideas, she had dreams where the sincerity of a great 
passion appeared like the ideal fulfillment and the only 
truth of life. Entering the world she discovered that 
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ideal to be unattainable because the world is too pru- 
dent to be sincere. Then she hoped that she could find 
the truth of life in ambition which she understood as a 
life-long devotion to some unselfish idea. Mr. Travers^ 
name was on men’s lips; he seemed capable of enthusi- 
asm and of devotion; he impressed her imagination by 
his impenetrability. She married him, found him en- 
thusiastically devoted to the nursing of his own career, 
and had nothing to hope for now. 

— The Rescue 

Solitude from mere outward condition of existence 
becomes very swiftly a state of soul in which the af- 
fectations of irony and skepticism have no place. It takes 
possession of the mind, and drives forth the thought 
into the exile of utter unbeUef. 

— NostTomo 

Of Mrs. Gould: It had come into her mind that for 
life to be large and full, it must contain the care of the 
past and of the future in every passing moment of the 
present. 

— Nostromo 

Forty-five is the age of recklessness for many men, as 
if in defiance of the decay and death waiting with open 
arms in the sinister valley at the bottom of the inevita- 
ble hill. For every age is fed on illusions, lest men should 
renounce life early and the human race come to an end. 

— ^Victory 


We all seem a little mad to each other; an excellent 
arrangement for the bulk of humanity which finds in it 
an easy motive of forgiveness. 


— Chance 
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The wisdom of the heart, having no concern with the 
erection or demolition of theories any more than with 
the defense of prejudices, has no random words at its 
command. The words it pronounces have the value of 
acts of integrity, tolerance, and compassion. A woman’s 
true tenderness, like the true virility of man, is ex- 
pressed in action of a conquering kind. 

— Nostromo 

A transgression, a crime, entering a man s existence, 
eats it up like a malignant growth, consumes it like a 
fever. 

— Nostromo 

It is when we try to grapple with another man’s in- 
finite need that we perceive how incomprehensible, 
wavering, and misty are the beings that share with us 
the sight of the stars and the warmth of the sun. It is 
as if loneliness were a hard and absolute condition of 
existence; the envelop of flesh and blood on which our 
eyes are fixed melts before the outstretched hand, and 
there remains only the capricious, unconsolable, and 
elusive spirit that no eye can follow, no hand can grasp. 

—Lord fim 

Love, though in a sense it may be admitted to be 
stronger than death, is by no means so universal and so 
sure. In fact, love is rare — ^the love of men, of things, of 
ideas, the love of perfected skill. For love is the enemy 
of haste; it takes count of passing days, of men who 
pass away, of a fine art matured slowly in the course 
of years and doomed in a short time to pass away too, 
and be no more. Love and regret go hand in hand in 
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this world of changes swifter than the shifting of the 
clouds reflected in the mirror of the sea. 

— The Mirror of the Sea 

“Ah, Davidson, woe to the man whose heart has not 
learned while young to hope, to love — ^and to put its 
trust in life!” 

—Victory 

Of Singleton: He steered with care. 

—The Nigger of the “Narcissus” 



Letters 


TO MME. MARGUERITE PORADOWSKA, BRUSSELS 

[Barr, Moering & Co., Dyer s Hall Wharf, 
95 Upper Thames Street, London, E.C.] 
26 Aug., [189]1. 

My dearest Aunt, 

Thanks for your kind letter, which I received the day 
before yesterday. 

My health is not exactly radiant, but on the whole 
I don’t feel badly, despite an occasional touch of fever. 
I am writing to you here in the vast (and dusty) soli- 
tude of this warehouse, as I have a free moment about 
the middle of the day. In the evening, back home again, 
I feel so lazy that I look upon pens with horror; and as 
for the inkwell, I have banished it from my room long 
since. 

After all, I am not so happy to be working as you 
seem to think. There is nothing very exhilarating in do- 
ing disagreeable work. It is too much like penal servi- 
tude, with the difference that while rolling the stone of 
Sisyphus you lack the consolation of thinking of what 
pleasure you had in committing the crime. It is here 
that convicts have the advantage over your humble 
servant. . . . 
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TO MME. MARGUERITE PORADOWSKA, BRUSSELS 

Thursday. London. 17 Gillingham St., S. W. 

[29 March or 5 April (?), 1894]. 

My dearest Aunt, 

Forgive me for not having written sooner, but I am 
in the midst of struggling with Chap. XI [of Mmayers 
Folly]; a struggle to the death, you know! If I let up, 
I am losti I am writing you just before going out. I must 
go out sometimes, alas! I begrudge each minute I spend 
away from paper. I do not say “from pen” because I 
write very little, but inspiration comes to me in looking 
at the paper. Then there are soaring flights; my thought 
goes wandering through vast spaces filled with shadowy 
forms. All is yet chaos, but, slowly, the apparitions 
change into living flesh, the shimmering mists take 
shape, and — ^who knows? — ^something may be born of 
the clash of nebulous ideas. 

I send you the first page (of which I have made a 
copy) to give you an idea of the appearance of my man- 
uscript. I owe you this since I have seen yours. I like, so 
I do, to conform to the rules of etiquette. 

I embrace you heartily. Ever yours. . . . 

to MME. marguerite PORADOWSKA 

[London, 20 July (?), 1894]. 

Friday. 

My dear, GOOD Aunt, 

I received your letter this morning. As you wrote me 
you were leaving Paris for some time, I refrained from 
writing until further word came. 

So you are in a period of “dark gloom”! I well under- 
stand this regret for the past as it slips away little by 
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little, leaving traces of its passage in tombs and regrets. 
It is only this that is eternal. 

Remember, though, that one is never entirely alone. 
Why are you afraid? And of what? Is it of solitude or 
of death? O strange fear! The only two things that make 
life bearable! But cast fear aside. Solitude never comes 
— and death must often be waited for during long years 
of bitterness and anger. Do you prefer that? 

But you are afraid of yourself; of the inseparable be- 
ing forever at your side — ^master and slave, victim and 
executioner — ^who suffers and causes suffering. That’s 
how it is! One must drag the ball and chain of one’s self- 
hood to the end. It is the [price] one pays for the devil- 
ish and divine privilege of thought; so that in this life it 
is only the elect who are convicts — a glorious band 
which comprehends and groans but which treads the 
earth amidst a multitude of phantoms with maniacal 
gestures, with idiotic grimaces. Which would you be: 
idiot or convict? 

I embrace you with all my heart. 

TO EDWARD NOBLE 

17, Gillingham Street, S. W. [London] 
28 Oct. ’95 

My dear Noble, 

I received your discouraged letter this morning and 
can assure you I felt very sorry for your disappointment 
ending the long-drawn hope. . . . 

You have any amount of stuff in you, but you (I 
think) have not found your way yet. Remember that 
death is not the most pathetic, — the most poignant 
thing, — and you must treat events only as illustrative of 
human sensation, — as the outward sign of inward feel- 
ings, — of live feelings, — ^which alone are truly pathetic 
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and interesting. You have much imagination; much 
more than I ever will have if I live to be a hundred years 
old. That much is clear to me. Well, that imagination 
(I wish I had it) should be used to create human souls: 
to disclose human hearts, — and not to create events 
that are properly speaking accidents only. To accom- 
plish it you must cultivate your poetic faculty, — ^you 
must give yourself every sensation, every thought, every 
image, — ^mercilessly, without reserve and without re- 
morse: you must search the darkest corners of your 
heart, the most remote recesses of your brain, — ^you must 
search them for the image, for the glamour, for the right 
expression. And you must do it sincerely, at any cost: 
you must do it so that at the end of your day’s work you 
should feel exhausted, emptied of every sensation and 
every thought, with a blank mind and an aching heart, 
with the notion that there is nothing, — ^nothing left in 
you. To me it seems that it is the only way to achieve 
true distinction — even to go some way towards it. 

It took me 3 years to finish the Folly. There was not 
a day I did not think of it. Not a day. And after all I 
consider it honestly a miserable failure. Every critic 
(but two or three) overrated the book. It took me a 
year to tear the Outcast out of myself and upon my 
word of honour, — I look on it (now it’s finished) with 
bitter disappointment. Judge from that whether my 
opinion is worth having. I may be on the wrong tack 
altogether. I say what I think and from a sincere desire 
to see you succeed, — ^but I may be hopelessly astray in 
my opinions . • . 
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TO EDWABD GARNETT 

Monday [London] 
[March 23, 1896.] 

Dear Garnett, 

I am very glad you wrote to me the few lines I have 
just received. If you spoke as a friend I listened in the 
same manner, — listened and was only a little, a very 
little, dismayed. If one looks at life in its true aspect 
then everything loses much of its unpleasant importance 
and the atmosphere becomes cleared of what are only 
unimportant mists that drift past in imposing shapes. 
When once the truth is grasped that one's own person- 
ality is only a ridiculous and aimless masquerade of 
something hopelessly unknown, the attainment of seren- 
ity is not very far off. Then there remains nothing but 
the surrender to one's impulses, the fidelity to passing 
emotions which is perhaps a nearer approach to truth 
than any other philosophy of life. And why not? If we 
are “ever becoming — never being,” then I would be a 
fool if I tried to become this thing rather than that; for 
I know I never will be anything. I would rather grasp 
the solid satisfaction of my wrong-headedness and shake 
my fist at the idiotic mystery of Heaven . . . 

TO R. B. CUNNINGHAME GRAHAM 

10 P.M. 14 Jan. ’98. 

Stanford-le-Hope, 

Essex. 

Cher Ami: 

Nothing would be more delightful to me 

than to read a review of the Nigger by you. I never 
dreamed you would care to do this thing! I do not know 
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who, when and how it is to be reviewed. But is the N, 
worthy of your pen and especially of your thought? Is 
it too late? Do you really mean it? There will be a vol. 
of short stories appearing in March. One of them “The 
Outpost.” Now if you are really anxious to give me a 
good slating . . . 

“Put the tongue out,” why not? One ought to really. 
And the machine will run on all the same. The question 
is whether the fatigue of the muscular exertion is worth 
the transient pleasure of indulged scorn. On the other 
hand one may ask whether scorn, love, or hate are justi* 
fied in the face of such shadowy illusions. 

The machine is thinner than air and as evanescent as 
a flash of lightning. The attitude of cold unconcern is 
the only reasonable one. Of course reason is hateful, — 
but why? Because it demonstrates (to those who have 
the courage) that we, living, are out of life, — ^utterly out 
of it. The mysteries of a universe made of drops of fire 
and clods of mud do not concern us in the least. The 
fate of a humanity condemned ultimately to perish from 
cold is not worth troubling about. If you take it to heart 
it becomes an unendurable tragedy. If you believe in 
improvement you must weep, for the attained perfec- 
tion must end in cold, darkness and silence. In a dis- 
passionate view the ardour for reform, improvement, for 
virtue, for knowledge and even for beauty is only a vain 
sticking up for appearances, as though one were anxious 
about the cut of ones clothes in a community of blind 
men. 

Life knows us not and we do not know life, — ^we 
don t know even our own thoughts. Half the words we 
use have no meaning whatever and of the other half 
each man understands each word after the fashion of 
his own folly and conceit. Faith is a myth and beliefs 
shift like mists on the shore: thoughts vanish: words> 
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once pronounced, die; and the memory of yesterday is 
as shadowy as the hope of tomorrow,— only the string 
of my platitude seems to have no end. As our peasants 
say: "Pray, brother, forgive me for the love of God.” 
And we don't know what forgiveness is, nor what is 
love, nor where God is. Assez! . . . 

TO JOHN GALSWORTHY 

Pent Farm. 

Sunday evening [Feb. 11, 1899]. 

Dearest Jack, 

Yes, it is good criticism. Only I think that to say 
Henry James does not write from the heart is maybe 
hasty. He is cosmopolitan, civilized, very much homme 
du monde and the acquired (educated if you like) side 
of his temperament, — that is, — ^restraints, the instinc- 
tive, the nurtured, fostered, cherished side is always 
presented to the reader first. To me even the R. T. [The 
Real Thing] seems to flow from the heart because and 
only because the work, approaching so near perfection, 
yet does not strike cold. Technical perfection, unless 
there is some real glow to illumine and warm it from 
within, must necessarily be cold. I argue that in H. J. 
there is such a glow and not a dim one either, but to us 
used, absolutely accustomed, to unartistic expression of 
fine, headlong, honest (or dishonest) sentiments the art 
of H. J. does appear heartless. The outlines are so clear, 
the figures so finished, chiselled, carved and brought out 
that we exclaim, — ^we, used to the shades of the con- 
temporary fiction, to the more or less malformed shades, 
— ^we exclaim, — stonel Not at all. I say flesh and blood, 
— very perfectly presented, — ^perhaps with too much 
perfection of method. 

The volume of short stories entitled, I think, The Les^ 
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Bon of the Master contains a tale called “The Pupil,” if I 
remember rightly, where the underlying feeling of the 
man, — ^his really wide sympathy, — ^is seen nearer the 
surface. Of course he does not deal in primitive emo- 
tions. I maintain he is the most civilized of modern 
writers. He is also an idealizer. His heart shows itself in 
the delicacy of his handling. Things like “The Middle 
Years” and “The Altar of the Dead” in the vol. entitled 
Terminations would illustrate my meaning. Moreover, 
your cousin admits the element of pathos. Mere tech- 
nique won't give the elements of pathos. I admit he is 
not forcible,— or let us say, the only forcible thing in his 
work is his technique. Now a literary intelligence would 
be naturally struck by the wonderful technique, and 
that is so wonderful in its way that it dominates the 
bare expression. The more so that the expression is only 
of delicate shades. He is never in deep gloom or in vio- 
lent sunshine. But he feels deeply and vividly every deli- 
cate shade. We cannot ask for more. Not everyone is a 
Turgeniev. Moreover Turgeniev is not civilized (therein 
much of his charm for us) in the sense H. J. is civilized. 
Satis. Please convey my defence of the Master with my 
compliments. My kindest and grateful regards to Mrs. 
Sauter and love to the boy. The finishing of “H. of D” 
took a lot out of me. I haven't been able to do much 
since. 


TO E. L. SANDERSON 


Pent Farm. 

12 Oct. '99. 

My Dear Ted, 

Were you to come with a horsewhip you would be 
still welcome. It's the only kind of visit I can imagine 
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myself as deserving from you. Only the other day Jessie 
asked me whether I had written to you and over- 
whelmed me with reproaches. Why wait another day? 
But I am incorrigible; I will always look to another day 
to bring something good, something one would like to 
share with a friend, — something, — ^if only a fortunate 
thought. But the days bring nothing at all, — and thus 
they go by empty-handed, — ^till the last day of all. 

I am always looking forward to some date, to some 
event, when I finish this: before I begin that other thing, 
— and there never seems to be any breathing time, not 
because I do much but because the toil is great. I try 
at times to persuade myself that it is my honesty that 
makes the burden so heavy, but, alas! the suspicion will 
force itself upon one that, may be, it is only lack of 
strength, of power, of an uplifting belief in oneself. 
Whatever the cause, the struggle is hard, and this may 
be no more than justice. 

I haven’t been in town since last March, I haven’t 
been to see you, I have not gone to visit other people. 
My dear Ted, you have much to forgive me: but try to 
imagine yourself trying your hardest to save the School 
from downfall, annihilation, and disaster: and the thing 
going on and on endlessly. That’s exactly how I am situ- 
ated: and the worst is that the menace (in my case) 
does not seem to come from outside but from within: 
that the menace and danger or weakness are in me, in 
myself alone. I fear I have not the capacity and the 
poM'er to go on, — to satisfy the just expectations of those 
who are dependent on my exertions. I fear! I fear! And 
sometimes I hope. But it is the fear that abides. 

But even were I wrong in my fear the very fact that 
such a fear exists would argue that everything is not 
right, — ^would in itself be a danger and a menace. So I 
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turn in this vicious circle and the work itself becomes 
like the work in a treadmill, — a thing without joy, — a, 
punishing task. 

You can see now why I am so often remiss in my cor- 
respondence. There is nothing one would gladly write 
under that shadow. This is the sort of thing that one 
writes, and the more one loves his friends, the more be- 
lief one has in their afFection, the less one is disposed to 
cast upon them the gloom of one’s intimate thoughts. 
My silence is seldom selfish and never forgetful. It is 
often a kind of reserve, pudor, something in the nature 
of instinctive decency. One expects to fall every instant 
and one would like to fall with a covered face, with a 
decorous arrangement of draperies, with no more words 
than greatest men have used. One would! And when 
one sits down, it is to write eight pages without coming 
to the end of one’s groans. 

I am ashamed, bitterly ashamed, to make the same 
eternal answer, the same eternal wail of incertitude, to 
your hospitable voice. I am now trying to finish a story 
which began in the Oct. No. of Blackwood, I am at it 
day after day, and I want all day, every minute of a day, 
to produce a beggarly tale of words or perhaps to pro- 
duce nothing at all. And when that is finished (I thought 
it would be so on the first of this month, — ^but no fear! ) 
I must go on, even go on at once and drag out of myself 
another 20,000 words, if the boy is to have his milk and 
I my beer (this is a figure of speech, — don’t drink 
beer, I drink weak tea, yearn after dry champagne) and 
if the world is not absolutely to come to an end. And 
after I have written and have been paid, I shall have the 
satisfaction of knowing that I can’t allow myself the re- 
laxation of being ill more than three days under the 
penalty of starvation: nor the luxury of going off the 
hooks altogether without playing the part of a thief re- 
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garding various confiding persons, whose desire to serve 
me was greater than their wisdom. Do you take me, sir? 
Verb: sap: that is, circumlocution is clear to the wise. 

And yet,— one hopes, as I had the honour to remark 
above. 

A book of mine (Joseph Conrad’s last) is to come out 
in March. Three stories in one volume. If only five thou- 
sand copies of that could be sold! If only! But why 
dream of the wealth of the Indies? I am not the man for 
whom Pactolus flows and the mines of Golconda distill 
priceless jewels (What an absurd style. Don’t you think 
I am deteriorating?). Style or no style, — I am not the 
man. And oh! dear Ted, it is a fool’s business to write 
fiction for a living. It is indeed. 

It is strange. The unreality of it seems to enter one’s 
real life, penetrate into the bones, make the very heart- 
beats pulsate illusions through the arteries. One’s will 
becomes the slave of hallucinations, responds only to 
shadowy impulses, waits on imagination alone. A strange 
state, a trying experience, a kind of fiery trial of untruth- 
fulness. And one goes through it with an exaltation as 
false as all the rest of it. One goes through it, — and 
there’s nothing to show at the end. Nothing! Nothing^ 
Nothing! .... 


TO JOHN GALSWORTHY 

Pent Farm 

Friday [ab. 2(>th July 1900). 

Dearest Jack, 

, . . The end of [Lord Jim] has been pulled off with 
a steady drag of 21 hours. I sent wife and child out of 
the house (to London) and sat down at 9 a.m. with a 
desperate resolve to be done with it. Now and then I 
took a walk round the house, out at one door in at the 
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other. Ten-minute meals. A great hush. Cigarette ends 
growing into a mound similar to a cairn over a dead 
hero. Moon rose over the barn, looked in at the window 
and climbed out of sight. Dawn broke, brightened. I put 
the lamp out and went on, with the morning breeze 
blowing the sheets of MS. all over the room. Sun rose. 
I wrote the last word and went into the dining-room. 
Six o’clock I shared a piece of cold chicken with 
Escamillo (who was very miserable and in want of sym- 
pathy, having missed the child dreadfully all day). Felt 
very well, only sleepy: had a bath at seven and at 1.30 
was on my way to London . . . 

TO (sir) EDMUND GOSSE 

Villa di Maria 
Capri, Italy. 

23rd Mch. 1905. 

Dear Mr. Gosse, 

I have received to-day a communication from W. 
Rothenstein, the answer to which is due to you directly 
and without delay. Acutely conscious of being neither 
the interpreter in any profound sense of my own epoch 
nor a magician evoker of the past either in its spirit or 
its form, I have often suffered in connection with my 
work from a sense of unreality, from intellectual doubt 
of the ground I stood upon. This has occurred especially 
in the periods of diflBcult production. I had just emerged 
from such a period of utter mistrust when Rothenstein s 
letter came to hand revealing to me the whole extent of 
your belief and the length to which you have taken the 
trouble to go to prove it — even to the length of making 
another mind share in your conviction. I accept this 
revelation with eagerness. I need not tell you that this 
moral support of belief is the greatest help a writer can 
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receive in those difficult moments which Baudelaire has 
defined happily as **les sterilites des ecrivains nerveux!* 
Quincey too, I believe, has known that anguished sus- 
pension of all power of thought that comes to one often 
in the midst of a very revel of production, like the slave 
with his memento mori at a feast. 

For that kind of support my gratitude is due to you in 
the first instance. It can, properly speaking, hardly equal 
the obligation. The material outcome of your active be- 
lief, I accept sans phrases, which I am sure you do not 
desire either for yourself or the Prime Minister [Bal- 
four]. I know too that you will be good enough to ex- 
press the perfect sincerity of my sentiments in the proper 
quarters with greater tact and juster measure than I, 
in my inexperience, could command. 

The feeling of pride is not perhaps one to entertain in 
this connection. It is the one however that comes to the 
surface at the end of this letter. It cannot be but a mat- 
ter of pride for me that two minds like yours and the 
Prime Minister’s, which it has never entered into the 
compass of my hopes to reach, have been moved by an 
acquaintance with my work to a friendly interest in my 
mere personality. 

TO JOHN GALSWORTHY 

Someries 

6th Jan. of the New Year 1908 

Dearest Jack, 

. . . le miserable ecrivait toujours'* 

He is writing now a story the title of which is Razu- 
mov. Isn’t it expressive? I think that I am trying to cap- 
ture the very soul of things Russian, — Cosas de Russia. 
It is not an easy work but it may be rather good when 
it’s done. It may also be worth a hundred pounds if the 
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good Pinker flies round with it actively enough to be« 

come crimson. . . . But there’s no heart in my jokes. 

Listen to the theme. The Student Razumov (a nat- 
ural son of a Prince K.) gives up secretly to the police 
his fellow student, Haldin, who seeks refuge in his 
rooms after committing a political crime (supposed to 
be the murder of de Plehve). First movement in St. 
Petersburg. (Haldin is hanged of course.) 

2d in Geneve. The student Razumov meeting abroad 
the mother and sister of Haldin falls in love with that 
last, marries her and, after a time, confesses to her the 
part he played in the arrest of her brother. 

The psychological developments leading to Razu- 
mov s betrayal of Haldin, to his confession of the fact to 
his wife and to the death of these people (brought 
about mainly by the resemblance of their child to the 
late Haldin), form the real subject of the story. 

And perhaps no magazine will touch it. Blacktoood\ 
since the Old Man has retired, do not care much to have 
my work. I think of trying the Fortnightly, Ah! my dear, 
you don’t know what an inspiration-killing anxiety it is 
to think: ‘Ts it salable?” There’s nothing more cruel 
than to be caught between one’s impulse, one’s act, and 
that question, which for me simply is a question of life 
and death. There are moments when the mere fear 
sweeps my head clean of every thought. It is agonizing, 
— ^no less. And, — ^you know, — that pressure grows from 
day to day instead of getting less. 

But I had to write it. I had to get away from Chance, 
with which I was making no serious progress. 

Otherwise things are not well with me. The Secret 
Agent may be pronounced by now an honourable fail- 
ure. It brought me neither love nor promise of literary 
success. I own that I am cast down. I suppose I am a 
fool to have expected anything else. I suppose there is 
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something in me that is unsympathetic to the general 
public, — because the novels of Hardy, for instance, are 
generally tragic enough and gloomily written too, — and 
yet they have sold in their time and are selling to the 
present day. 

Foreignness, I suppose. 

All this is matter for anxious thought. Will the long 
novel serialize? If it does not! I shouldn't wonder if 
P [inker] were not anxious about that too. He does not 
hurry me up, but is very expectant. It must be con- 
fessed that the work of die last three months makes a 
miserable show, — as to the quantity. And I have sat and 
sat days and days. It is an impossible existence. I am a 
vegetarian now. I eat very little too on purpose. The 
head is very clear just now, but there are moments when 
I think against my will that I must give up. It's fatal for 
an imaginative man, — this ill-omened suggestion com- 
ing like that from outside, as it were, I fight it down, — 
of course, — while I can . . . 

TO ARTHUK SYMONS 


Someries 

Monday. [Aug., 1908.] 

My dear Sra, 

Thanks for communicating to me your study of my 
work — this '‘rejected address” to the public on behalf 
of m) art. I can be nothing but grateful for the warm, 
living sincerity of your impression and of your analysis. 
You may imagine with what curiosity I went on from 
page to page. 

You say things which touch me deeply. Reading cer- 
tain passages I feel that 14 years of honest work are not 
gone for nothing. A big slice of life that, which thanks 
to you I may say, is not altogether lost. There has been 
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in all that time not 10 minutes of amateurishness. That 
is the truth. For the rest I may say that there are certain 
passages which have surprised me. I did not know that 
I had “a heart of darkness*' and an “unlawful” soul. Mr. 
Kur[t]z had, and I have not treated him with the easy 
nonchalance of an amateur. Believe me, no man paid 
more for his lines than I have. By that I possess an in- 
alienable right to the use of all my epithets. I did not 
know that I delighted in cruelty and that the shedding 
of blood was my obsession. 

The fact is that I am really a much simpler person. 
Death is a fact, and violent death is a fact too. In the 
simplicity of my heart, I tried to realize these facts when 
they came in. Do you really think that old Flaubert 
gloated over the deathbed of Emma, or the death march 
of Matho, or the last moments of F^licie [F61icit6]? And 
for the other things you say, things splendid and lauda- 
tory, particularizing and generalizing your generous ap- 
preciation, I will simply say, I don't know. I've never 
asked myself, or looked into myself or thought of myself. 
There was no time in these years to turn my head away 
from the table. There are whole days when I did not 
know whether the sun shone or not. And, after all, the 
books are there! Also a sense of disillusioned weariness. 
You may be sure that the Editor who rejected your 
article has never known such faithful service nor yet 
what it costs one. But the writing of novels, as a charm- 
ing lady who disturbed me cruelly on a certain after- 
noon said, “is such a delightful occupation.” 

Delightful or not, I have always approached my task 
in the spirit of love for mankind. And I've rather taken 
it seriously, an attitude I should say impossible for the 
Editor of a serious Review, perhaps of an august Quar- 
terly, 

It seems almost indecent to thank you. But I stand 
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outside and feel grateful to you for the recognition of 
the work, not the man. Once the last page is written the 
man does not count. He is nowhere. 

F. Cooper is a rare artist. He has been one of my 
masters. He is my constant companion. That dismal 
'‘bajazzo” with his debased jargon of niggers and “mean” 
whites smirches whatever he touches. He’s a ‘mean 
white” himself, about the meanest that ever stole the 
gift of words from a nodding god. 

Ld~dessus une poignee de main bien attendrie. 


TO ARTHUR SYMONS 


29 Aug., 1908. 

Dear Mr. Symons, 

I doubt whether I have expressed sufficiently that 
sort of special pleasure the recognition of my work by a 
man like you was certain to give me. That feeling par- 
taking of shyness and delight is difficult to express. And 
the characteristic generosity of the recognition has al- 
most frightened me. Meditating the trouble you have 
taken over my pages I feel remorseful also— as though 
I had cheated you — not your intelligence; that would 
be impossible, but your benevolence and perhaps your 
hopes a little — ^just a little. A reader like you puts so 
much of his own high quality into a work he is reading, 
directly the writer has been lucky enough to awaken his 
sympathy! I am afraid that you have given without 
counting, and yet I would be glad to believe that I de- 
serve this profusion; for indeed what you give is em-> 
inently worth holding. 

One thing that I am certain of is that I have ap- 
proached the object of my task, things human, in a spirit 
of piety. The earth is a temple where there is going on a 
mystery play, childish and poignant, ridiculous and aw- 
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ful enough, in all conscience. Once in IVe tried to be- 
have decently. I have not degraded any quasi-religious 
sentiment by tears and groans; and if I have been 
amused or indignant, IVe neither grinned nor gnashed 
my teeth. In other words, IVe tried to write with dig- 
nity, not out of regard for myself, but for the sake of the 
spectacle, the play with an obscure beginning and an 
unfathomable denouement. 

I don't think that this has been noticed. It is your 
penitent beating the floor with his forehead and the 
ecstatic worshipper at the rails that are obvious to the 
public eye. The man standing quietly in the shadow of 
the pillar, if noticed at all, runs the risk of being sus- 
pected of sinister designs. Thus IVe been called a heart- 
less wretch, a man without ideals and a poseur of bru- 
tality. But I will confess to you under seal of secrecy 
that I dont believe I am such as I appear to mediocre 
minds. 

But enough. You have, unexpected, like a burglar, 
forced the lock of the safe where I keep my stock of 
megalomania, so I don't apologize for these worthless 
outpourings. It's your fault clearly, but you shall be no 
longer punished. As I wrote to a friend lately, I have 
been quarrying my English out of a black night, work- 
ing like a coal miner in his pit. For fourteen years now I 
have been living as if in a cave without echoes. — If you 
come shouting gloriously at the mouth of the same you 
can’t really expect from me to pretend I am not there. 

I am profoundly touched by your letter, but that I am 
sure you understand already . . . 
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TO HENRY JAMES 

Someries, Luton. 

12 Dec., 1908 

Tres Cher Maitre, 

They have arrived, — the six of them: I have felt them 
all in turn and all at one time as it were, and to cele- 
brate the event 1 have given myself a holiday for the 
morning, not to read any one of them — I could not settle 
to that — but to commune with them all, and gloat over 
the promise of the prefaces. But of these last I have read 
one already, the preface to The American, the first of 
your long novels I ever read — ^in *91. This is quite a 
thrill to be taken thus into your confidence; a strong 
emotion it is a privilege to be made to feel — d cinquante 
am! Afterwards I could not resist the temptation of 
reading the beautiful and touching last ten pages of the 
story. There is in them a perfection of tone which 
calmed me, and 1 sat for a long while with the closed 
volume in my hand going over the preface in my mind 
and thinking — that is how it began, that's how it was 
done! 

I thank you for the gift, I thank you before all for 
the opportunity to breathe in the assurance of your 
good-will, the fortifying atmosphere of your serene 
achievement. 

Yours most afFectionately and gratefully. 

TO NORMAN DOUGLAS 

Aldington, 

23 Dec., 1909. 

Dear Douglas, 

I don't know what you think of me. You can be no 
more disgusted than I am. I simply couldn't write to you 



748 ON LIFE AND LETTERS 

— ^tho’ God knows — I wanted to very badly. There is 
nothing to say. We have barely existed. As for myself, 
all I can say is that I wonder at it . . . 

The novel [Under Western Eyes^ hangs on the last 
12,000 words, but there's neither inspiration nor hope 
in my work. It s mere hard labour for life — ^with this 
difference, that the life convict is at any rate out of 
harm’s way — and may consider the account with his 
conscience closed; and this is not the case with me. I 
envy the serene fate and the comparative honesty of the 
gentlemen in gray who live in Dartmoor. I do really, I 
am not half as decent or half as useful. Health is better. 
My wife is as usual. The kids too. And nothing is any 
good! It’s a horrible feeling and I can’t shake it oflE for 
more than a day or two at a time. 

All the same, don’t give me up in your thoughts en- 
tirely. In the light of a ''tormented spirit” I am not to be 
altogether despised. What are you doing? Are you ever 
coming back? 


TO BARRETT H. CLARK 


Capel House. 
May 4th, 1918. 

Dear Mr. Clark, 

No. I am not continually besieged by the sort of cor- 
respondence you have in mind. I will admit that what 
there is of it is for the most part fatuous and not at all 
like your communication, which, by its matter and still 
more by its friendly tone, has given me great pleasure. 
You must not mind me answering it on a typewriter, as 
on account of the state of my wrist the handling of the 
pen just now is a matter of difficulty. 

You are right in thinking that I would be gratified by 
the appreciation of a mind younger than my own. But 
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in truth I don't consider myself an Ancient. My writing 
life extends but only over twenty-three years, and I need 
not point out to an intelligence as alert as yours that 
all that time has been a time of evolution, in which some 
critics have detected three marked periods — and that 
the process is still going on. Some critics have found 
fault with me for not being constantly myself. But they 
are wrong. I am always myself. I am a man of formed 
character. Certain conclusions remain immovably fixed 
in my mind, but I am no slave to prejudices and formu- 
las, and I shall never be. My attitude to subjects and 
expressions, the angles of vision, my methods of com- 
position will, within limits, be always changing — not be- 
cause I am unstable or unprincipled but because I am 
free. Or perhaps it may be more exact to say, because I 
am always trying for freedom — within my limits. 

Coming now to the subject of your inquiry, I wish at 
first to put before you a general proposition: that a work 
of art is very seldom limited to one exclusive meaning 
and not necessarily tending to a definite conclusion. And 
this for the reason that the nearer it approaches art, the 
more it acquires a symbolic character. This statement 
may surprise you, who may imagine that I am alluding 
to the Symbolist School of poets or prose writers. Theirs, 
however, is only a literary proceeding against which I 
have nothing to say. I am concerned here with some- 
thing much larger. But no doubt you have meditated on 
this and kindred questions yourself. 

So I will only call your attention to the fact that the 
symbolic conception of a work of art has this advantage, 
that it makes a triple appeal covering the whole field of 
life. All the great creations of literature have been sym- 
bolic, and in that way have gained in complexity, in 
power, in depth and in beauty. 

I don't think you will quarrel with me on the ground 
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of lack of precision; for as to precision of images and 
analysis my artistic conscience is at rest. I have given 
there all the truth that is in me; and all that the critics 
may say can make my honesty neither more nor less. 
But as to "final effect*' my conscience has nothing to do 
with that. It is the critic's affair to bring to its contempla- 
tion his own honesty, his sensibility and intelligence. 
The matter for his conscience is just his judgment. If his 
conscience is busy with petty scruples and trammelled 
by superficial formulas then his judgment will be super- 
ficial and petty. But an artist has no right to quarrel 
with the inspirations, cither lofty or base, of another 
soul. 

Of course, your interpretation of Victory s final aim, 
of its artistic secret as it were, is correct; and indeed I 
must say that I did not wrap it up in very mysterious 
processes of art. I made my appeal to feelings in as clear 
a language as I can command; and I don't think there is 
a critic in England or France who was in any doubt 
about it. In one or two instances the book was attacked 
on grounds which I simply cannot understand. Other 
criticisms struck me by their acuteness in the analysis of 
method and language. Some readers frankly did not like 
the book; but not on the ground of irony. And yet irony 
is not altogether absent from those pages, which, I am 
glad to think, have not failed to move your feelings and 
imagination. Pray accept this long screed as a warm 
acknowledgment of your sympathy with my work. With 
my best wishes for your success in the life of your 
choice. 
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TO GEORGE T. KEATING 

Oswalds. 

December 14th, 1922. 

My Dear Mr. Keating, 

Our warmest and most sincere wishes for health, suc- 
cess, and all that s good for you both and all yours for 
this festive season and all the years to come. And may 
they be many! 

Thank you for your friendly and interesting letter. 
How good of you to give me so much of your time and 
so much of your thought. Your appreciation and your 
interest in my work are very precious to me. I wish I 
were a better letter writer, both as to quantity and qual- 
ity, and then perhaps I could convince you of my grati- 
tude. But when it comes to truth of that sort words fail 
me as a rule. It's the concoction of artistic lies that is 
my strong point, as twenty-four volumes of pure fiction 
testify. However, as you and a few other men I care for 
seem to like them I will try to continue for a little while 
longer on my reprehensible course. 

Mencken's vigour is astonishing. It is like an electric 
current. In all he writes there is a crackle of blue sparks 
like those one sees in a dynamo house amongst revolving 
masses of metal that give you a sense of enormous hid- 
den power. For that is what he has. Dynamic power. 
When he takes up a man he snatches him away and 
fashions him into something that (in my case) he is 
pleased with — ^luckily for me, because had I not pleased 
him he would have torn me limb from limb. Whereas 
as it is he exalts me almost above the stars. It makes me 
giddy. But who could quarrel with such generosity, 
such vibrating sympathy and with a mind so intensely 
alive? What, however, surprises me is that a personahty 
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SO genuine in its sensations, so independent in judg- 
ment, should now and then condescend to mere parrot 
talk; for his harping on my Slavonism is only that. I 
wonder what meaning he attaches to the word? Does he 
mean by it primitive natures fashioned by a Byzantine 
theological conception of life, with an inclination to 
perverted mysticism? Then it cannot possibly apply to 
me. Racially I belong to a culture derived at first from 
Italy and then from France; and a rather Southern 
temperament; an outpost of Westernism with a Roman 
tradition, situated between Slavo-Tartar Byzantine bar- 
barism on one side and the German tribes on the other; 
resisting both influences desperately and still remaining 
true to itself to this very day. I went out into the world 
before I was seventeen, to France and England, and in 
neither country did I feel myself a stranger for a mo- 
ment: neither as regards ideas, sentiments, nor institu- 
tions. If he means that I have been influenced by so- 
called Slavonic literature then he is utterly wrong. I 
suppose he means Russian; but as a matter of fact I 
never knew Russian. The few novels I have read I have 
read in translation. Their mentality and their emotional- 
ism have been always repugnant to me, hereditarily and 
individually. Apart from Polish my youth has been fed 
on French and English literature. While I was a boy in 
a great public school we were steeped in classicism to 
the lips, and, though our historical studies were natu- 
rally tinted with Germanism, I know that all we boys, 
the six hundred of us, resisted that influence with all 
our might, while accepting the results of German re- 
search and thoroughness. And that was only natural. I 
am a child, not of a savage but of a chivalrous tradi- 
tion, and if my mind took a tinge from anything it was 
from French romanticism perhaps. It was fed on ideas, 
not of revolt but of liberalism of a perfectly disinter- 
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ested kind, and on severe moral lessons of national mis- 
fortune. Of course I broke away early. Excess of in- 
dividualism perhaps? But that, and other things, I have 
settled a long time ago with my conscience. I admit I 
was never an average, able boy. As a matter of fact, I 
was not able at all. In whatever I have achieved after- 
wards I have simply followed my instinct: the voice 
from inside. Mencken might have given me the credit 
of being just an individual somewhat out of the com- 
mon, instead of ramming me into a category, which 
proceeding, anyhow, is an exploded superstition. 

This outburst is provoked, of course, by dear Menck- 
en’s amazing article about me, so many-sided, so bril- 
liant and so warm-hearted. For that man of a really 
ruthless mind, pitiless to all shams and common formu- 
las, has a great generosity. My debt of gratitude to him 
has been growing for years, and I am glad I have lived 
long enough to read the latest contribution. It’s enough 
to scare anyone into the most self-searching mood. It is 
diflScult to believe that one has deserved all that. So that 
is how I appear to Mencken! Well, so be it. 

What more could anyone expect! . . . 

TO MRS. JOSEPH CONRAD 

New York. 11 May, 1923, 

Darling Own Jess, 

Thank you for your letters, which are arriving rega 
larly. The news of the offer to direct the cooking dept, 
of a magazine has excited me greatly. I don’t see why 
it should come to nothing if you feel like accepting it. 
I am sure you would do it very well. 

I am writing you on this card because there is noth- 
ing else in this flat where we slept last night; and if I 
waited till we get back to Oyster Bay I would miss to- 
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morrow s packet. And besides, dearest girl, I feel at 
this moment (10.30 a-m.) perfectly flat, effect of re- 
action after last evening, — ^which ended only after mid- 
night, — at Mrs. Curtiss James s. I may tell you at once 
that it was a most brilliant affair, and I would have 
given anything for you to have been there and seen all 
that crowd and all that splendour, the very top of the 
basket of the fashionable and literary circles. All last 
week there was desperate fighting and plotting in the 
N. York society to get invitations. I had the lucky in- 
spiration to refuse to accept any payment; and, my 
dear, I had a perfect success. I gave a talk and pieces 
of reading out of Victory. After the applause from the 
audience, which stood up when I appeared, had ceased 
I had a moment of positive anguish. Then I took out the 
watch you had given me and laid it on the table, made 
one mighty effort and began to speak. That watch was 
the greatest comfort to me. Something of you. I timed 
myself by it all along. I began at 9.45 and ended ex- 
actly at 11. There was a most attentive silence, some 
laughs and at the end, when I read the chapter of 
Lena's death, audible snuffling. Then handshaking with 
200 people. It was a great experience. On Tuesday we 
start for a tour towards Boston. They are calling me to 
go and see Vance. I must end. Love to you, best of 
darlings. 


TO RICHABD CURLE 


Oswalds. 

July 14th, 1923. 

My Dearest Dick, 

1 am returning you the article with two corrections as 
to matters of fact and one of style. 

As it stands I can have nothing against it. As to my 
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feelings that is a different matter; and I think that, look- 
ing at the intimate character of our friendship and trust- 
ing to the indulgence of your affection, I may disclose 
them to you without reserve. 

My point of view is that this is an opportunity, if not 
unique then not likely to occur again in my lifetime. I 
was in hopes that on a general survey it could also be 
made an opportunity for me to get freed from that in- 
fernal tail of ships and that obsession of my sea life, 
which has about as much bearing on my literary exist- 
ence, on my quality as a writer, as the enumeration of 
drawing rooms which Thackeray frequented could have 
had on his gift as a great novelist. After all, I may have 
been a seaman, but I am a writer of prose. Indeed, the 
nature of my writing runs the risk of being obscured by 
the nature of my material. I admit it is natural; but only 
the appreciation of a special personal intelligence can 
counteract the superficial appreciation of the inferior 
intelligence of the mass of readers and critics. Even 
Doubleday was considerably disturbed by that char- 
acteristic as evidenced in press notices in America, where 
such headings as "Spinner of sea yarns — ^master mariner 
— seaman writer,” and so forth, predominated. I must 
admit that the letter-press had less emphasis than the 
headings; but that was simply because they didn't know 
the facts. That the connection of my ships with my writ- 
ings stands, with my concurrence I admit, recorded in 
your book is of course a fact. But that was biographical 
matter, not literary. And where it stands it can do no 
harm. Undue prominence has been given to it since, 
and yet you know yourself very well that in the body of 
my work barely one tenth is what may be called sea 
stufF, and even of that, the bulk, that is Nigger and Mir- 
ror, has a very special purpose which I emphasize my- 
self in my Prefaces. 
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Of course there are seamen in a good many of my 
books. That doesn’t make them sea stories any more 
than the existence of de Barral in Chance (and he oc- 
cupies there as much space as Captain Anthony) makes 
that novel a story about the financial world. I do wish 
that all those ships of mine were given a rest, but I am 
afraid that when the Americans get hold of them they 
will never, never, never get a rest. 

The summarizing of Prefaces, though you do it ex- 
tremely well, has got this disadvantage, that it doesn’t 
give their atmosphere, and indeed it cannot give their 
atmosphere, simply because those pages are an intensely 
personal expression, much more so than all the rest of 
my writing, with the exception of the Personal Record, 
perhaps. A question of policy arises there; whether it is 
a good thing to give people the bones, as it were. It may 
destroy their curiosity for the dish. I am aware, my dear 
Richard, that while talking over with you the forthcom- 
ing article, I used the word historical in connection with 
my fiction, or with my method, or something of the sort. 
I expressed myself badly, for I certainly had not in my 
mind the history of the books. What I was thinking at 
the time was a phrase in a long article in the Seccolo. 
The critic remarked that there was no difference in 
method or character between my fiction and my pro- 
fessedly autobiographical matter, as evidenced in the 
Personal Record. He concluded that my fiction was not 
historical of course but had an authentic quality of de- 
velopment and style which in its ultimate effect resem- 
bled historical perspective. 

My own impression is that what he really meant was 
that my manner of telling, perfectly devoid of familiar- 
ity as between author and reader, aimed essentially at 
the intimacy of a personal communication, without any 
thought for other effects. As a matter of fact, the thought 
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for effects is there all the same (often at the cost ol 
mere directness of narrative), and can be detected in 
my unconventional grouping and perspective, which are 
purely temperamental and wherein almost all my “art” 
consists. This, I suspect, has been the difficulty the 
critics felt in classifying it as romantic or realistic. 
Whereas, as a matter of fact, it is fluid, depending on 
grouping (sequence) which shifts, and on the chang- 
ing lights giving varied effects of perspective. 

It is in those matters gradually, but never completely, 
mastered that the history of my books really consists. 
Of course the plastic matter of this grouping and of 
those lights has its importance, since without it the actu- 
ality of that grouping and that lighting could not be 
made evident, any more than Marconi’s electric waves 
could be made evident without the sending-out and re- 
ceiving instruments. In other words, without mankind 
my art, an infinitesimal thing, could not exist .... 



